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THE ADR08 ENGINE 


“Yoq don't say sol" I cried. 

Nothing Is more sUraolallng to a narrator than this 
simple well-timed Interjection. 

"I tell you. It was tenificl'* Berezhkov went on. "I felt 
like shouting, but I was so excited I could not find my 
voice. There ne was, flying — can you Imagine Itl— actual- 
ly flying over the Kbodln^ airfield ” 

“well I neverr 




•at vas lerrlQcl Marvellcrnsr 

Berexhtov wu cTdled!> repeating his pet phrase* as 
be vanned to his theme. Mv Interest— possibly ecag- 
gcrated lor pniely professional reasons — vas obvknisty 
giving him me kwneat pleasure. He liked to tell a story 
end was good at it Just then be made a anstaloed pause 
In the most Interesting place. 

He regarded me quialcally with his small greenish 
ejTS and mored Us large smiling Ups as 11 tasting the 
flavour of the moment 

I knew Bereilikov to be a keen lover ot adentlfic ad- 
%“enture storie* and thrilling novels with fast-movtng 
plots, and It atruck me that the atory he wai teUfng with 
such gusto aoun^ loat like a chapter out ol one soch 
novel Could tt be just fantasy, 1 wondered. 

Bereihkov seemrf to read my tbooghta. 

•011 shorw you a photograph if you like,” be said cbal- 
lengtngty. and vttbout waiting for oiy reply be rose from 
hb chair 1 knew he had lorned forty that year, hot Ulh 
lean and tDercorlal, be looked folly ten years yotnger 
His hair was ort short like a boy’s aj}d this well became 
him. 


He polled out a desk drawer, took from it a larn 
^ckeC and ahook a heap ol photographs out o! H Loos- 
ing over hi* shoulder I bad glimpses of group photo- 
graphs and portraits, Bereihkov on a molor'cycfe next to 
Pttshldn'f motrament In Mosojw, other famlUar sights 
of Moscow. Berezhkov beside an airplane, and more and 
more airplanes with Berezhkov beslcb them. One of the 
photographs made him laugh. He Inmed round, showing 
me again his fresh clean-siuiven face, his amJltng lips 
and slits cf narrowed eye* webbed round with bumorons 
wriiddei. The photograph was of young Berezhkov atand- 
Ing next to an aeroslelgh la a aoowy field, wearing a fur- 
ap and a UghUy bdted sheepskin coal with a revolver 
strapped to the right aide. 

“A aamorared ilelgh. Designed by Berezhkov Brilliant 
■ conrically dismal air -Some 
day rn tell you that sad atory" 
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He WAS toislng the pbotographa aside one after anoth- 
er, tmt c»Qld not find the one he wanted to show me. I 
felt amused Standing there with his back to me, Berezh- 
kov could not, of course, see my sceptical little smile, yet 
his ears tom^ pink. 

“You think I’m lying?" he said bluntly, swinging 
round to face me. 

“It does sound rather Incredible,” I hedged 
To tell the truth, I was lust teasing him In the hope 
that the spar of donbt would loose a flood of further ar- 
gumentative detail — those precious grains of life it was 
my business, ex offido, to dig out 
“Incredible?” Berezhkov repeated. “It’s marvellous! 
I tell you what?" 

He glanced at the dock and went over to the open win- 
dow His gait was rather manorable. Despite a sll^t 
llrap on hb left foot, he walked with a surprisingly svi^ 
light step, as though be were unaware of Wing lame. 

It was a lovely May day outside. From up here, on the 
sixth Boor of the aircraft department’s new bouse, one 
had a bird’s-eye view of the city’s roofs Painted with red 
lead according to an old-established custom of ours, with 
here and there a sprinkling of galvanized sheets, the 
roofs were tarnished and coaled ^th the dt/s dust Hot 
waves rckse from their sun-warmed surface, and through 
the shlmraerlng air the onlllDes of the building cranes 
above the new block of flats that was being erected on 
Sadovaya Ring nearby swam against a shining sky The 
fresh brickwork blazed in the sun, and every gaping 
aperture and projection was rimmed In shadow, which 
gave It the Meet of bulk. From Sadovaya Ring, which 
was hidden by the houses, came the Incessant hooting of 
the motor traffic, but here, lost amid the maze of andenl 
Moscow’s narrow winding streets, lay t peaceful old park 
with a pond all asparkle In the sunlight 
“I teU you what,” Bercihimv repeated. ‘TVouId you 
like to see that fantastic wheel?” 

“The actual wheel?” 

“Yes.” 

' “But-how ere we going to find It?” 

// 



n.cave lo mt. Ait yoa 
"Hcrv tie »t polng?” 

I^i^TS's^rtihlos-'ii l«iDe lool, and »■”»„<>; «» 
point of putting my 8urpri»e Into u-o^. but pullea ray- 
lell up with a mntttrtd, “irm. there a decent 

road?" _ 

The road’s nothing BereiWvOV alll cycle uhere no 
man vill dure to malk. Ceme alotigr 


At that Ume— the date oJ my wAts gtsta \K »» the yea? 
1936—1 was aroridng In Ibe “nwiDolra ofUcc. It a 
queer and faidnaling Job. In tbc ubole country only a 
lew men, figurine In oar &U1I UsU under the vague name 
of Tntervleu-er,’* coold claim kinship with me in that 
line of toumallsra. 

That unaU staff of "Intervlcwm* sorted under the 
auspkes ol Gork 7 , the “cDemolrs office’* being one oi the 
mnnecous Uteracy undertakings sponsored by him. We 
were told to look oat for interesting people, great end 
small, celebrated and obscure, and to get from them the 
stories of thdr Ih ei. We were told to bring lo ihorlhand 
notes and reports. It » as to be a collcdlon of human-in- 
terest documents, matcrtal for the historian and the writ- 
er, it was lo be our Job, our Ihing 
One primary gift, or rather art, u as demanded of the 
“hrtervtrjreri'— that of listening U was a gilt of lym- 
patby, of earnestness, and attentlvencsa Wahad no uiit 
ten tnstnictkms. At one of oar work conferences aomeooe 
had read out a passage frocn Tor end Peace, and we had, 
of one accord, accepted lids as a kind of “guide for the 
Interviewer’* 

“Natasha, her head aapported in her hand, and her 
face chanrfng contlmuHy with the atory, watched Ple^ 
nerer Uldng her eyes oB him. and was in IroaghiaUcai 
paaili^ throQjdj aU he told bef with him. Not only her 
ey^ but her erdamatJons and the brief questioaa the 
pm showed Pierre that she understood from hb words 



juit what he was trying to convey by them. It was evi- 
dent that she understood, not only whot he said, but also 
what he would have liked to say and could not express 
in words ” 

To be sure. In the course dif time we worked out pro- 
fessional methods of our own They were based on a 
warm Interest tov.’ard3 the person who was confiding to 
ns his story Vhthout this deep-felt Interest the "inter- 
viewer” would have been a failure. 

To continue the passage from ITor and Peacs- 
“Natasha, though herself unconscious of It, was all 
rapt attention, she did not lose one word, one quaver of 
the voice, one rfance, one twitching In the fadal muscles, 
one gesture of Plene’s She cau^t the word before It 
was uttered and hon It straight to her open heart, divin- 
ing the secret Import of all Pierre's spiritual travail." 

Here you have the secret (rf our work admirably ex- 
pressed It was our “going Into the world" hand In hand 
with Gorky, as It were, for the aging wrlier was always 
an eager reader of the notes that we brought In 
It was these “memolrs-office” duties of mine that 
brought me Into contact with Alexei Nikolayevich Bereih- 
kov, the alrcrait-englne designer, who was known at 
that time only to a comparatively small circle of aircraft 
Industry workers. 

At our very first meeting, after Ilslenlng to him for 
half an hour or so, that abnh sense of an "Interviewer" 
told me even before I had got to know the peculiarities 
of hJs mind and character, mat here was a very talented 
man, and an excellent story-teller at that And so I be- 
came a frequent guest of hfs and started "working" him 
like a digger who had struck a rich vein. I felt that 
he would ^eld splendid material for our collection of life 
stories. 


We went down Into the yard, Bereihkov’s old war- 
horse of a motor-cycle stood spick and span In the shed 
I had learned (julte a mimber of amailng things about It 
while we were going downstairs. 



BereiJjkov slipped on a pair of glcn-ea and awirUy and 
etfidently filled np Vrlth oil and gasoline. Saev-'ing down 
the cap ne said . 

“1 made a record on this bike that nobody could beat. 
"What u as that?" 

“I rode hands-off along a slnclc tram rail ajl the 
vay from the Bolshoi Theslre to Zubovsky Square vith 
a pinion passenger and oerer once ellpp^ off the 
ran " 

“Hands-off>" 

“Yo.' 

“Yoo don't say sol" 

"You don’t believe trie? PU do II again U yt>u Uke." 

"No thanks," 1 said hastily 

Berezhkov glanced at me wflh an odd amlle. I didn't 
like the look ol that smQe at alL 
He arbeeled the motor<yde out of the shed. The wtll- 
adjnsled etgtne started amootbly and easily vlthoirt airy 
of the usual dhi and racket 
Bereziiknr stood listening to the fhrob of the engloe 
vilh a cnr kno remote expression. I had met BerezhWr 
several times already and had noticed that look before. 
Usually somewhat c^-saxe and exdtable, inclined to 
boast tod shen’ off, Berezhkov at such moments would 
become a different man, sbom as It were of the tlnael axtd 
-sham. 

"A penny for yrxir tboughts," 1 said, 

"1 was just Ibtenbi^ to Ibe engtoe. Jump oc." 
BercihfcoT saiing tui leg over the motor-cycle and I 
settled myself Into the pUIIot saddle He slipped the co- 
gtoe Into gear and we moved off inroothly. 

A nd Cbo], obrtooaly taking r ev e n ge for my sceptical 
remarks, Berexhbjv began the crudest of snmt-riding 
ever done In the narrow coofloes of a Mostww co urty arS 
wHh brick walls on all sides. Without touching the 
brndle-baia he circled round the yard, accelerating all 
the time. 1 expected him to crash at any nKHueirt Into the 
ot the boose or nm smack Into the doslbhi, but 
erery time the careening motor-cycle missed the. obstacle 
by what was nothing aiut of a miracle. 



To my shame I must contess that 1 cluldied at Berezh- 
kovs stwulders But he sat coolly In his seat with his 
arms folded on his chest During the performance he 
turned round to look at roe. The sight must have satisfied 
him , because he gave me a wink and shot out of the gate. 

Several minutes later our panting motor-cycle was 
standing before the red light oi the traffic signals on Ma- 
yakovsky Square among a huddle of leash^ cars with 
Idling engines, all walling eawly to spurt ahead the 
moment the green light Mve them the road In those 
days there was no concert hall bulldlug nor Metro sta- 
tion on ^e comer of the square. Nothmg but a Metro 
shaft behind a blank wooden fence with the already fa- 
miliar sign “M" over it It looked as If thev were working 
there on Sundays, too Qlrls in tarpaulin Jackets and 
trousers, unwieldy rubber waders and broad-brimmed 
wet miners’ hats, all bespattered with fresh conc^e^^ 
came running out chatting and laughing They weaved 
their way adroitly among the waiting cars, ana Berezh- 
kov could not contain himsell from waving bis band to 
them. 

We rode on, making many a stop before the traffic con- 
trol Ujj^its until at last we got out Into the suburbs and 
svi^t out Into the open country 

The motor-cycle smeaked along, overtaking all the 
traffic ahead oi us Berezhkov couldn’t bear the sight of 
any car hi front of him and bad to get ahead of It at all 
cost The wind whistled In ray ears and I was all but 
flung out of my seat over every pothole. I blessed the 
minute when no car was to be aeen ahead of us and we 
could ease off to what seemed a less sulddal speed. 


We had been travellhig for ow an hour, and after 
shooting across the brld« over the gleaming Oka and 
turning off the high-road, Berezhkov at last stopped the 
. roo tor-cycle, 

“If 8 somewhere round here," he said. "Yes, here’s our 
platform." 


u 



I rootcJT i «ev- an\ p!atf»rm Wt* oere Jlajidlng bj’ lh« 
r’ltav trccV lith the Viood^ (onxrinc; on either ilde. 
bu' n *ic'e d J 1 t 'e atn huildinp^ 

"N..3t ]->b that," BtrcjJitjyk Mid. kictanp aomelhlnff 
on th ' ffT.nnd 

TaLnp a pooJ look I *av the cut ot a Ihldw post, 
b’art ne-I tn tir>* wvfl oSf lr.cl alth Lite prouncL Near* 

L. arri oil.tr lirailar itumpi— the remains of some plat* 

I' Tl 

“A 1. s'TThJl 'jvit," Btfiihlun Mid, takfng a looV 
ro'ir I “I hex last In nineteen dghlccn." 
lon£^ apo 05 Ihat^" 

"^e^ The place li sH overptm-n, dammltr 
I fotloaed lii5 fdartce do*-n the raila-a> track and sw’ 
rwth re bat t*o uolli oI lorest narrowUiff to s point In 
thf* diOanet One side was bathed In sunshine, there, ht 
f'e p1a> of Hchl and shadow, jflpamed the resinous pinei 
and the almost Itmptd gree t KT ) of the birches 

Berezhkos stood % ith folded arms admlrlnjj the scen- 
ery Hat »c hfiJ to p't movinc. Ladtlly. a human Ctrort 
eppe3r^f on the footpath « lltlie oo Demhkov spot* 
tpJ It at once; 

"Cene akoc," he laid, ralnclnc Into the seiL “Musi 
le Mre local " 

It turned out to be an elderly peasant wenun. 

“TVsod da\,“ Dererhkox salj, “Do jvu lire here’** 

•■DiJ >fxi nrr hear ol a machine beinc buUl her* a 

K-Ti;. l(rv aco?" 

"Nnl P5 I kn-'U of I'm an lUfterate »oman, son * 

■"ft ell IvnT Ihpfe »oai/-ihlnc mit of the common here In 
Sfxre Ikumplnp bic machine, )ou lj>o» 
IvoT if ere * m.* peat Iron tnfncumbob slarufmc by 

fUff w’fnt-ahiTP?" 

“The tr* des H, you irran?" 

“TV' s.hatr 

"TtVca'l It t’> eodrsik** 

B- 'r:‘ t-v out taocWnc. th^ti lumel to nv wvlh 
a tfiL-ir^ao* sl-uk'TWiitdld 1 IHI joy* Kelt dcCnflbn 
thaUtV" 



hti'i ^^raordlnary ^loiy Hint day Berezhkov, loo, hod 
Ihe 'ft'ord “ro dcvir for lhal colojsuj— a name 
^'kLt Invented by the soldiers 
j^^^^'^P jjueslIoncd further the womon pave us direc- 


the patii 

“1 M 4u ^ H all riRhtl" Berezhkov sold *TT5onks. Ma.” 
thank }*ou for n kind word And uho miglit j’ou 


[]Berexhko\',*' 

Bcreihko\’? Never heard the name.” 
oereznkoN’ stood before her, tall and trim. In a light 
^nier shirt and clcffant tie. Just then a silvery nlr- 
pnwe waa passing high overhead. n»c hum of Its engine 
*^ched us faintly Berezhkov looked op. winked lo me, 
*nd^sa{d to the woman, "Never heard the name, eh?” 
we started off again Berezhkov steered the motor* 
carefully down a barely visible forest trail Pres- 
®tly a large clearing overgrown with young trees showed 
la^gh the trunks of the birches 
Hero it Isl" Berezlikov sJwutcd 
^Vhere?" 

I could see no "go-devil ” Years of Immobility had 
blended It with Uie landscape, obliterating both the col- 
our and the pattern of the metal structure, I looked for It 
as one does on a puzzle picture 
Berezhkov parked his motor-cycle and strode across 
the clearing 1 followed him, and suddenly, quite close at 
hand, I saw, sunk In the ground, two huge rusty wheels 
somewhat resembling the paddle wheels of a steamboat, 
and almost as high as the tree-tops It looked like the 
hulk of some fantastic ship I could make ont a bhort 
Wedge-shaped bow, like that of an Icebreaker, and a 
rounded massive stern 

'A pace or two more, and I could touch the wheel with 
my hand. Hokes of rr^dlsh rust came oway easily and 
crumbled between my fingers Thick iron paddles could 
be seen only In the upper part of th© wheels, those below 
being hidden In the undergrowth The rear wheel was al- 
most completely biiried In the ground, and only a hard 
moss-groum bump marked the spot 



Not » slnjlt nut » IS Icfl on the "go^evU " It hid bM 
stripped clean of nerjU„nff thit fti5 lm>cm.’»bte "nd 
deUch»bIe. 


Here l3 thr slory BereihU'v had {old me before we ®et 
emt on his mjDtor cycle, . 

After tiking a turn about the room to collect nu 
thoufihta, he had lifted a »,cnjficflnt forefinger, and wjtn 
a faintly hurtwroos smile, bad begun hb narrative. ^ 

“The grand epopee I am going to tell yon ■bc rtiU_ 
said, “started like this one fine day In the aoluxnn of 
nineteen fifteen Genshm disappeared. Ganshin, imu will 
remember, %as my cousin, ffiy coach In malhematlcSi my 
dmm, and afterwards. . " At this point Bereiblcov 
ofl abruptly and ejtdaimed, "Nol Cross that all ouL That 
beginning Is no good. Ganshin's disappeargnet »iH 
tbe secood dwptcr ol our story The first will be headed 
'Ladoshnikov ' Did I (ell yea about LadoshnOfor last 
time? \ didn’t’ Bad ovml^l Ihel. dash It But that's 
easily mended I was a last year pupil at tha rtaljuq/e 
school when 1 first met Ladoshnfkrv As yon know, I 
usually spent the summer holidays at Ser^ Ganshin's 
piece, or, to be more exact, 1 enjoyed the hospitality of 
lOT aunt, his motbe, who was a schoolteacher hi the 
Viadtralr Gubemls, r>ot lar from Professor Zhukovsky’s 
cDuntry-bouse. Tve already told yon something about 
Zhukovsky, haven’t I?" 

“Very little so far" 

“Oh, one could go on laDdng about him for hours on 
end." 


B««hkov. smQtng, glaocwl ot a \*igt photograph 
» a folMen^ portrait of Nl- 


hangiw on the wall It was i _ _ 

Wai atikovskj. a burly grey-^rd^ p^^Vln’a 
broad brimmed bat and Jackboots, and with a double- 
bairelW gun and a doir-lbe lather of Russian aeronaut- 
^ was talM to tilt decree signed by Lenin His 
eye^en phot^ph looked bright and sharp 
v^ V ^ Zfrakovaky, be was wearina a let- 

1.1.4 ariy Nurd." B«aW»v Vui “If. Sr- 



llest and most vivid recollections of rn>' childhood It was 
like this — ^rry, we mustn’t stray from the theme, 
though But make a note of It, anyway: ‘Professor Zhu- 
kovs^ with a black beard ’ Remind me some other time, 
and rU tell you about one of the most curious little scenes 
you can Imagine. Now, where did I leave off?” 

”You mentioned Ladoshnlkov” 


So I did, Bererhkov resumed It was there. In the Vla- 
dimir Gubernia, that I first met him. He was a student, a 
member of the students’ aeronautic circle at the Moscow 
School of Engineering, and was spending his summer 
holidays that year at the Zhukovsky's country place. 
Afterwards we learned that while living there, he had 
been working on his design of an airplane to be present- 
ed for his diploma. Two years later Ganshin and I were 
present when be defended that diploma dissertation, bat 
then. . Then we had seen Ladoahnikov only from a dis- 
tance You can Imagine how Interested we were In that 
student, knowing him to be a guest of Zhukovsky’s and 
probably his favourite pupil 

Lado^nikov used to stride about the fields all by him- 
self, a lanky stooping figure In an embroider^ linen ehirt 
and hlgh-boots, with a sort of permanent frown on his 
face. 

One hot day In July or August Sergei and I were bu- 
sy by the pond taking to pieces an outboard motor that 
v.'e had bought If^ether by pooling our resources That 
small “Slam” motor served us for all kinds of experi- 
ments. We were for ever messing about with It, and we 
enjoyed this much more than we did the actual boating 
I devised dorens of alterations, and was only kept In 
check by Sergei’s cold cansllc mind and our limited cap- 
ital For all that, I not only contrived new “Bereihkov- 
.made" stud-bolts and splint-pins, but rearranged the Ig- 
nition and Introdoced a very simple Intak-e manifold of 
my own InvenUacu 



We had the boat out on the bank, and the dlsasserabled 
motor parts Iny before us on the stem. Suddenly, 
should ^e sec coming douti the bank fonirdt us but 
Ladoshniko\ He came up and stopped. Looked at the 
disa>sembled motor ullhout saying a We tried to 
appear unconcerned but uatdied him a-ith on anxious 
furtive c\e His pULkered brenvs gave him a scoudlng air, 
and tus deep set eyes under overhanging brors looked 
\erv small Would be go away without having opened hts 
mouth, v,e uondered^ 1 could not think of anything to 
start a conversation, but Ladoshnikov broke the silence 
himself He pointed to the mechanism I had Invented and 
asked 

“Wlm did that?" 

I said nothing, of course, and just smiled modesUv Ser- 
gei armounced roe as the culprit One v.ord led to an- 
other: It tamed out that Ladosnnlkov bad seen everything 
there vns to see my new-faogled spllnt'plns and my 
new system of Ignition After a while oe lamed to roe and 
asked, 

“What's jTJur tume?" 

"Aleiel ^eihkov " 

“1 shouldn’t be surprised. Alexei if you Invented an 
engine of )‘our o’em some day " 

“You bet I wDII" I answered offhand 
“Perhaps yoo already know the kind of engine ft fs 
going to be?” 

“I da It’s going to be t two-cycle engine with short 
cylhiders. That’s to reduce the stroke ratla The counter- 
wdgtits are going to be unique, toa” 

I expected Ladoshnikov to bo struck all of a heap The 
Idea cif this Inventloa. wbid had captured my tmaglna- 
Ikm when I was still In the sixth form at school, se«ned 
to roe to be terrific, revolutionary But it was Ltdoshnl- 
kov who w as to astonish ui. He picked up a long pin and 
a nut to match It out of the heap of metal parts, and with 
the use of these simple visual aids defflonslrated to us 
the Idea of the very engtne which I had corolderwl to be 
ultra-novel and unJqne. 



"Is this tlie Idea?" he said 
"Yes but how do you know?" 

“Looks 03 If you are not the only one who Is ponder- 
ing the problems of engineering progress Other people 
go In for It, too, sometimes” 

By revolving the pin and the nut be showed us some 
of the niceties of the problem, which, frankly speaking, 
had never occurred to me. Sergei and I listened to him 
open-mouthed His voice rang stronger as he warmed 
to his subject Do you know what else surprised me In 
him? His eyes Blue-grey and gloomy, they had looked 
quite small before, but were now big, and clear 
"There, Ale^eL Bear that In mind when you start on 
your engine." 

“What about you? Why didn't you tackle this motor 
yourself?" 

"I have ray hands foil enough as It Is, my dear chap 
I shall never get round to It" 

Ladoshnfkov dropped the steel parts, nodded to os and 
strode away And that's how we got acquainted 

Two years later I did build a small engine of ray 
own deslra on the lines we bad discussed with Ladosb- 
nikov that auramer day on the bank of the pond I told 
TOu about that little engine lest time D’you remember? 
But we're wandering from the subject again. I’m afraid 

7 

Another scene always rises before my eyes when I 
think of young LadoshnOtov 
Picture to yourself the assembly hall of the Moscow 
School of Engineering The spring of nineteen thirteen. 
Sunlight pouring in through the windows The model of 
an airplane with canvas-covered wings on a tall stand 
This was Ladoshnlkov’s plane nara^ after him the 
LAD-1 

At that time the Ilya Muromets, a multl-englned flying 
machine on which Russian aviators had Just set a num- 
ber of world records, particularly for distance flight and 
load-carrying capacity, was being talked about a good 



dftfll The LAD'l proml5ed to beat the Ilya Muromets. 
The design was a daring one. Ladoshnlkrv s ono-cnglned 
machine with a thlrtv-siT metre wing span waa, accord- 
ing to the project, fastej than the Ilya Mufomets and hod 
a road<arfv1ng capacity of two and a half tons against 
the latter’s one and a half 

The hall was black with stndents’ jackets I was wear- 
ing one too 1 was sitting next to Ganshin In the second 
row 

Ladoshntkov sat a little apart His Jacket had chalk 
smears on It He had been defending hla project here tor 
three bonra running, answering questions and criticism. 
Now he mas waiting for the committee’s verdict His 
brows were drawn together, and his eyes, which bad just 
had a challenging Hash In them when he was fighting for 
his design at the blackboard, were dowmeast The stick 
of chalk wu sffll In his hand, his fingers sqneexed It, 
cnishhig It the white powder dropped on the tloor and 
on the black leather of nls boot 
The bell had Jost rung, announcing that the proceed- 
Ings were to be resumed All took their seals again to 
hear the committee’s dedsloa Empty chairs stood 
around the green-topped table. In a moment or two the 
committee would file In 

I looked at Ladoshntkov, and could almost read his 
thoughts. Shortly before the Interval one of the committee 
members, a well-lmam professor of applied mechanics 
and permanent consulting engineer of the Moscow 
“DukM" plant u-here several airplanes had already been 
buflt, had Mid In the tone of a well-wisher 

"Are we not expecting too orach of the candidate? Of 
course, such an airplane, aupposlng for a minute that it 
will be bunt, wOl never Bv But let os took at It from a 
different angle — let us take It as a student’s design, the 
fantasy of a young man who la becoming an engineer ” 

The professor had gone on speaking, bat Ladoshnikov 
bad suddenly Interrupted him 

"Why won’t It By?” 



“We can go Into that some other time. If you like, I 
am always at the service of young talent ” 

LadoshnOkOV had listened to these words with a gloomy 
air “It will never fly’* The phrase must have been 
ringing In his ears all the time 

At last the committee came Into the ball and took their 
seats round the table. Nikolai Zhukovsky, who was 
presiding, rose to his feet I don't remember ever having 
seen him looking so solemn and Impressive. Day In day 
out he had come to the lectures In the same baggy old 
suit Everyone knew how Zhukovsky hated to dress up In 
uniform or frock-coat even on tbo^ occasions when he 
was expecting a visit from some personage of rank. That 
day, however, Zhukovsky had honoured the occasion — 
the completion of his pupil’s long and arduous labours — 
by appMrlng In a long frock-coat. As he stood there 
bathw in sunshine, with the beams dancing In his thick 
white beard, this a^ professor with the hirt dome- 
shaped forehead and dark piercing eyes, founder of the 
science of flying, looked really majestic. 

"The Committee has unanimously decided,” he said, 
“to confer upon Mfkbafl MOdiaflovlch Ladoshnfkov a 
diploma of the flnt degree cum laude As to whether his 
machine will ever fly . ” 

Zhukovsky did not finish the sentence. He was Inter- 
rupted by handdappIng We were applauding Ladosh- 
nlixiv, applandlng his project, his pertlnadty and 
success, applauding bis Instructor, our teacher Zhukov- 
sky. The latter looked at Ladoshnikov, whose face was 
still wearing a frown, stepped out briskly from behind 
the table, and went over to hJs pupil with both hands 
extended. Ladoshnikov threw up his head with a jerk. 
Zhukovsky embraced him and Ussed him Instantly we 
sprang to our feet and crowded round them, cheering 
We heard Zhukovsky say, “Thai boat of yotxrs will fly. 
I’m sure It wilH" 

Ladoshnikov, apparently, was too overwhelmed to say 
anything, but his eyes spoke for him. They had suddenly 
grown wide again and were sparkling 



deal The LAD-1 promised to beat the IWa Muromels. 
The design was a daring one. LadosbnFkov's one-<ng1ned 
machine wlib a thlrtv-afx metre wing span vas, accord- 
ing to the project, fastr^ than the Ilya Muromets and had 
a load<arryIng capacity of two and a half tons against 
the latter's one and a half 

The hall was black with students' Jackets I was wear- 
ing one too I was aitUng next to Ganshin In the second 
row 

Ladoshnlkov sat a little apart His locket hod chalk 
smears on It He had been defending bis project here for 
three hours rrmning, aoswefing questions and crlUclara. 
Now he uas waiting for the committee’s verdict. His 
browB were drawn together, and hla eyes, which hod Just 
had a chaflenglog flair In them when he was fighting for 
his design at the bltckhowd, were downcast The aUdv 
of chalk was still In his hand, his fingers squeezed It 
crushing It. the white powder dropped on the floor and 
on the black leather of ms boot 
The bell had Just rung, announcing that the proceed- 
ings were to be pcauroed All took Ihelr aeats ogaln to 
bear the connnittee’a decision. Empty chairs stood 
around the green topped table. In a moment or two the 
committee would file In 

t looked at LndoshnQcov, and could almost read hts 
thoughts Shortly before the Interval one of the committee 
members, a well-known professor ol applied mechanka 
and permanent consulting engineer of the Moscow 
‘Dnfcts" plant where acveral airplanes had already been 
bunt, had said In the lone of a wtll-wdshei' 

"Are We not expecting loo much of the candidate? Ol 
coarse, such an airplane, supposing for a minute that It 
will be built, will never Oy But M ui look at it from a 
different angle — let us take it as a itudoit's design, the 
fantasy of a young mao who Is becoming an engineer" 

The professor had gone on apealdng, but Ladoshnlkov 
bad suddenly Interrupted him. 

"Why avraT It fly?* 
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*TVe can go Into that some other time. If you like, I 
am always at the service of young talent ” 

Ladoshnlkov had listened to these UTDrds with a gloomy 
air “It will never fly *’ The phrase must have been 
ringing in his ears all the time 

At last the committee came into the hall and took their 
seats round the table, Nikolai Zhukovsky, who was 
presiding, rose to his feet I don’t remember ever having 
seen him looking so solemn and Impressive. Day In day 
out he had come to the lectures In the same baggy old 
suit Everyone knew bow Zhukovsky hated to dress up In 
uniform or frock-coat even on those occasions when he 
was expecting a visit from some personage of rank. That 
day, however, Zhukovsky had honoured the occasion — 
the completion of his pupil’s long and arduous labours — 
by appealing In a long frock-coat As he stood there 
bathw In saoshJne, with the beams dancing In hJs thick 
white beard, this a«d professor with the high dome* 
shaped forehead ana dark piercing e^, formoer of the 
science of Bylng. looked really majestic. 

‘The Committee has unanimously decided," he said, 
“to confer upon Mikhail Mikhailovich Ladoshnlkov a 
diploma of the first degree cum laude As to whether his 
machine will ever ffy ” 

Zhukovsky did rrot finish the sentence. He was Inter- 
rupted by handclapping We were applauding Ladosh- 
nltov, applauding his project his pertinacity and 
success, applauding bis Instructor, our teacher Zhukov- 
sky The Utter looked at Ladoshnlkov, whose face was 
still wearing a frown, stepped out briskly from behind 
the table, and went over to hJs pupil with both hands 
extended Ladoshnlkov threw up his head with a Jerk. 
Zhukovsky embraced him and kissed him. Instantly we 
sprang to our feet and crowded round them, cheering. 
We heard Zhukovsky say, “That boat of yours will fly, 
Tm sure it wnil" 

Ladoshnlkov, apparently, was loo overwhelmed to say 
anything, but hJs eyes spoke for him. They had suddenly 
grown wide again and were apatlding 
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And now, continued Bereihkov, ut can pass on to tbe 
next chapter of onr amazing epopee. Tut? and a half 
>Tars ha\e elapsed 

As \ was savinc, one day ta the aulunm of nineteen 
fifteen Ganshin suddenly disappeared. 

The day before we had arranged that he would call 
for TO In the morning to go together to a fire-bomb 
corapetltlon. 

Such competitions were the vogue those daw — dtmng 
the first and second itara of the war But this was a 
special competition An Infernal machine devised hy 
Aleiel Berezhkov was to be demonstrated there. I bad 
Im-eirted the thing In the snmmer out in the country — the 
MTO old place In the Vladimir Gubernia where Sergei 
and I were In the habit of spending oar holidays 

I ought to tell you that by (hat Ume wt were both full- 
fledged members of the students’ aeronantic circle 
founded by Zhukovsky Among our set of aviation enthu- 
siasts Garahln had the rep^llofi of being a great 
mathematician He swallow-^ treatises on mathematics 
like so many Sherlock Holmes thrillers and could talk 
Integrals for hoars, 23njkovsky gave him the sUffest 
calcdations to do, and at the age of twenty-two, while 
stni a student, Gamhln was tn charge of the calculating 
office at Zhukowkv’s aerodynamic laboratory Well 
then, auddenl), at the rnosl dramalJc moment, on the 
day the cocnpetltkra for the best fire-bomb was being 
held, be goes and disappears That bomb of mine created 
cralle a sensatwKi, and while celebrating my succeas that 
day 1 could not help feeling vagotty worried about 
Sergei What could have become of him.’ I knew Ganshin 
too well to dJamlss the matter lightly That cold sceptic, 
who was constantl) critklrtng my fantasies with catullc 
Irony, was a wronderiul friend mat could have made 
him dlsawear on this of all days, which meant so much 
to me? could have happened? 

Ganshin did not torn op the next day dthcf And the 
following day, when I managed to find time to call at 
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his lodginfis only to learn that he had not been home 
for three days, I had no doubts that something tragic 
had happened- 

Who had seen him last? Who had he spoken to before 
disappearing? I believe Zhukovsky had sent for him. So 
off I ran to ^nkovsk-y 

"Nikolai Yegorovich," I said, “Qanshln Is missing Do 
j-ou know where he can be?” 

“Missing? Now, Is he really? No, I don’t know, he 
answered, keeping his eyes averted 

"You do know, Nikolai Yegorovich!" 

Zhukovsky was a very baa liar, however He looked 
acutely cmbamissed and mystifying 

"Don’t you worry, my dear boy," he said "Your friend 
is safe and sound." 

"But where Is he?" 

'1 can’t tell you " 

I came away none the wiser, but Zhukovsky’s myste- 
rioas manner puirled me. Wbat the devil was going on? 
What was the m>'8tery about? 

0 

It wasn’t until a fortnight later that I learned where 
Sergei had disappeared to He called on me himself 

"^me along,” he said 

"Where to?’*^ 

"To Engineer Podralsky ’’ 

“^0 the devil’s Podralsky?” 

“All In good time." 

"And where have you been?” 

"You’ll know that loo In time." 

His lean face with Its slightly turned up nose and his 
eyes behind their glasses were Inscrutable. 

He bore me off, and within half an hour we were at our 
destination I shall always remember that villa in Ma- 
laya NIkllskaya. The large plate-glass windows facing 
the street gleamed IHfC mirrors, 1 noticed that althoogn 
it was still daylight outdoors, the windows were dosdy 
drawn from inside with crimson velvet curtains. Qanshln 


25 



rang at the gale, and ve uw admitted Into the court- 
fTird, entering the hoose through the back door In the 
hall someone asked my name and vitnt off to announce 
me. Then I was Invited Id alone, without Sergei I W'as 
ushered Into a vast brilliantly lit study, with two maastve 
sales standing against the walls. The curtains that I had 
seen from the street hung ov-er the windows In heavy 
folds. 

A man of medium height In an immaculate blue suit 
pot up leisurely from b^lnd a desk and came forward 
to meet me His black moustache v .15 so exquisitely 
groomed that it looked velvety 
' Ciood allcrrtoon. Tea are Berexhtov?" 

-Yes" 

“Alexei Nikolaj-cvtch?" 

“Yes- 

■^oa have dealgnod a ftre-bomb?'’ 

•Tfes." 

He walked over to the door and turned the key In the 
lock. MTaal’s this, thought 1 Where am 1? 

Then coming dose trp to me and looking at me search 
higly. he made me m-ear that I would not breathe a 
word to anv living soul about what I was going to hear 
“A single word to arrj-body, and j-oull be coirrt-raai- 
tlalled and shot In taenty-four hoars. 

"Shot?" 

“Yes. In the event ol a pardon being granted the sen- 
tence may be commuted to penal sermnde lor life. Sign 
this." 

He handed me a praper on which all these dire penal- 
ties were act down In black end white. All agog with 
curtosity 1 signed It hi 1 Jiffy 

He folded the paper up neatly and locked It away tn 
one oT the safes. The lock clkied twice In the hashed 
*llcoce of the room. Then he declared ulth solemn deUb- 
eratkin 

*TTits house Is a secret mflltarr laboratory " 

1 looked at him In silence, wafting for further ifagger- 
hwf secrets to come roDing out from andef hla velvety 
momUche. 


“I am Invlllnfi j’oq lo wrk here,*’ he went on "Will 
you be able to dMlpn a bomb-relea5e mechanism with a 
alrttlng device?" 

I was disappointed A bomb-release? And that’s all? 
1 answered as I always did In my youth 

“If 1 can’t do It, nobody wlIlI’’ 

Podralslcy’s eyes went over me swiftly. 

“No one must know where you are working," he 
announc^. “You must be lost to the world ” 

That was my first mecUng with Engineer Podralsky I 
was taken on the staff of his secret laboratory the very 
same day In the capacity of Junior designer at a monthly 
salary of eighty ruoles, 
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‘Did he tell you to disappear?” Ganshin asked me. 

"He did" 

“Never mind what he says, you live at home. It’s Just 
one of his fads I swallow^ the bolt, k>o, at first" 

We were strolling down Nikitsky Boulevard It had 
been one of those remarkablv floe, warm, sonny days you 
sometimes get In Mosaaw late In the auhmm Evening 
was drauing In, but the son was still shining through 
the trees. Everything looked dellghUnlly golden In Its 
beams. I noted this as a happy omen. 

When we were out of range of that hush-hush villa 
I gave Ganshin a theatrfcallied account of my Inter- 
view with Podralsky 

'i wonder what’s behind that bomb-release Idea of 
his? What does he want It for?" 1 said 

“Didn’t he tell you? It’s for Ladoshnikov’a plane." 

I stopped In amaieraent 

“Ladoshnlkov’s? He'a building Ladoshnlkov’a plane?" 

Ganshin hustled me along 

“Don’t shout It all over the boulevard. Yes Believe 
It or not, but Podralsky has got his hands on that thing 
too I happen to be W’orking on It. making up a complete 
aerodynamic calculation of It Fm living at LodoshnI- 
kov’a place. Come along and have a cup of tea with os " 



Nflturallj. 1 nn urclnf In doc nmr»c ut w- 

rhtd ai I adcrthniktn** lodcinc^ ■ *trctft off 

O.to7hfnka 1 uaj to a frcijofnl vhllor at thi? Iwo- 
»lorc\ed lo}^ hotj«ic in mliurti tlK dt^lRTlcr of the LAD-1 
rcni(.-d a room 

\ rK'kety vn«>don Maircase ronninq up from the 
paisaqc lo«>k iis up to llif first S<-fqd knocked, 

and in rc'-ponM? to a tnullore^l “uh uh " opened tbe 
door 

Dusk js qalliennc, but ll>e room. » bkli at first qlance 
looketl \rr\ hiq *os not \tt lichted T»o udmloms 
stared stralqlit at the sk). mhkb *a» aqliw iklUi ttk 
sunset The fiqtrre of LadosliniLcn. was silhouetted 
aqalnst orvo of the *lrHlows |jc stood jackclicss, the 
hfwes of his embroidered shirt rolled up 

’'Wail a minute!" be shouted, and held up his outspread 
hand In a sharp qrsturc of »nrnfnc. 

We stopped 

"At his file* aqafn. damn iL" Ganshin ffronted 
“Theyrt come to life ullh the aarm ueatlier. *or*e 
lock.*^’ 

I crmtdn't mak-c out »hal Ite mas talkinq ahoat at 
firaL WTio mas at uhat files? Out presenl!) I did hear a 
btatjnc.fiound la the room. Lookinq efo^er I Mr a srry 
queer fl\. ahich m-as qoinc round In circles o\-er a bfq 
table On the tabic fUell I sam •^.-vernl Le>den jars and 
an odd (ooklnq apparatus n llh a bandle, a camera and the 
eje of a fei^ uendinq over the table, Ladoshnlkov 
reached out his hjr>d and touebed something On 
the Instant a streak of Ilchtnlnp flashed In the room 
from the Leyden Jan. mhich sittc discharfied all at 
once. 

I vividly recall Ladoshnlkov** hand lit up hv the Hadi 
as it lay on tbe table — a Hq rofk rouptiened hand nith 
several small scan IcU over from cuts and bruise? a 
darkish skin pitted »1lb metallic dost on Uw ball of the 
thumb, and uide short trimmed rmqer nails looking very 
hard and shirty 

“Aren’t you tired of HI" Qanshln shouted ^licn the 
cascade of electric sparks had died dos-a 



The windows sllll pHinmcred blulshly, but after the 
blinding flash the room looLed quite dark. Ganshin 
5wltch<3 the light on 

The fly continued its oddly regular circling flight La- 
doshnikov caught It and placed U In the palm of his hand 
Naturally, I went up at once to gat a closer look at that 
freak of nature. Ladoshnlkov explained, smiling, that 
flies and other small winged Insects from gnats upwards 
served him for the study of aeronautics 

“I don’t suppose, Alexet” he said, “that you even 
suspect that a field fly can work up a speed of up to 
nearly fifty miles an hour This lady here comes very 
close to It” 

I noticed that the fl/s wings were glued to Its body at 
a definite angle by twq blowball hairs, and this It was 
what account^ for Its odd circling flight The queer 
apparatus on the table was a cine-camera designed and 
constructed by Ladoshnfkov — a camera capable of mak- 
ing twenty-four snapshots during the brief flash of arti- 
ficial lightning 

Ladoshnlkov snipped the blowball hairs with a small 
scissors and rcstor^ to his captive Its natural freedom 
of movement His broad rou^ hands performed the 
operation with tendemess — no other ^vDra can describe 
It 

“Swap lU” Ganshin cried *They have a nasty temper 
In the autumn and btte like mad '* 

"Never mind,” said LadoshnUov "It’s done a good 
job of work, let It live.’’ 

Opening the door, he let the fly out into the corridor, 
and after watching Its flight for a moment rejolofti us 

Before long a simmering samovar was standing on 
the table where only a short while ago au^ remarkable 
experiments had b^ made. Lados^Ikov, acting the 
host set out the glasses and brewed the tea Ganshin 
told him about my visit to Podralsky and my new Job 
Naturally, I lost no chance to embellish the atory with 
dramatic trimmings 

“One of these days Til murder that fellow Podralsky,” 
Ladoehnikov suddenly growled. 



"Why. hai Iw been at It apiln?" Sergei asked. ^ 

“lie said he’a Co!n^ lo stop buUdlng my plant. 

“He's Q damned tiar,’' Qansbln said “\Vh*t Is be ot* 
define • bomb release for then? Besides, the eocine bos 
already been shipped " 

“Shipped?” 1 qceried 

“^’es From America A Hermes, Two hundred arw 
fifty horse-po'i’er," Ganshin said. 

“Obof'’ I eiclalrned 

In those daw the two hundred and fifty horse power 
Hermes aircraft engine was considered the last word In 
engineering 

^Ehat the fellom’, I can’t make out when he’s lying and 
when he’i not," Lidoshnlkov continued “Today be sent 
for me and said be was ahowlng me his hand There 
wasn’t any money— not • penny, he said He was up 
against iC he said, couldn’t help hlmstU . And so on 
and 80 forth The long and short of It was be demanded 
new Ideas again. New Ideosl Something sensatkmair 
“^'hat about the aero-slelgb design? Isn’t that BWgfa 
for him?" 

“It Isn’L He wants something er— • 

"Someihlng slonnlng." 1 prompted. 

"Thai's IL >3melhlng that will bring the money pouring 
In ri^t away Olhawlse. I'm afraid be will really go 
smash, damn It all" 

“I have an Idea," I said modestly. 

“What Is It?" 

“dmcklng the gear-box out of the niolor-car I think 
It’s worth ricking one's brains over ” 

“Our patron won’t rise lo that fly," said Ganshin, “^’our 
gear-box isn’t exciting enough." 

I offered se>’eral more Ideas, but none of them answered 
the peculiar circumstances ot the case. Then, taking my 
opportimlty, I asked a question, which, I might as well 
admit. Interested me considerably 

“How’ does he pay lor Ideas? Excuse my cariosity, 
LadosimflcDV, but bow much does he pay you for your air- 
plane, for example?" 

Ladosholkov laughed 



“You don’t know PodralsW, Altxel But It won't be 
long before you hear his pet phrase about 'future returns ’ 
Meanwhile . . as you see, It’s me who Is doing the paying 
I’m paying with inventions Anything to keep him at the 
airplane," 
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As 0 matter of fact, I did get to know Podralsky better 
soon. All kinds of rumours as to his mysterious personal- 
ity were rife among the laboratory personnel He seemed 
to be all-powerful The best houses In Moscow were open 
to hhn, he was a welcome guest In the drawing-room of 
the governor-general of Moscow, he was said to have 
breath-taking cormecUons In St Petersburg, to hobnob 
with the war minister and so on and so forth We knew 
that he was visited and entertained by some of the great 
guns of the industrial world — Ryabushlnsky, who was 
butldhig a motor-car works In Moscow, Mesh^ersky, the 
owner of the Kolomna and Sormovo works, and others. 

Podralsky always wore a dark-blue suit that bad a 
brand-new look atraut it, he used the nsost expensive for- 
eign perfumes, wore the neatest of trimmed moustaches, 
was always Immaculately shaven and exj^ulsltely groomed 
He had a habit of giving a luscious roll to his u-ords, 
and conveyed an Impression of something wholly delicious 
and appetiilng We nicknamed him Piissycat 

As you will see further, this most charming of Pussy- 
cats had a wonderful flair for business. He rented a de- 
tached villa In Malaya NDdlskaya and, as I have already 
mentioned, rigged up a secret military research labora- 
tory there. His was a very unorthodox manner of selecting 
the staff of that laboratory Podralsky hod a marvellous 
nose for talented Inventors He would himt them out 
and take them on the staff of the laboratory, uiiere they 
developed their own inventions. Everyone who brought 
In an Interesting Idea was offered a contract making ten 
per cent of future dividends payable to him for the Idea, 
while the rest of the money w'ent to Podralsky But If 
you brought In not merely an Idea but the thing Itself, 



that Is. a constructed modd complete ^llh drawinffs lod 
calculotkins worked out to the l•'»l detail, then prospec- 
tive dhidends under the contract uere to be shared bc- 
pRTen the in\‘entor nnd PodraisIk\ on a fifl\ fifty basis 
A lo%er of accurofe definitions Serpei Ganshin hit on 
on excellent motto for Podrnlslo's trade mark- “Others’ 
Ideas Our Specially " Our patron, of course, uis happily 
itpioranl of these caustic ^cs, the laboratory emplojees 
atunys look care to treat mm ftith respect and there vti 
nolhlnc he liked so uell as to ha\-e people pay respect to 
him. 

One of the shovi pieces of our laboratory u as o bsche- 
tor of Cambridge, a man « Uh a huqc spade like beard. We 
called him Bearer B'hen cencfols and Industrial big pots 
visited the laborator\. Poaralsky sk-ould trot him out and 
Introduce him by his foil academic title, to v^hlch he fra\c 
* very lulcv soft of articulation Surprisintjh enouch that 
Imposlnc bachelor uent by the commonplace Russian 
r«me of 0\chlrmikov and came from a family of N'olffa 
tradesmen. The bomb release Idea eas his. b> the uay 
(payable at the lonest rate of ten per cent on future 
returns) 

T»o rooms of the bouse ucre occupied by a machine 
shop, «bere «turd3 of the trade, past raasleTs of mechan- 
ics, practised maptc Other rooms hou«ed the deslpn of- 
fice, a chemical talwratory ond the cencral office. The 
nhole of this staff uaj employed on mJhfary Inventions 
of the greatest secrecy 

One soch Invention vns an cxplosh’e named "llilt’* 
after Podrabky's ^Ife Yelliavcta. Its real inventor uas 
MamcFTTlov, a cranky old beffgar of o chemist 4 ho vas 
alirays terribly hard up 

Mamontov vis one of the select few who possessed 
It and not }ust the bare Idea—he had come hi and laid 
the stuff on the teble. In the laboratory it a os kept hidden 
from the staff as well as from outsiders It s.as not nntll 
after various e%‘enl3 — of uhkh I shall tell you In due 
course — that I saw that mysterious compound. It Vrns 
perfectly white, and tooted like powdered sugar or 
very fine tooth-powder Ita ejplostve force was really 



tremendous for those days, much greater than that of 
guncotton 

The stuff was originally called "moskovlt,” but some- 
how it got Itself changed to “Hilt ” I think the chemist 
agreed to It because of sudden difficulties that arose, 
or maybe simply because It was made worth his while. 

The trouble with the compound was that It proved to 
be rather unstable — It was likely to explode by Itself after 
some time. It was eipecled that this objectionable feature 
w’ould soon be eliminateil Meanwhile the rigging up of 
the heav’y one-engined airplane LAD-l, capable of Twenty- 
five hours' non-stop flying, was nearing completion In the 
service shed at Khodinka airfield And then 

Then, one fine day, a whole squadron of those planes 
would bomb up with "lizlts.” and swing out west There, 
at the front, *11ilt‘' would show Itself 

All that was wanting, It seemed, was a minor detail— 
a bomb-release with a sighting device. 

The Idea of the bomb-sight, as I alrea(h mentioned, was 
Ovchinnikov’s, the beardH bachelor’a. The principle was 
undoubtedly Interesting, but It was a devilishly hard job 
to get the thing to work. Both the author of the Idea — 
the Cambridge man— and two or three design engineers 
employed at the hush-hush laboratory bad fried without 
success. 

One day Podraisky, annoyed and Impatient, had said to 
Ganshin 

“Do you know any decent Inventor and designer?" 

“I do We have a prodigy at the aeronautic circle, a fel- 
low named Berezhkov ” 

‘TVho’s he?' 

"A student " 

‘‘A student? Has he Invented anjihlng?” 

Ganshin told him about me. After finishing the realnaya 
school in Nlthny Novgorod I had come to Moscow with 
an InventJon of my own — the petrol boat engine I have 
already mentioned 

By {he autumn of nineteen fifteen I could boast also of 
two prizes won at two competitions One was for a 
portable accumulator and Ihe other for a fire-bomb 



The story tost nothing in Ganshin's telUnq, you mav 
be sure. He loww that I never had a penny to bless m>3ell 
m-ith. 

“Let’s ha\e hhn here'” Podraisley demanded. 

So there )tuJ ho\e the ch«ln of drqnnstances that thrrr 
me In the u ay of F^odratsky 

n 

BcreiIiko\. uhile taOdng, had been dra^^lng something 
on a sheet of paper He picked it up, loolced at It admiring- 
ly, and banded It to roe uilh a snjfle. It shoi.’ed a ale^ 
smiling cat sitting at a table and bolding a spoon over ■ 
•teaming plate. A Uble-napkJn was lied round Its neck 
with the ends stlcldng out stllfly 
“Thai’s our Pussycat,” he said. *He always tied a nap- 
kin round his neck that way when dining and purred 
T.nth sheer ecstasy Bui you should see the pictures of 
him In paint and pencil that my sister has made. I 
have th^ somewhere. Masha was a genius at doing 
him " 

I had met my hero’s sister, Maria, Being an artist (at 
the time Berexhkov had spoken of she studied at the 
Stroganov School ol Technical Drarving In Moscow), be 
pictures of the founder ol the hush-hush labortfory were 
no doubt roore true to life, but her brother's expressive 
drawing was good etwogb for me. With his pcnnlssJon 
the drawing Ms attach^ to my notes. All oi a sudden 
Berezhkov asked me. 

"Did TOO ever read Tono-Buogay'?” 

“No ” 

“Thit’s a pity InteresUnc novel, that An American 
deddes to hrrnit aonicthlnp lermtloral, something that 
would go over with a terrific bang Wandering almleasly 
about the streets, be coroes up against some hslf-obllter- 
ated uTltlng on a fence somewhere on the outskirts of the 
town. Some of the lettera are Illegible, but the others make 
op a mysterkrai and fasdnattng word 'Tono-Bungay ‘ 
It aoundi Ifke music The American goes home and ordm 
ten Ihooaand labels with the m-ord Tooo-Btmgay,’ then 



pastes those labels on attractive bottles which he fills up 
with coloured water And Tono-Bimgay, the patent medi- 
cine, takes America by storm The word flashes on the 
skyscrapers at night, and Its fame Is sunj? In music hall 
and saloon Tono-Bun^jay was all the rage.” 

Podralsky’s laboratory had Its Tono-Bunpij’s too, Be- 
rcihkov went cm About the only thing they didn’t have 
a go at there was Aladdin's loinpl Podraisky raked In the 
money; as I said, big businessmen and military men 
visited the laboratory, and secret talks were held In the 
mysterious private omce, but the alTalr always turned out 
to be a fitile. 

Take me, for Instance. On the basis of Ganshin’s calcu- 
lations I knocked off a borab-rclease mechanism in a mat- 
ter of sLt weeks or so The thing was done to a T The 
pilot only had to sight the tube on the target, while all the 
calculations and drift corrections were done by the appa- 
ratus Itself A red light wuld then flash on automatically, 
at which the airman pressed a lever that jettisoned 
the bomb It would have been a perfect thing but for one 
small defect oar bombs, for some reason, missed the 
target 

Lots of other Inventions no less attractive were handled 
by Podralsk/a laboratory. When one fiitled out anotherid 
pop up In its place. 

During the early months of the war Podraisky Jumped 
at the Idea of the LAD-l plane. And no wonder Pussycat 
could flaunt the name of Zhukovsky, who had given the 
design his blessing It was a design of the most high-pow- 
ered airplane In the world One that could lift a load of 
two and a half tons and slay up for twenty-five hours, 
that Is to say, perform a non-stop bombing flight from 
Warsaw or Vilnius to Berlin and back again. 

Yes, that was a thing you could get a subsidy on all 
right And Podraisky, you may be sure, got It As for the 
airplane. It was built not at a factory properly equipped for 
the purpose, but In a crasy, draughty old shed 

It was only through the sheer energy of Ladoshnlkov 
that the assembling made any progress at all 



IS 


Podrilskj’s laboratory’ was always tottering on Qw 
brink, so to speak. E\«y tvo or three mocths fcaind It to 
the grip ot a desperate fmanclal crisis, uhen It seemed as 
if PodralsJQ’ uoutd go to the uall at last 
“Llzlt” for one, uas giving trooble. Pus5>’cat for ever 
optimistic, said it wanted just another little fro to do the 
trick, but the da>s passed and no trick came off 

On such occaswns Podralslcy UTjuJd get an attack of 
the blues, and atop paiing all his bills, he didn’t pay for 
the fircu-ood, didn^ pay the Janitor, didn’t pay the coach- 
man, and ended up b> going into hiding His wife, Yelita- 
veta, uhose name hwTond spouse had decided to perpet- 
uate, used to pbooe up se\eral limes a day, asking where 
bar husband was. But no one could tell her 
And Ihtfi, or>e fine day, be would turn up, his old cheery 
and pUTTing self The first thing be d do u-ould be 
to square aft accoonts. We knew <^81 that meant the 
curr^ failure had been forrotlen, semthisg new and 
sensalloaal had been found or Invented, money bad 
been adwKed, Tono-Bungey uas back again ^th a 
\‘cogeaiice. 

Tdc early winter of nineteen fifteen found Pussycat in 
the grip of another acute finanda! crisis. It happened Just 
when a red-letter day ^as draming near — a day knoum to 
all the members of the laboratory ttal. On the tv-'enty- 
eighth of Nm-eraber every )'ear F^ralskj’ celebrated his 
birthday By established tradition this day u'as consid- 
ered a nollday in the laboralors' The employees rvere et- 
peeled to pay Ibelr respects lo the patron, ubo. as n-e have 
already mentlooed, was crtremely lusceptlble to all sxich 
signs of regard. On this occasion, however, a fortnight 
briore the e%ent, Podralslcy had vanished Into fbln air 
Ke%*ertbele3s, on November Ihe tu-entj-dgfalb Qanshln 
and I aent lo pay hlra the usual visit of courtes>’ Ladosb- 
nlkov refused to go with us. “The fewer such l^pes were 
bom Into this world the happier ft would be," he grow led, 
and went o5. as usual, to the air-shed, where the assem- 
blbg of hU plane w’as nearing complelloo. 



Podralsky lived In Zomoskvorediye, where he rented an 
eight-roomed house. Knowing that Pussycat had not been 
receiving anyone for some days, we Intended to observe 
the proprieties by Just signing our names In the visitors’ 
book and withdraw with dignity But things turned out 
quite dllTercnlly 

“The master Is expecting j*ou,’’ the maid said when we 
had announced ourselves. 

She conducted us through the apartments 
“Here you are at last!" PodralsI^ exclaimed the mo- 
ment we came into his study 
By that time Podralsky hod taken the full measure of 
our gifts We w’ere the pillars of his laboratory Qanshln 
had been made chief of the calculating office, while I had 
been promoted to head designer 
Podralsky snatched a silver bell oIT the desk and rang IL 
“The third bell The train is raovnng out,” he announced 
with a solemn air of mystery 
The bell was answered by the mold who had let us In 
“I am not at home," Podralsky said In an Imperious 
tone. “No visitors.'’ 

He watched the maid go out, then turned to me. 

“Shut the door please, Alexei Nikolayevich.” 

I complied. 

Podralsky looked round, then suddenly made a leap 
for the door with surprising agility and kicked It open 
Having satisfied himself that there were do eavesdrop- 
pers, he turned the key In the lock and rejoined us 

Naturally, we for^t all about having come to congratu- 
late him on his blraiday, and waited curiously for what 
was coming Podralsky dropped his voice mysteriously 
end said 

“What would you soy about a wheel ten metres across?" 
We looked at each other Ten metres was the height of 
a three-storeyed house. 

“Pretty big wheel,’’ I said. 

Pussycat smiled 

“What’s It for?’’ Ganshin asked. 

“That wheel Is going to revolutlonlre history That 
wheel will open all doors to us. It will be"— P^alsky 


37 



looked round again — “It will be a sell-propelled cross- 
country fighting vehicle " 

PodralsTcy. ^ appeared, had succeeded In fishing out a 
nen stunning id^ Ima^ne tu'o gigantic Iron wheels — 
all or 8c\en times the bdgbl of a man — coming down on 
iou with crushing force. For comparison^ rmiglue a 
wheolbanxrti. It's usually pushed akmg a board. Try oush* 
tng It o\ef a cobble-stone road, Yoa'Vl find It very hard, 
because the small uheel won't skip cobbles. A cob, on the 
other hand moves easily over the road Its wheel Is sev’cn 
hundred millimetres In diameter and it rolls freely over 
the stones and small potholes. A ten-metre Vvbeel, now. 
would easily take trenches, barbed wire cntanglenients, 
fences and even form buildings tn Its stride. The annoured 
cabin was to be equipped with madijrie-guns and can- 
nons 

“Wdl. ahat do j-ou say to that?" Podralsky caclahued 
His voice shook. That grand master of black magic, 

I noticed, a as ati ailing the verdict of us callow yotrtlis 
with deep agitation. Before him stood two anlipodes a 
designer and an analyst, fantasy and calojlatlon, 
enthusiasm axrd scepUclsm. yours truly and Sergei 
Oanshln. 

"I think It’s I smashing Ideor 1 exdiimed 
Upon my word, that edrecl gripped my imagtnation at 
once. It doesn’t like long to touch me ol I was already 
picturing to mj-seJI aiiere I’d place the engine, bow Fd ar- 
range the tnrtsmlsskra gear, and lower the centre ol 
gravity by roesns of a nmslve rear roller I could oJrendy 
see Ibat amatlng vehicle In nw mind’s eye, could 
bear tbe dank of It, could feel {be earth shuddering 
under IL 

Podraiaky beamed viien be beard my exclamation. 

“Bear In mind,'' be continued, ‘ihal a wheel IDte that 
could ford rivers, loo, up to fire metres deep " 

"Why onh op to five metres?" I saJil 'Don’t forget 
you cocid Rive ft greater buoyant^ by making it hollow 
And paddles couM be arranged round the tread. That 
would give u* an amphibian.’’ 

"An amphibian?" 



Podralsky Jumped at ft so eagerly that I could easlh 
have claimed ten per cent for the Idea there and then 
"Of course — an amphfblanl” 

I could already see the tb/np alToat The heavy rear 
roller, suspended in the water betw’cen the watertlchi 
housings of the tv.’o huge wheels, vv'ould ensure stability to 
the whole structure. wave could upset It, Giving rein 
to my Imagination, I poured this all out to Podrafsky 
‘That’s right, yes " he repeated encouragingly “On 
such amphibians, ue could even force rivers like tfie Vis- 
tula, couldn’t we?" 

"The Vistula? Why not the Dardanelles?!" I shouted 
“Such amphibians could cross the Black Sea in a single 
night, land on the Turkish coast and seize the Darda- 
nelles overland " 

If you ask me. that absolutely clinched the argument In 
favour of the amphibian as far as PussjTat was concerned 
He suddenly sprang up, seized my arms, and hissed 
"Sh! Don’t shout about It, for Christ’s sakcl” 

Naturally, I promised to keep silent 
"Let’s call U the Dolphin," I suggested "Or the Walrus 
What do you say, Ganshin?" 

“I think Canard would be the best," ray friend answered 
scathingly “May I ask. now, where you are going to get 
an engine for such an amphftlan?" 

Humph, the er^jlne! That uas a poser You could Invent 
a wheel a hundred metres across If It came to that, but 
how were you going to make It move? For a tremendous 
machine like our amphibian one would need what for 
those days was a very powerful and at the same time 
light en^e. 

“I've got the engine!" Podrabky said 
"What engine?” 

Podralsky whipped a lelegram out of his pocket with 
the gesture of a conjurer 

"Kindly read that out, Alezel Nikolayevich." he said 
I read the telegram out. It said that four American two 
hundred and fifty horse-power Hermes engines had ar- 
rived In Vladivostok and had been shipped to Moscow by 
express tr ain. 
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“Aren't those the engines for the LAD-l?" I asked 
“That's right," PodraUky said “You can tell LadoshnJ- 
kov to take t^o of the engines straight from the railway 
station. As for the otben. We'll use a Hennes engine 
for the omphlblan, too.” 

He surve>-ed us tnumphantly 

"Totoottow' you will start designing.” he said, and 
added somewhat more vaguely, “well come to some ar- 
rangement about the dl\idends." 

14 

UTko we left Podralsky, my ears were tingling They 
always do u-ben I am hred up 
Dammit, here was a machine the IDce of which the 
world had ne%*er known. E\eT share 1 was a boy 1 had 
drcOTt of becoming a designer and Imentlng things no 
one had e%'er Ihoagnt of before, had dreamt of the great 
deeds I would ckD for my country’s glory And now, here 
It wasl 

My Imagination ran wild Whfle IhlnUng of the amphi- 
bian. of the self-propelled Imiathan with ten-metre wheels, 
the Uke of which bad never yet moved across the face of 
the earth, I was conscious of a multltnde of purely tech- 
nical difflcuftles. But the solutions of them flashed across 
ray mind there and then, all excitingly clever and devU- 
Isfily Interesting, as they always are in a moment of Inspi- 
ration. 

“Wonderlair I exclaimed, carried away by aome new 
brain-wave. 

Ganshin regarded me through his spectacles with his 
customary knlc of scepticism. 

“WTuil’s your opinion?” I asked him uneasily 
“About you?” 

“No, about this thing” 

“A ulght of fancy, nonsense.” 

“What do you mean, nonsense? Why?” 

All the way home Qanihin scoffed at the Idea of that 
wcoder-wbeeL The day3 of war chariots, he said, were 
Jong past In modern warfare this gigantic ampUblan was 



bound to look ridiculous The RlRimtic \\hcel5 would bo 
visible from o dlstonce both on the water and In the field, 
you couldn’t creep up to an enemy unseen on such a huge 
machine, it would make on easy tarRct for the artillery, 
which w ould smasli It In no time 
Houc\cr. I wasn’t dlscouropML I knew only too well 
that there wasn't an Idea Ganshin had ever accepted with- 
out arpuuicnL 

“Waft a rafnuter I shouted "You’re forpeltlnp about 
speed " 

“What speed do jou propose?” Ganshin said In the 
same mocklnR tone. 

This was the chief sUimbllnR block for the designer, but 
it was precisely here Uiot I hoped to score a triumph even 
In the eyes of Ganshin, whom 1 had good reason lor call- 
Inp the greatest sceptic in the whole of Russia In the few 
minutes since ue had left Podralsky’s house, I had con- 
ceived what I then Ihouf^t to be a brilliant and perfectly 
original solution of the problem, and 1 started expounding 
U to Ganshin with enthusiasm 
We stuped at the familiar timbered house. Snow lay all 
around Froren washing hung on a line in the yard. This, 
and perhaps also the clean soft snow*, gave off the peculiar 
smell of winter— that fresh, crisp, thrilling tang I loved 
so much. Well you can imagine how' I felt 
I snatched up a stick from the ground and started mak- 
ing drawings In tiie snow But Ganshin was not Im- 
pressed. He repeated hb question 
"But what speed do you propose?” 

"What speed? My solution makes It possible to choose 
any speed you like. Fifty, eighty, a hundred kilometres 
an hourl Imagine that l^athan coming down on you 
with a terrific clatter at a speed of a hundred kilometres 
an hour " 

“Maybe your heated imagination Is keeping yon worm," 
said Ganshin, "but I’m Ireeilng Come In and have some 
tea I’ll read jou something about the laws of structural 
strength from the course of physics while we’re at it" 

Up in hb room he went about making the tea in a lei 
surely manner while I followed him about the room, down 
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calculator, without whom I was doomed, as a dealp^er, to 
grope in the dark— Sergei Ganshin, I say, stood firm 

Nevertheless, I still kept at him There hod been many 
an occasion during our friendship when, after laugh- 
Ing on Invention ofmlne to scorn, Ganshin had eventual- 
ly succumbed to ray cnthuslosni. and had been won over 
to IL I told him that later on. In the process of designing, 
u-hen the brain would be sharpened up by Its tussle with 
thousands of difficulties, we uould discover, we were 
bound to discover, solutions of Uie sirengtli problem that 
now eluded us 

“Imagine," I cooTcd him. "Imagine a press report 
'Brilliant victory Our arroom^ amphibians’ aurprlM cap- 
ture of the Dardanelles.' " 

But Ganshin just waved his hand with annoyance. 
Feeling myself on the wrong Irack I changed my ground. 

“Listen, how does this sound 'Miracle of en^neerlng 
Creation of two Russian students ’ ” 

“No, we shan’t come Into the picture at all Itll be Pod* 
ralsky from first to last ’’ 

“Grantcdl But the machine will be our creationl D'you 
mean to say you and I wont go through with It?" 

I suggested that we get going the very next day Gan- 
shin was to first give a general calculation for the thick- 
ness of the paddles, the tread and the oxlea, and estimate 
the weight of the whole thing 

"Why not?” I said "Lel’a tackle tiie Job and get It 
done.” 

“No," said Ganshin “It’s fantastic. Crazy A crack- 
brained scheme." 

"Ali right!” I shouted. "Let's wait till LadosHhlkov 
comes. We'll hear what he has to say about It" 

“All right," Ganshin said, and smiled mockingly 

10 

Ladoshnlkov came In the evening Apparently, he bad 
spent the whole day supervising the assembly of the air- 
plane. His face nipped red by the frost he brought in 
with bim a medley of n’ork — that of glue, machine 



cril, kerosene, and acetone. A whiff of that bouquet was 
eroc0i to conjure up a picture of the plane In the service 
shed where thmes bad tfready reached the palnttafifstace 
and dope proofing 

Ladoshnfkov scouted, nodded, and threu out In a 
grow ly tone 

"Ah, Berahkosl Glad to see >vni-" 

He w’as habltuallj anjihlng but talkattre. Perhaps that 
was why his every word of greeting or kindly glance 
gladdent^ me so 

"The Hermes engines ba\e airfred, iMfkhall Allkhailo- 
vich," I said eagerly 

The news galvanlred him. He had been waiting for It 
such a lorvg time. His face paled uiih exdlement. That 
most thrilling and tefrif)ing moment a designer can 
erpcrlence was now close upon htm — that nroment of 
igonUing suspense when hla plane would undergo Its 
first teat 

We all remembered, of course, the ID-omened prophecy 
uttered In the school's assembl> hall tuo and a ball years 
ago "It will rtever fly " Those words must have haunted 
Ladoshnfkov* and caused him no little suflerlng, but he 
was not the man to confide personal experiences of that 
kind to anj-ooe. 

He was silent for a whfle. He uenl over to his bed 
and took his towel At Isst he broke Ibe silence. 

"Arrived, \*du say? In Aloscow^" 

"No, VlidK'ostok," 1 answered. "But they’ve ahtady 
been shipped to Moiarw by express PodracSky toid me to 
tell vtni yoa could lake two engines straight from the sta- 
tion.'^ 

Ladoshnlkov started wiping bis hands on the towel far- 
petting that be had rrof washed than j-eL One would tblnk 
he had to go off to the station Immediately 

"Take them right away?" be queried. “How kind of 
hlmf I wonder whit’a come over him? He must have 
dropped Into a good thing" 

"lou bet be njur* I said. “In my opinion ll’a — " 
"Perhaps youil w alt." Ganshbi interrupted, "and give a 
man a chance to a ash himself liter work." 
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Ladctthnlkov looked at the soiled lou'cl, laughed and 
went out Into Ihe kitchen. He came back In a clean em- 
broidered Russian blouse, his wet hair brushed back from 
his forehead I could tell at once that he was in a very 
good humour. His moods were elnays reflected In his eyts. 
Usually hidden, they were now wide open 1 liked their 
colour— at one moment dark-grey, at others, when excited 
or Iiappy, an Intense blue. Just then they u'ere blue. 

“Weil, Berezhkov," he began, “what new mine has Pus- 
sycat sprung on j'ou today?" 

"MDdiail Allkhoilovlch," I said. “Sergei and I have 
nearly come to blows here. We've been arguing ail day 
about some ultra-fantastic thing — " 

"Ultra bosh," Qanshtn Inserted calmly 
“We'll put It to him nowl" I said. Going up to Ladosh- 
nikov and imitating Podralsky's tnyslejious manner, I 
u’ent on, “Mikhail Mikhailovich, what ^ould j'ou say 
about a wheel — " 

LadoshnOcov did not let me hnJsh the sentence. 

“A wheel? Ten metres across?” 

“So you know about lU Did he tell you?” 

“I sold him that wheel myself " 

“You?" Ganshin cried. “TTien why didn’t you tell me 
about U before?” 

'Tve been feeding him so many ol these Ideas that 
So he’s lumped at that wheel Idea? Good That’ll shake 
him off at last” 

“What'a more, youTI be gelling ten per cent on future 
dividends for the idea,” I said 
“Thanks For that ten per cent hell worry the life out 
of me, and hold my nose to the grindstone. 1 have no 
desire to mess about with that thing I’m busy enough 
as It Is To hell with ills dhidendsl A designer should M 
freel" 

Of course be should At any other time I would have 
heartily endorsed that tremendous sentiment but Just 
then I could think of nothing but that wheel 

“Do you think it will work, MOchall MIkhallcrvich?" 
"Why shouftln’l it? tt'H work sp\endld\y. The ihhig to 
bear In i^nd Is. 



Dispensing uith peacfl and paper, Ladoshnlkov, by the 
aid CH fats ten togers alone. Illustrated with aurpnsinc 
clarity the scheme of his construction 
“AUkhall AVl^alliyvIdi. a.’bat If my voice was 
fnisW with eidtemefit— “what about turalng ft Into an 
amphibian? You see, we could raalre the wheels hollow 
And the rear roller would be freely suspended In the 
water What do vou think — Is that pos^le?” 

“Certainly, AlexeL Splendid! And If the thing's too 
heavy yon can give it extra floats " 

“Flnel" I exclaimed. "We might even use them as diving 
tanks " 

“Ohol You w ant the amphibian to sail under water too, 
I sect” 

"Why notl Well take on waler ballast and submerge.’' 
"Not everything at once, Alexd Dwi't be carried 
away" 

And so Ladoshnlkov approved the Idea of the ampbi’ 
blan, although he pat a certain carb on my Imaglnatkin. 1 
exulted, and the worsted Ganshin proml^ to make the 
cfllenlatlona. 

Coming home that evening. I opened my diary, to whkh 
I confided cherished max i m s and Ihoughta, and made the 
foUcni’ing entry- “A designer must be free." (LadosbnI- 
ko\) Under that canw the date — November the twenty- 
eighth nineteen hundred and fifteen. 

ie 

Another fortnight passed. The Hermes engines had ar- 
rived In Moscow la the lu^ap van of the Trans-Siberian 
Express, and two of tbeninad been delivered to Ladosh- 
nn^’s air-shed at the Kbodinka, And then, at lasL came 
the memorable day of the plane’a first trial run. 

Try to Imagine the picture. A huge flaming sun rising 
os-er the open airfield wdilch Is wrapped In a frost-mlsL 
The LAD-1, set on rtmnera, has already been brought out 
Its nmmially kmg, tapering, dark-green wings are moored 
to the ground twks. The engine, running Idle at differ- 
ent speeds. Is already roaring 



Once, ov'cr ttto jeara ofjo, I uas atnwk bv the model 
of this airplane uhlch stood In a comer of the assembly 
hall u-hcrc Ladoshnlkov had defended his project, and 
new opain, looking at Uic nclijol full-slic machine, I 
thought It a slrlklng spectacle. 

Even here, In the vast anotty field, where any sort of 
structure would have looked duarfed and Insignificant, 
Ladoshnlkov's airplane uoaxcry Impressive, Its strongly 
butll undercarriage v- as taller Ilian a man You could pass 
freely under the hull, or the fuselage as we call It In 
those dai-s It ^•as hard to believe Hint that gigantic, 
powerful machine could be lifted by a single engine. But 
the plane’s forms were so smooth and rounded, or, to use 
a modem term, streamlined, that It sometimes looked like 
a creation of nature Itself 

Ladoshnlkov was the first man In tlic history of aviation 
to give attention to ovcr*all streamlining, uiilch other de- 
signers did not start doing until allcasl ten vears later 
To make a long story short, the LAD-i rcscmoled a mod- 
em high-speed monoplane. Today >-ou would find It noth- 
ing out of the ordinary But that was just Its most strik- 
ing feature. 

Naturally, Podraiskv' uas at the airfield, too He came 
with an Aroerlcan engineer, a Mr Vole, who had delivered 
the Hermes engines In Moscow The latter uos a tall, 
extremely genial and effusive man with a tendency to- 
wards corpulence. Podralsky Introduced him Mr Vale 
raised his soft hat with o beaming smile, revealing a r>one 
too tidy head of fiery red hair Although It was winter, 
the fre^es still sliowed on bis round face, friving him an 
Ingenuous sir He strung phrases together In broken Rus- 
sian without the slightest embarrassment. He was already 
on Intimate terms with Podralsky, v.ilh whom be strolled 
about arm in arm. 

They made towards LadosJmJkov, who, in a short Jacket 
and top-boots, was standing next to the plane with his 
fur-cap Jammi^ down on his forehead and his hands 
behlna his back. At their approach hJs scowl deepened. 
Podralsly halted, stopped the American, look another 
hok, thought betier a! It, and tuTTKd back. Obviously, 



out almost hb ^holt llbrarj. out the of ia'fci 
on the carpet and bulldlnR all kinds of barriers with them, 
then bec«n water teats m an Indoor maible pool, laughlnc 
and enJojinR hhnseU unroenscly 
After that visit a {jraot, or, as Podralsky tenned it, a 
royal boanty of a million rubles was made towards the 
construction of the amphibian A mllllonl You should have 
heard the uav Pussycat rolled that word over on hb 
tooguel 

TVe had It all uorked out, complete with drawings and 
calcolatrans, and could now go ahead building But 
udiere? Aborc all, there had to be a shroud of mystery 
about the thing Without the mystery there was no 
glamour, the thing lost half its spectaculw effect 
And the spectacular, as you know, was Podralsky * 
motto 

Well then, all of a sudden Podralsky disappears again. 
There Is plenty of money, the bills are paid re^l*rly, con- 
\Tac\DTs and tradesmen we arolabWly lUen— 
ralsky has vanished Into thin air One day paw*®, then 
another, a third, then a fourth, but there Is no sign of 
him At last on the expiration of six days, be turns up 
again, as bland and pink as ever with the same velvety 
black moustache. 

“Whflt’t the matter?” 1 asked him. 

“Sh, Not a sound Come Into my oIBce" 

In his private office a strange spectacle met iot 
O ne comer was cluttered up with rolls of paper Some of 
them lay spread open on the desk and on the aflfea. Tbe» 
proved to De sheets of hall Indt-lo-one-verst maps Issoed 
by the General Staff 

Podralsky locked the door and announced 
”rve found Itl” 

■'Found what?" 

"A place for the Grampus.” 

"The Grampus?" 

That waa the cryptic name which on Podralsky’s orders 
we njv used for our amphibian. TTw grampus, as you 
probably know, Is a roembo- of the while family 
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“Ycsl" Podralaky said "We are going to build It In a 
wild wood ” 

It appears that Podrolslo'. who had been so busy lately 
that he could not spare a moment to visit Ladoshnlkov In 
his air-shed, hod spent over a week driving along the 
banks of rivers outside Moscow, looking for a place that 
was absolutely safe from prying eyes The next day he 
took me and Ganshin down to the spot he had selected 
At first we travelled by motor-car, then, at some Wflage 
or other, we got Into a wide country sledge With rw little 
difficulty w'e reached a clearing lo a dense wild forest on 
the banJes of the Oka 

‘This ts where we're going to build ItP Podralsky de- 
clared 

Before long a fleld-englneer company was w'orkJng 
there. Hundreds of frees were cut down to widen the clear- 
ing They built incredibly damp dugouts and buts out of 
drenching wet pine logs for the engineer troops who hod 
been assigned to the job of building the amphibian. 

The area was fenc^ off with barbed wire, and guards 
were posted at intervals of from one hundred to two 
hondn^ paces 

"Some day therell be a town here. The town of F>od- 
ralsky,” Pussycat once declared, smacking his lips with 
relish 

However, we called ihe place Wood Glen, We had the 
exclusive use of a railway engine and tw'o coaches In 
whkh we made trips betw'een Wood Glen and Moscow. A 
platform was run up at the railway track at a point near- 
est to Wood Glen, w’here freight-cars with materials were 
unloaded Soldiers were on duty at the nelrtbourlng sfa- 
tions. They got into every train and stood the passengers 
up with their backs to the windows so that no one should 
see the packing cases on the platform. 

In a word, everything possible was done to make every 
Tom, Dick and Harry aw’are of the Mlstence of the myste- 
rious Grampus. This had Its compensations, though a 
halo of secrecy shone far and wide around Wood Glen 
Tono-Bungay was back in all its splendour 


out almost hb lfbrar>. lajln^ out the codes of liwA 
on th« carpet and building all kinda of barriers with them, 
then began water tests In an Indoor marble pool, laughing 
and enjojing himself immensely 
After that \lsit a grant, or, as Podraiskw tenned It, ■ 
roya] bounty of a million rubles was made towards the 
construction of the amphibian. A million! You should have 
heard the way Pussj'cal rolled that uord ovtr on his 
toognel 

We had it all worked out. complete with drawings and 
calculations, and could rww go ahead building But 
where? Above all. there had to be a shroud of mystery 
about the thing Without the mystery there was no 
glamour, the thing lost half tU spectacular effect 
And the spcctaailar. as >^1 know, was Podraiskys 
motto. 

Well them all of a sudden Podraisky disappears again- 
There is pl«nt> of inoT>«>. the bills are paid regularly, con- 
tractors and tradesmen are amlabilltj itseU— y« Pod- 
raisky has vardshed Into thin air One day passes, then 
another, a third, then a fourth, but there Is no sign of 
him. At list on the expiration of six daj-a, he turns up 
again, as bland end pink as r\vi with the same velvety 
black moustache. 

‘Tt'hat's the matter?" I asked bfan. 

"Sh, hfot a sound. Coroe Into my ofBce." 

In his private office a strange spectacle met nw gaie. 
One comer was cluttered up rolls of paper ^me of 
them lay spread open on the desk and on the safes- These 
proved to be sheets of ba1f-lnch'to-one-^ erst maps Issued 
by the General Stiff 

Podraisky locked the door and annouiwed 

“I’ve found HJ" 

“Found what?" 

“A place for the Grampos-** 

“The Grampos?" 

That was the cryptre name which on Podroisky's orders 
we now used for our amphibian. The grampus, as jw 
probably Jaw , Is a member of the whale famlfy 
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"YesI" Podrafskv s*id. "We are going to build It In a 
wild uood ” 

It appears that PodralaJo', who had been so busy lately 
that he could not spare a moment to visit Ladoshnlkov in 
his air-shed, had spent over a week driving along the 
banks of rtvers outside Moscow, looking for a place that 
was absolutely safe from prying ey’es. The next day he 
took me and Ganshin doum to the spot he bad selected 
At first we travelled by motor-car, then, at some village 
or other, we got into a wide country sledge. Wth no little 
difficulty We reached a clearing In a dense \vlld forest on 
the bania of the Oka 

"This Is where we’re going to build Itl" Podraisky de- 
clared 

Before long a field-engineer company was working 
there. Hundreds of trees were cut dowm to Tvdden the clear- 
ing They ^llt Incredibly damp dugouta and huts out of 
drenching wet pine logs for the en^eer troops uho had 
been assigned to the Job of building the amphibian 

The area was fenad off with barbed wire, and guards 
were posted at Inten-'ab of from one hundred to t^vti 
hundr^ paces 

“Some day there’ll be a loun here. The town of Pod- 
raisky,’’ Pu^cat once declared, smacking his lips with 
relish 

However, we called .the place Wood Glefl. We had the 
exclusive use of a railway en^ne and two coaches in 
which we made trips between Wood Glen and Moscow A 
platform was run up at the railway track at a point near- 
est to Wood Glen, where /relgbf-cars with maferials were 
unloaded Soldiers were on duty at the neighbouring sta- 
tions They got into es’ery train and stood the passengers 
up with their backs to the windows so that no one should 
eee the packing cases on the platform 

In a word, ever^lhlug possible was done to make eveo' 
Tom, Dick and Harry aware of the existence of the myste- 
rious Grampus This had Its compensations, though a 
halo of secrec}' siione far and *Jde around Wood Ofen 
Tono-Bungay was back In all Its splendour. 
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Meam^h^lc Ijidoslinikov 

But 1 think I hnd beUer describe Drat uhat happened 
one CNtnlnp In Febmarj’ In the jTflr nineteen bundr^ and 
jlxtecn. 

I waa sltlhiu at home The door llcv.' open. 

“Mi-nJia, \ou'" 

Mi lister, tn anUeboots acid coat, bunt Into the room 
stral({ht from the street She ues the last person I expect- 
ed to see that esenirtg Since she had married the aitlst, 
Stanislav Galitsky, a classmate of hers at the Strocarw 
School, 1 didn’t see much of her at my digmugi. 
Courtesy novi recpiired that f should vdilt the fanini 
hearth « the newli-ueds myself and suallom "nourishing 
home-mode dinnera" there 

Masha plamped down on m\ bed. casplng for breath. 
One urmld ha\‘e expected creaier dlRnlty of conduct Irom 
a married T.-otnan. 

"What's the raalter?" 

“P>‘e lust met Ladoshnikov He’s dead drunJe" 

“Lsdi^nlkov? You must be mislakenr 

“He’s been ficbtlnc In the street” 

"FlphtlnR? That can’t be him then *• 

“Wnal do yrsu mean It can’t be htm? He spoke to me. 
Aletel, j-ou must go at once and find him." 

When she had iwIdclenUy recovered her breath Masha 
pave roe a more or less coherenl account of vrhal had 
happerred. Going derail Nenllnnaya. abe had seen a crowd 
of people on the pavemenL Sbe waa about to cross the 
road when she saddenty saw the bead of Ladoshnikov In 
a fur-cap puffed fow derwn over his forehead lowering 
above the crowd. He was abooUng and seemed to be the 
central figure in tome street scene. My sister, of course, 
ran up to nlm at once. He was gripping a genUeman with 
a blade little roousticbe, dressed In an expensive fur- 
coat by the scruB of his neck. 

‘D’you know, Akid, I could have awom that that man 
was Podralsky," my ^tcr sali “He was lust as sleek 
and plump But ft wasn’t hhn. Ladoshnikov was 

n 



shouting, 'I’ll beat you to a Jellyl Making a fortune out 
of the war, you scoundrell’ I don’t know what It was all 
about, but the crowd’s sympathy was obviously on La- 
doshntkov’s side. Then wo heard the police whistles 
I took Ladoshnlkov by the arm and led him away 
quickly.” 

“Where Is be, then?” 

“If I only knew He went quietly enourt K^t on talk- 
ing about what a wonderful sister j^u nad, Alejtel ” 

"Ladoshnlkov as chatty as all that?” 

"Yes, he ^as ever so talkative. Then suddenly It struck 
me that he was dead drunk. I wanted to bring him here 
but he wrenched himself free and went away” 

"How could wu have let hhn to?” 

"Don't be silly What could I do with a man of his 
size?” 

I started dressing quickly Clearly, someone had to 
go In search of Ladoshnlkov He must be feeling pretty 
bad if he had taken to drinking 

"Don’t you think perhaps that rumour we beard was 
true, Alexei?” Masha salo. 

I nodded My sister and I understood each other very 
well, and I had no secrets from her Could it be that 
Ladoshnlkov had yielded to despair and given up? And 
w’here could he have gone to? Where was I to look for 
him? 

I went off at once to see Sergei 


10 

Luckily Sergei was at home. The news about Ladosh- 
nikov being drunk did not seem to Impress him much 

“For one thing, you and I ore not his kcii^s,’* Ganshin 
sold "Secondly, noUiing will happen lo him. He’s had 
drinking boiJls before this, and was never any the vorso 
for them.” 

“Drinking bouts? When?" 

“Why, don’t you know? He’s had them almost since 
tie was sUrteeru U'a quite a story, old chap ” 
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In reply to my eager questions. Ganshin told me the 
follcrainp LadoshnUon uas n puny, sickly jTxmgster 
Hi 5 foolish mother often bewailed him and drove It Into 
his head that he ^ as a ‘poor" little “weakling” His 
stepfather— a tailor in one of Atoscou’s poor districts— 
disliked the child And so Mikhail Ladoshnfkov greu up 
a shv sullen bo), »bo although undeniably glflcd, ahraj3 
suffered from a morbid sense of inlerfonty One day — 
the day he graduated from the reclnaya school, 1 be- 
lieve— ne »as piled »lth vodka till be got drunk. All 
of a sudden be started shouting at his stepfather and 
shook his fist at him He could hardly beJiwe his own 
e\e3 uhen be saw his atepfolher recoil from him Mlh 
a face uhite and scared 

Then came the painful awakening LadoshnDcov 
shrank into himself still more and grew gloomier than 
ever And from then onnards be started resorting once 
In a uhile to the cup that dieera. He drank hard If Dot 
often 

It wasn't until years later that his «t>ri uith Zhukov- 
sky and his 4-ork on the construdion of the LAD-1 
seemed to have almost cured him. And now caroe this 
reliose 

“We'\e ^ to find him.” 1 said. “It yiould be mean 
to leave him In the lurch at such a mcanenL” 

And 1 proceeded to act before him the Ideas and 
hunches I had fonned as to Ladoshnlkov’s Inwble. Gan- 
shin listened, puffing at bb pipe. Then he said 

“I recalculaled that thing of hb the other day It’s 
all right The plane should fly I can see only one reason 
for failure." 

•TVhat Is it? Out with 111” 

“The engine.” 

“What aoout It?" 

“I’m afraid H doesn’t come up to tb advertized per- 
formance. The firm's catalogue claims too much for ft" 

“Oh, tbsl’s a bit thkk, Ganshin This b America, don’t 
forgell” 

What U It b? Haven’t they got Pussycab of their 
oum there?” 



That set me thinking It sounds Incredible these days, 
but at that time, b the j'ear nineteen hundred and sUteen, 
the Hermes engines were actually taken delivery of just 
on faith, without being tested for power output Cbce 
the firm's catalogue listed It at **2S0 h-p^” this was held 
to be gospel truth Naturally, w'e gave the engmes a 
run, and 1 took one of them to pieces and reassembled It 
with my own hands for the mere sake of satisfying my 
cunosity as a designer I was too busy then to make a 
more tfiorough study of the engine on the test stand, 
which was available at Zhukovsky’s laboratory I put It 
off for some other time. As you Imow. I was completely 
absorbed In the w’hcel those fiays 

"Hell!" I exclaimed "D’you really think so?” 

"I'm certain of It," Ganshin said "f’m sure the Hermes 
doesn’t come up to scratch That’s where the trouble lies 
We’ll have to give ft a check-out tomorrow," 

“Come along then! Let’s go and find Ladoihnlkov at 
onceJ" 

Ganshin dressed, grumbling, and we went out 
20 

I won’t mention all the places we went to In our search 
for Ladoshnfkm' We eventually tracked him douTi to 
the lodgings of Panteleimon Gusin, the aero-sleigh in- 
\*entor. who w'as a friend of his. Ladoshnfkov had blun- 
dered In there after his meeting with Masha, and not 
finding Gusin at home, had dl^ back again Into the 
nocturnal sea of Moscow' 

Fagged otrt, we ran him down at last at about two or 
three in the morning fn a cabmen’s night teashop some- 
where on the edge of Iho town near Brest Railw’ay Sta- 
tion. 

I particularly remember the dense mist the whole 
place was filled W’lth. Clouds of frost smoke rushed In 
every time the door was opened The blurred electric 
lights looked like big pale smudges. 

Frecilng cold and tired, Ganshin and I flopped into 
a couple of chairs at Lado3hnnaA’’s table He wTi.*n’t 



the least surprised to see us, and made no comment 
w^tever You'd think It was quite a normal thing for 
US to come tumbling In there at that unearthly hour 

His face, which uoa unusually pale, bore rw trace 
of gloom or suHermess He looked gay, If anything He 
was In the comptmj of t^o cabbies in long blue coals. 
Our arrival Interrupted what mas evidently n lively 
conversation. 

There uas a sa\Trur> smell of fried sansage In the tea- 
shop f sniffed the air hungrily It smelt ol vodka toa 
Vooka was not allowed to be sold during the war Here, 
as In other similar catering establlfJimenta, It was 
lllldUy served up in big, while china teapots that were 
supposed to contain boilhig water The smaller teapots 
that were always served together with the big ones con- 
tained the brewed tea 

Lados^lkov look-ed Into the big teapot and shoaled 
Into the mist for uwre glasses. 

Ganshin fell to wiping hb spectacles, eager to start 
the conversalkm. He had already forgotten the way be 
had grumbled and groaned wlten I dragged him out Into 
the cold to start our seardL He got ouile exdted, on the 
way, at the prospect of springing this glad surprise on 
Ladoshnikox' He was smiling In anticipation, and his 
eyes nirnrred sbort-sigbledt) Ladoshnllttr,’ moved the 
teapot Up to him. Gai^in said 

Look herd 1 believe I’ve bit on Ibe reoson why your 
plane. 

Ladoshnlkov looked up quickly and scowled. Hb hand 
flew up tn a forbidding g^ure. I noticed again whit 
a rou^ big-boned hand It was Its fingers, olaclcened 
with oil ana metallic dusL were those of a constructor, 
a workman, 

“Drop that!” be shouted. 

“Walt a mlmrtel Did It ever occ or to yvxt that no one 
has checked the engine for performance?” 

But his words obviously fell flat LadosbnDcrv smacked 
the wet oilcloth, lntlmaUng, as It were, that the subject 
of hb airplane was taboo But Qa nuhln wouldn’t take 
the hint, tiul I had to check hb ardour 



Ladoshnlkov filled the glosses. Wc tossed them off. 
After that we had 8 few more, and followed them down 
with hot sousoge straight from the frying-pan 

I began to feel hot and sleepy The mist Iloatlng about 
the tcashop, and tlie blurry lii^ts swimming In one’s 
ev-es now seemed very pleasant Ganshin, poor devil, was 
all In, too, but he was off again on the same subject 
Through a nodding drow'siness I could hear “Herraes 
engine,” "catalogue," *-‘ad\'ertlted pow'er rating" Then 
his >'olce trailed off to a mumble. 

That meeting in the teashop ended In a most unexpect- 
ed w'ay Ladosholtov always laughed when be recalled 
IL He assured us that he got sob^ the roomert we got 
soriled. When he did be^n to understand at last what 
Ganshin was trying to tell him, we were too far gone for 
Intelligible conversation The two friends who had come 
dashing in to save a comrade In distress, w^re them- 
selves reduced to a state of maudlin helplessness. 

Ladoshnlkov had to take us home to bis lodgings In 
a cab 


21 

Ganshin had been right The Hermes firm’s ads had 
claimed more for their aircraft engine than It was capa- 
ble of doing Its performance fell Mort of specification by 
ten to twelve per cent 

We found Inat out at the aerodynamic laboratory of 
the Moscow Sdiool of Engineering The whole labora- 
tory, as I believe I already mentioned, was housed In a 
single large room provide by the school counclL The 
members of the aeronautic cJrde bad made all the equip- 
ment themselves In one comer there towered what we 
called the rotary machine, somewhat resembling a gym- 
nastic giant stride, which was used for air-screw In- 
vestlgatlona. This machine was Invented and constructed 
by one of Zhukovsky’s pupils, a gifted aircraft designer 
named Savin, who, unfortunately, died young The room 
also contained two wind tunnels— one round, a metre 
In diameter, the other square, or, as we called It, flat— 
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both kntxked together out of ordtoirj’ boards Ladoshnl 
koT had designs those tunnels (under the dlredkn c* 
Zhukcnsky oT course), and then, armed ^Ith the tooH 
of a fitter and a carpenter, had rigged them up *ilh U* 
aid of tuo or three comrades. 

I belle\e I mentioned already that one of Ladosbni- 
kov’s characteristic trails nas a passion for eiperiniad- 
ing Year in \ear out. for Instance, ulth amazing 
ence he studied the flight of flies and dragon-flies ^ith 
aid of a miniature apparatus of his oum construcUoa 
He came to for a f^xid deal of banter on account c* 
these cipenments and one of his friends called him H)- 
King but If >ou kJic» Ladoshnikov, jTOi'd kncrs tbit 
he wa.sn’t one to be trifled *lth, „ 

He treated eventhing that he did very’ seriousl y He 
bkra the model of hts LAD-1 Uinxigh the ftind tunneb 
times milhout number , . 

Wth hts face pressed against the glass of the ^'*1® 
windcn- in the »all of the tunnel he u'ould study the 
behaviour of the model in (he rushing alr-flo* for 
on end But these otTsenaltons did not aetisfy btm. He 
hit on an idea uhlch Is being used in all the aerodyn^ffl 
Ic laboratories of the aofid to this day He pasted yrry 
fine unlmislcd silk threads o^*e^ the wings, tne fnselace 
and the tail of the w Ind tunnel model This giw vfsfHUh, 
as ft were, to the alr-Sou. (o ell (be eddying niollons and 
breakauays, and prtn-lded a picture of the slretmJiw 
flow 

Thus tbe streamlining of (he airplane, by which Ls- 
doshnlkov. one might aay, anUdpated the future of a^’^a• 
uoo. waa not only an emailng dlsan-ery’ on the part of 
the d«lgT>CT, bal also. No let's put It this var 
amazing dl^-ery vtl » (he result of kmc. hard and 
persistent eBorU ^ 
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of ours— U ^'as nevertheless sufllclently accurate. By 
that time quite a scliool in the art of testing and roeas- 
urinp had prown up in that laboraloiy’ Three studenta— 
now Icadlnp aircraft engineers — devoted themselves to 
^"hat ue hod thought to be of little interest or Impor- 
tance — namely, to the laboratory equipment, the testing 
and measuring oppliances 

It was these appliances that showed us that the Hermes 
did not coroe up to scratch 

Oanshln could not forgive himself for having accepted 
the firm's catatogue onqiiesHonlngtv He, uho nad ne\'er 
taken anything on faith, to be misled like thatl Ladosh- 
nlkov said nothing \\^nt could he say? Hard uords 
would not ir^rove the engine’s performance. I wonder, 
though? Whenever I was In a 1 alw’ays hoped to 
the last that something unexpected would happen to save 
the situation. 

"I wonder If we haven’t overlooked soraeUiing,” I 
said “Some special fuel mixture. 8a> Or some meth- 
od of hopping it up Let’s send for the firm’s man. The 
American knows his engine better than ue do You 
can never telll After all. It’s a well-known American 
house ’’ 

‘Tes, we know It well enough now,” Ganshin threw 
In sarcastically 

“But we can always hold them down to the terms of 
the contract, can't we? Let’s take It up with Podralsky 
We’d better hurry up and tell hJra all about it, by the 
way " 

I was on the point of rushing off to my place of employ- 
ment— the hush-hush villa In Malaya Nildtskaya— but 
Ladoshnlkov’s loud laugh checked me. It was Just like 
him. He seldom took part In our conversations, but was 
apt to burst out laughing without warning and to throw 
in some stinging remark. 

“Go on, Bereihtov, run along and seek sympathy," 
he said ‘T>on't forget Pussycat has never cheated anyone 
In all his bom days I bet you he can’t even Imagine such 
a thing Will his tender feelings bear the shock?” 



Podraisk^’ bore the ahock raanlully At first he was 
naturally alarmed. 

"What about the Gratnpua?*' he said. “Will It drtr* 
the Graropua?" 

All that worried Podrabky was the fantastic amphlb- 
Un, He had staked his all on this cord 

■'It will.’' he reassured hlmacU “If the worst canes 
to the worst, 1 ha\e my eyt on something that But 
hush, not a word >eL " 

And not a word more did be tell roe about that nJ>’5terl- 
ous "something ” His lllUe ejes narrowed and a kek of 
unconcealed pleasure crept Into his round pink face. 1 
watched the roctamorpbosls with anuiemcnL 
“As a matter of fad U’s o lolly pood thlnpl" be «tf\ 
tinned 
*^at isr 

Podralslfy leaned over to me as though conSdhJg a 
tremendotis secret, ond whispered 
“That I haven't ><t paid the Herroes flm for the eo- 
ginei." 

He Bteppod back and sun-ejed me with the air of a 
min who was now fully persuaded that he was a genius. 
I hazarded ne^ertheki5 
“And what about the LAD-l?” 

Pussycat might not have heard me for all the notice 
be took of what I said. 

“Will you please give the Herrues another test tonjor- 
row', Berezhkov HI bring Mr Vale ajoog with me." 

“Yes, do He may be able to give us more IrifonnaUon- 
Some secret or whim of the motor we haven’t been able 
io^t our finger on.“ 

‘T^issfbly, possibly,” PodraUJey purred. 


The American turned up looking a* cheerful as can be. 
He did not seem to be In the least put out Iw the com- 
plitnt against hU firm’s goods. With flaming hair, and 



brood freckled nose, a round tittle paunch showing from 
under bis open Jacket, he came Into the laboratory, passed 
his eye round with frank curiosity and greeted us with 
a genial shout 

Ladoshnikov, scowling, barely nodded his heod Gan- 
shin and I acknowledge bis greeting ralber coldly too 
Unperturbed by this reception, Mr Vale coolly pro- 
ceeded to Inspect the laboratory, went up to the rotary 
machbie, expressed his approval, gave the planking of the 
round wind tunnel a palronli/ng pat, went over to the 
engine test stand, around which oil four Hermes aircraft 
engines hod been collected, looked at the Instrument 
panel and said again approvingly, "Oh, a Russian ap- 
paratus! Good. Very go^I” 

Podralsky^ who was watching him, amiably volun- 
teered various explanations, although he had no authority 
whatever to do so We stood by In silence. Any outsider 
would have taken them for a couple of jolly goM fellows 
1 daresay I would have taken their winning smiles at 
their face value, too, bad I not known what lay beneath 
the surface. 

We fastened the engine down on the stand and began 
the test All the Indices, as on previous occasions, proved 
to be less than what the firm’s catalo^e had promised 
This catalogue, printed on stiff glossy paper, sud- 
denly materialize In Podralsky’s hands He always 
seemed to be producing ttogs like this out of bis sleeve 
or from the air, like a conjurer He put on one of bis 
most fetching smiles 

*TVell, yes," bo mummred, showing the catalogue. 
"Not quite the thing, you know" 

The red-haired American laughed Evidently he was 
ready to parry the attack. Ho tapped th^anel containing 
the meastndng Instruments and said, “Russian appara- 
tusl" Then he shook hla head vigorously. Intimating that 
he, a representative of American engineering, could not 
rely on our device. I had not reallMd till that moment 
why the man’s whole attitude had roused In me that 
vague sense of resentment His very affability and ease 
bad a patently sllj^tlng quality In it 
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•1Dh, thU apparatus Is not to be relied on," the Ameri- 
can continued 

Podralsky’s smile lK.ramc someuhat straineiL Did he, 
too, resent the Amtncjn'-v lone, 1 wondered. Not hel 
Podniisk} eonforTni.-d to t\pe The only thing that mtMried 
him uas that \ tie might upset his plans 
Bat before Plfss^cat could utter a a,t>rd. LadoshnfVov 
stepped in. He u ent close up to the American, and looking 
him squarelv In the face, demanded In clear crisp Eng- 
lish, ‘is that all )ou ba\-e to say?" 

Ra» boned strong and tall— lo»-cring abo\’e the buriy 
American— Ladushnikov was a mim figure. As designer 
of the auT^lane he uas demanding an ansuer from the 
firm, ubo had failed to fulfil lU obligations. Vale looked 
somewhat startled Wes he afraid that that lanky Rus- 
sian uould hit him? Without another word Ladoshnikm 
turned sharpK on his heel and uenl out 
Vale started after him. The Amertcan mder^iood only 
too veil that It was In the Interests of bis firm to settle 
the matter amicably Quarrelling with a atstcanef? A 
row? Hea\en forbid* 

OesticulaUng vlgorousl>. profuse m his apologies, Vale 
all but bugged the resisting Ladoihnlkm’ dragj^ng him 
back Into the laboratory 

Mixing En^lsh and Russian, Vale uas taying' 
"Mister LaoMtaiDoov. please, sit demm 1 andwtand 
you I quite understand j-our feelings as a designer f'fl 
do everything 1 can for x*ou. Mister Ladoshmkov Of 
course, a deMatlon of sexeral per cent one vay or the 
other is quite possible.” 

“Tinloriimalelv, the deviation with jxni runs only one 
way." Ladoshnltov growled. 

"Well find something to aull jxju. 1 gt\-e \tm my uxird. 
Mister Ladoshnltov We’ll write to my firin very day. 
n JTPU want" 

"That’a It" FHodralsky chimed tn, aelxlng his opportu- 
nlW “WVll write them today for sure." 

Having thus pounced xrilh all four pawi on Vale’s 
promise, which the latfer had let fall In an unguarded 
moment Podrahky became hit old beaming sell again. 



rrlng, he tucked Vole’s arm in his own, look genial 
VC of 118, winked, and bore the Araericnn off 
Vo three were left In the laboratory \V1iat had ue 
ilevod? Tlic American had divulged no secrets, hod told 
nothing The Hermes engine was still on the stand, 
ind-neu, gleaming wdlh aluminium and steel Not a 
)p of oil escaped from the valves or trickled down its 
fer>’ body It was a beauty, I must say Nothing but a 
[hly developed Industry could produce a thing like that 
nd you. It was quite a conventional type of engine — 
tiling original in the way of design Id^ Its designer 
1 Just us^ and lined up the established “knownv’ of 
gine building In the various countries — but the firm’s 
imp-card, without a doubt, was Its technology' of mass 
eduction 

Very well then— the Americans had stretched the truth 
bit But where were we to gel another motor? Where 
rre we to find a more powerful engine? Aircraft engines 
iro not being built In Russia That meant we Iiad to 
1 our hopes on the same old Hermes firm again. Vale 
Hild write them, his letter would cross the ocean, they'd 
ip new engines to us from America, these engines 
)uld cross seas Infested with German U-boats Sup- 
sing the higher powered engines did arnve (which was 
tremeW doubtful) But when viould we gel them? In 
t monlhs at the earliest Did we have to wait all that 
ne? Couldn’t something be done? 

1 reallted then that it was no use expecting some corae- 
And yet And yet I sUll hoped against hope. 

24 

ni tell you about another meeting with Ladoshnikov 
inshln had moved into other lodgings hy then 
I might add that I used to drop In on Ganshin for a 
p of coffee every morning on my wav to work. We 
illed them our coffee mornings Our being on the staff 
the laboratory made us feel quite opulent, and we could 
ten afford to miss a meal In the cheap stud&its’ can- 
en Garrshln made excellent coffee, which was served 
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up ^th delfcioua crisp brom-n roll*, hot from the baker's. 
We drank cofTee and talked shop — mat]teniitIc3,mechaD- 
« and nerodynamJcs My brahi swamted as usual ^dlh 
lautiutk: eufilneering project*, and I propounded them 
enlhusltstlcally lo Ganshin by the dozen, while be coolly 
ex^l^ them in the llghl of physics’ Ineiorable laws. 
We had our bit Itm, too. Once I brought home ^Ith 
nie from the hush hush laboratory a glass tube a metre 
long and about as thick as my small finger We uaed It 
as a ^ of blou-pipe. We’d make a little paper cone. 
*11^ do^-n the edges by lldJng them, and fix a steel nib 
to its wanted end The cone was then Inserted In the 
ns—tbe bead designer or the 
.. u. ^^ca^oilttlon office— %-ould sUrt blowtag with 
all his might Tbe paper cone woold slide down the lube, 
flattffied out aga^ the side*, then, in accordance udlh 

Ibe ior« ni 1 _..i • . .1. . . . 


. uicu, in Bccoroance wnm 

out In the shape of a 
Tible kl^ dart Our favourite targets were crow*— 


l^lt U.UU vur iivounie ttmu wwt mvt— 
"yY_°* “* •" untlm«ly dall imdtr Qinshta's 

>>rtilBlnt dowi a tparror, 
^Wnil II In turns, we never Tuccted- 
hminj one. We colled this pasUme the morning 

SjL 'y'JI'lwitoIthehuntimdtlie 

^ 'I- ’ wnember atsndlng 

^ H™' '^Ulellon window, tsMng 

Vf 0»'“'>ln pnlled my tronscr-leg 

»*ni^ I turned end sew Lsdoshnltev itendinu In the 
IhiTwn ^ cnnlualon I begen esiualnlng 

UdosSw w blow- 

T?- ’S"' In give him an eshl- 

fuJIv “n coldly and rcsent- 

wS^ /SS “* Tliel In<* 

cold rS£fc.MKrlo?Un*4.^ 

me, wttlr no one to til 11 down the 

fag any more to im It In the air; ,nd Its Sator,^^ 



signer, well*nl^ broken-hearted, comes to see us, and 
finds me. Tliat resentful, iKwtile look haunts me to 
this day 

Ladostmikov told us that Zhukovsky had asked him 
to read a course of lectures on aerodynamics to army 
airmen He had come to Qnnshln for certain materials 
for the lecture ‘'Calculation of an Airplane.” Naturally, 
Ganshin bestirred himself collecting the materials for 
him. Ganshin kept his papers In perfect order and could 
lay his hand qulcldy on whatever he wanted He picked up 
a wrltinC'bow In black cloth covers, and paused Irreso- 
lutely I knerw why It was the book contain!^ the com- 
plete aerodynamic calculation for the LAD-1 The sight of 
it would cause LadoshnJkov further pain, of course. 
After a moment’s hesitation. Ganshin put It In with the 
batch of materials he had set aside for him 

None of us, however, said a word about the LAD-1 
plane. I wanted to break that deliberate and oppressive 
conspiracy of silence, to start speaking about the airplane, 
but 1 was at a loss for w'ords 

I felt miserably helpless “It will ne%’er flyl” Again that 
ominous prophecy rang tn ray ears. 

Ladostmikov did not stay long He took the papers and 
vient away, gloomier than ever 

20 

Fortune seemed suddenly to turn her back on Pussycat 
Do you remember how quickly bo had set his mind at 
ease about the ampbfbiftn when the Hermes turned out 
to be below par “Oh, weTl think of somethlngl" he had 
said vaguely It appears, that Just to be on the safe side, 
he already had an eye on another cnrfne for the amphib- 
ian — the German Melbach of two hundred and sixty 
to two hundred and seventy horse-power, which had 
fallen Into our hands as spoils of war off a Zeppelin that 
had crashed behind our lines. Podralsky was confident 
he would get that engine for our Grampus But he 
didn’t The Melbach slipped through his fingers — It 
was assigned to the new Russian airship ^ other 


5— Jioa 


6S 



Meibach, of ccurie, uas obtainable ^bJlc the war was 


This was followed b\ another uneipccled blow The 
Na\aJ Minlslr}’, which had endorsed our project, stipu- 
lated that the armonr plate w-os to be mucn thicker than 
we had oriftnally planned. That meant an extra seventy 
tboosand pounds to the wel^t of our machlr»e. Ganshhs 
carefuJlj recalculated the vrtwie construction. 

Then one momtnff he broke the newr» to me. His cal- 
culations show'cd that the Hermes enplne wrould not 
pull the overwelchted amphlblaiL It wouldn’t pull it even 
if the firm did supply an enplne that came up to apedS- 
cfllioo- ConsequenUy, the dlaroeter of the wheel would 
ha\-e to be reduced to seven metres, or 

“Or what?" I shouted. 

Qansbln shrugued hU shoulders 

“Or we’ll have to use an enjtine of three hundred borse- 
power" 

Three hundred? In those days, as far as we knew, no 
one In this country or abroad had designed a petrol 
engine of sx^h copactty 

I^faltky would rux bear of reducing the slxe of the 
wheel 

“Ten metres, and not a mlUhnetre lessl" he cried. 
“Ten metres, or everything Is lost!” 

What exactly he meant by "ererythlng" be did not 
explain. Frmljy speaking, 1 can’t make It out to this 

n E\-en a seven-metre wheel would hove been forml- 
le enough. But FHjdrabky’a exclimatioas, his frantic 
whisper, were bypaoHilng f walked about Moscow 
spellbound by the word*, ^en metres, or everything Is 
koU" 

Every morning Ganshin and I dlacnssed the sltuatioo 
from all possible angles Podralsky looked blacto every 
day 

But one morning, while Sergei and I were drinkliiff 
coffee and harping on the tame old string, my cars sud- 
denly began to tmgle. 

“iVe got lit" I sbotifed. “The Grampus will gol" 
Ganshin looked at me In a puaM way 



"You think Ihc^Hcnncs uill do It flficr uH?" 

"The Hcrmea be damncdl r\*c pot n braiti-wavcl The 
Grampua will pol And the LAD-1 will flyl We'll have 
our englncl" 

"What enploe? What are you Inlklnp aboul?” 

“A new enginel A Russian engine! A three hundred 
h p engine!’^ 


26 

Bereihkov was silent for a minute or so His ears had 
turned pink, as If still tingling with the memory of that 
far-off day Smiling, he luted o slgnlBcant foreffnger 

"This," he continued, “Is where the boat engine of ray 
youth comes into the picture. Remember roe telling 
TOu about it? You remember— springtime, the river, my 
friends on the bank— among them my s\\Telheart— I 
crank up, the engine starts with a noise that Is like 
jnaaic, J stand by the rvdder, the beat Toevee oS, propelled 
by ray own motor, and those on the bank cheer end wave 
their bands." 

“Yes, Alexei Nikolayevich, I’ve got all that” 

Many of the adv-ectures of the young designer were al- 
ready described in the notes of ray previous conversa- 
tions with him, which I had carried In triumph to Gorky’s 
"memoirs office.” 

"It's all on record." I repealed 

“Interesting?” 

"Very I’m dying to hear more. So you shouted, TVe'!! 
have our en^ol’ What did Ganshin sav?” 

"Sergei?” Bererhkov queried “I don’t have to tell you 
that his mocking face expressed anything but enthu- 
siasm.” 

Knowing by experience that he was In for one of ray 
usual fantasies, related with tremendous ^sto. Ganshin 
settled himself comfortably In his armchair and eyed me 
narrowly as If I were a queer sort of animal or something 
It must have sounded lunny, too Here I was talkinc 
about a three hundred h.p engine when the Germans 
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mast up to-date enfitee for the Zeppelins pave ooly up 
to luo hundred and sixty at the outside limit, ana the 
Americaos’ Hermes coulii’t squeese out lb ■ds'ertlied 
two hundred and fiftv 

But the design of the ncft engine leapt out clear and 
vtvld before mj mind’s e\e In a flash of bispiratloo. That’a 
a peculiarity of imne which I have retained to thb day 
I saw the thing in Iraaglnatton, as It were. In soch cases 
1 am prepared to argue myseU Into a fit. 

“You uait!" I said, jumping up "111 be back In half 
an hour ” 

I rushed out. hafled the first cab I come across, and 
uithin half an hour was back again, dragging my little 
boat engine Into the room. 

Only then, after eiamhilng the actual cofistnKtkm, 
did parish hi at last begin to show signs of interest. 

He was still full of doubts, however Nor were they 
all of a techmcai nature. Suddaly the pbriosopber in bhii 
woke up 

'*\'a7 aell, ae’U build thb enclaa, «y But what for?" 
“What d you mean what for? Don’t you knoa?" 

“Will pe^le be any the happier for this engine of 
yours?” 

“Oh, uhal a blister you aieT 
But he repealed do^edly 

“Will people be any the happier? What'a the use of 
building your engine?*’ 

Ganshin BxniUT get that way sometimes when the mood 
was on him. Listening to him, you’d think It wasn’t worth 
while wortlnn or Hruig 

“First of all,’' I said, “well glN-e Ladoshnikov an 
engine. Thai’s to say, we’ll prove that the LAD-1 can 
fly Imagine the sensatton. Yonng Russian desiffners blind 
the beat plirte iikI the best engine in the wodd. . 
“What of It? What lor?" 

“For corwuering uie akfesi For devetoplng aviation! 
For Russlsr 

“1 don’t know about Russia. .. In w-hoso hands arc 

e u going to place thb thing of yours? Fhas^l will grab 
Id of it sure enough " 
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Of cotirae, Lodoahnlkov In my place v-xiuld have 
prou’Icd, "Sitcli rotters u'on’t always boss tJre show tn this 
country.” But I took little Interest In politics and the 
rev'olutlon, and considered my sphere to lx: only todinlcs 
and engineering In our philosophical disputes, when we 
had them, Qonshin nearly always ^ased me up a tree 
with bis sceptical sjlloglsms, Ncm', according to his 
logic, ray future engine would merely strengthen tsarist 
despotism I wonderl In the end I always dodged the 
Issue by beating a retreat and crawling back Into my 
shell 

"To hell with phllosophyl” I shouted “I don’t care 
a hang about all that What I want is to build my 
engine, an engine the likes of whlcli tlie world has not 
yet seeiv.” 

After phllosoplilzing to bis heart’s content and estab- 
lishing beyond a shadow of doubt that life was utterly 
meaningless, Ganshin deigned to descend to more 
earthly levels and lak*e notice of my boat engine, 

”Th.e Idea’s an InteresUng oue,” he said, "but we won’t 
be able to handle It on our own ’’ 

'TVhy not? I made a small engine, didn’t I?” 

"Here you Just fitted things logelher, but there youll 
have to work It all out And It'a all so vague, so new 
"You’re a funny chapl That's just the Ihingl That’s why 
we’ll beat all the engines In the world ’’ 

"I’m afraid we’ll only succeed In making ourselves 
look foolish.” 

He enumerated the mass of baffling problems and dif- 
ficulties that would beset us In the designing of such 
an aircraft engine. The calculations, he said, would be 
terribly complicated He’d never tackle the mathematical 
analysis of such a construction Nor would anybody else 
for tnat matter, unless it was Zhukovsky 
"Zhukovsky? I’ll go and see him " 

"You've got some nerve, you have. Fancy bothering a 
man like Uut with such trifles " 

‘Trifles?" I yelled 

Ganshin, however, soon climbed down from his scep- 
tical perch. 




The white heat of my enthusiasm wanned hhn op An 
hour later — by the uaj, we suddenly diswered by Uten 
that it was lime to switch on the light, that the day had 
passed, and that the hush-hush laboratory had raanaRri 
without us that day — found me drawing at Oanshln’s 
table and discussing the various deslmi Mtalls of a three 
hundred tup aJrcrwt ejiglne. I stayed the night with my 
friend, but I couldn’t slw, and woke hhn up several 
limes to listen, sleepy -eyen and grumbling, to some new 
brain-wo\e of mioe. Towards the morning a name for lb® 
engine occurred to me. and I WT>ke my friend up again 
on the instant 

“Ganshml Qanshlnl Wake upt Pve got a name for the 
engine. 

“Lea\e me alone.” 

“How does It strike you? You lust listen,” 

Gaushln made as If to slop his ears, but I went oo* 
“The Adfos. The Initial Wfera of ‘AvlalsioanJ Dvlgatcl 
Rosslya'* How does II sound?" 

“Go to aleep wJlf roul No Adros exists yet and I don’t 
suppose It ever wlJl * 

“It wflll You said yourself that we’d ha>*e to go and 
see Zhukovsky, didn't you?” 

“Oh, all fl£^ all rlg^L Only let me get some sleep, 
for Qoifi sa)^'' 

”I won’tl Tell me bow you like Ihe name." 

•XI 

BcrcihJcov was so carried away that be ataraped his 
foot, at If It was not roe. but that exasperating Ganshin 
sitting there In front of him. 

He w as standing under the portrait of his teacher — the 
mey-bearded burly professor In the lackboots and wdde- 
brimmed hat 1 was anxious to bear more about Zhukov- 
sky At the mention of bis name I aald. 

“1 hove a note here. ‘Zhulon'slcy with a black beard.’ 
You told me to remind you about IL” 

• AWinbiB Aircralt Euftoe.”— fr 



“So I dldl” Berezhkov exclaimed’ 

Ho looked pleased. If anylhJni; It was charaderlstJc 
of Berezhkov, the story-teller, that he did not like a 
straight connected narrative and would often Jump from 
one subject to another 

“Year’ he exclaimed. “1 must tell you about that You 
can arrange It In proper order afterwards As I told >'ou, 
my father used to send me out to the country every 
Slimmer to live with the Ganshins I went there with my 
sister, who mothered me from early childhood The Gan- 
shins’ place was near that of the Zhukovskys” Profes- 
sor Zhukovsky always spent the summer there, and his 
IwuSe was open to all the children of the neighbourhood 
My earliest memories of him are linked with this 
Orckbervo country-house of his and the Orekhovo pond In 
this vivid picture, which must have Impinged lUeli strong- 
ty upon mind from the age of four or five, I cJearlv see 
Zhukovsky with a block beard I remember the sunshine, 
the somewhat turbid warm water of the pond, the sUpperv 
and rather terrifying bottom. We small fry were splashing 
and tumbling about near the bank All of a sudden a 
man In a loose duck jacket and duck trousers appeared 
on the dam. He was a big man with a sli^ paunch 
and a black curly beard like a gypsy's He shouted 
to us 

“HI, chlldrenl That’s not the wav to bathe Look herd” 
He slipped his dothes off quickly, and with a running 
start jumped into the water at a tremendous bound, feet 
foremost He came up snorting, then with upraised arms 
swam right across the pood, or rather trod the water with 
his body upright snorting, growling, and smilrtlng foun- 
tains of water from hJs mouth. I star^ spellbound at that 
ralrade of technique, that freak of nature. 

That scene— the sunny day. the bottle-green sheet of 
water, the weeping wfllowa sdth thick bared roots show- 
ing here and there wtwc the bank was washed away, 
and farther out a gigantic elm — that scene, I say, still 
Itves In my memory; It’a like a flash of childhood caught 
In a splinter of mirror. 
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The u’tiite heat of my enthaslaam warmed hJm up- An 
boor later — by the uay, ue suddenly discovered by then 
that it uas tlrue to auntch on the light that the day had 
passed, and that the hush-hush laboratory had mana^ 
without us that dav — found me drawing at Ganshm’a 
table and discussing the various design delalla of a three 
hundred h p aircratt engine. I ataj'M the night with my 
friend, but I couldn't sleep, and woke him up several 
limes to listen, 8leep\-eyea and grumbling, to some near 
braln-ua\c of mixte. Totvards the rooming a name for the 
engine occurred to roe, and I woke my friend up again 
on the Instant 

“Ganshin! Ganshin! Wake up! Tve got a name for Ibe 
engine. 

"Leme roe akine.'* 

Ttow does It strike j-ou? You tost listen.'* 

made as If to atop his ears, but I *‘ent cer 

“The Adros. The initial letters of 'Avfaislonnl Dvfgatd 
Roaslya'* Hem' does It sound?" 

"Oo to sleep, will you! No Adros exists vet and I don't 
suppose It ev'er wilL** 

"It wfllt You laid j-oiffseU that ve’d have to go and 
see Zhukovsky, didn't j-ou?" 

“Oh, all right, all right Only let roe gel some sleep, 
for God’s lake." 

“I mxm'tl Tell roc how jxhj like the name." 


Berahkov was so carried away that be stamped his 
toot, at If It was not me. but that exasperating Ganshin 

sitting there In front of him. 

He was ilanding under the portrait of hla teacher— Iba 
^ bear^ toly professor !n the Jackboots and vide- 
brimm^ hat I was anxious to bear more about Zhukov- 
sky At the mentkro of his name I said 

" "“l' hoT 'ZtiukoTiky HU, a bind, bntri' 
lou totd rac to remind yoa about It" 

• Meinhi “RimJ* Aircraft Enflae.*— Tr 
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“So I dIdr Bereihkov exclaimed’ 

He looked pleased, if anything; It was characteristic 
of Berezhkov, the atory-leller, that he did rwt Itko a 
straight connected narrative and would often jump from 
one subject to another 

“Yesr’ he exclaimed. "I must tell you about that You 
can arrange It In proper order afterwards As I told you. 
my father used to send me out to the country every 
summer to live with the Qanshlns I went there with my 
sister, who mothered me from eariy chlidhood The Gan- 
shins’ place was near that of the 2hukovskys ” Profes- 
sor 23iukovsky always spent the summer there, and his 
houSe was open to all the children of the neighbourhood 
My earliest memories of him are Ilnk^ with this 
Orekhovo country-house of his and the Orekbovo pond fn 
this vivid picture, which must have impinged Itself strong- 
ly upon rny mind from the age of four or five, I clearly see 
aukovsky with a black beard I remember the sunshine, 
the somewhat turbid warm water of the pond, the slippery 
and rather tenifying bottom. We small fry- were splashing 
and tumbling about near the bank. All of a sudden a 
man in a loose duck Jacket and duck trousers appeared 
on the dam. He was a big man with a slight paunch 
and a black curly beard like a gypsy’s He shouted 
to us 

“HI, chfldrenl That's not the way to bathe. Look berel” 

He slipped hb clothes off quickly, and with a running 
start jumped into the water at a tremendous bound, feet 
foremost He came up snorting, then with upraised arms 
swam right across the pood, or rather trod the water with 
his body upright snorting. powUng. and soutrting foun- 
tains of water from his mouth. I stared spellbound at that 
miracle of technique, that freak of nature. 

That scene — the sunny day. the bottle-green sheet of 
water, the weeping willows with thick bar^ roots show- 
ing fere and there where the bank was washed away, 
and farther out a gigantic elm — that scene, I say, still 
lives In my memory; It’s like n Bash ol childhood caught 
In a splinter of mirror 
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For raany ywre, « a boy tnd later as a young nun. I 
had lived close to /^ukcnrfcy for months at a time. His 
was a well-regulated life Out In the country he got up 
regularly at nine and hod his tea about half an hour 
later Then he uent Into the garden and sat there for n 
long lime “sun-dialhng," as we called IL There vas a 
sun-dlol in the garden, which he had made himself, and a 
bench next to iL There Zhukovsky would slL I often 
watched him on the aly curious to know what he did out 
there But be did nothing He just rested his arms on the 
back of the seat like this, and sat gating out Into the 
distance His dog Izorka »as nearly always a.dth him. 
King at his feet Swinging his leg mechanlcfllly, he'd 
touch her v.nth his toe, and mutter, “Itorka, Izorka, yon 
nasty little beast " 

Izorka would prkk up her ears, but her master Just 
went on staring out into space. 

I realize now that “sun-dialling” was Just Zhukovsky’s 
way of letting his mind run free. 

He’d sit there woolgathering for on hour or so, then 
go Indoors for his boorka. This was a black and \’ery old 
Caucasian felt cloak with iraroensetv wide shoulders that 
stood out stifBy He'd take that boorko, a packet of white 
paper and an ink-pot — one of those ordinary cheap ink 
beetles with a %ery narrow neck and a plain cork. I had 
known Zhukovsky for twenty odd years, and hitd ne^■cr 
seen him use any other With Ibis square little Ink-pot 
and a thin round school pen, and his boorba thrown over 
his shoulders, he'd go out Into the garden accompanied 
by the Incarlable Izorka It was one of the Io\elle3t old 
linden gardens ymu have rver seen, co\'erlng about el^t 
acres. ftmlaocsW had a fa\ourtte birch tree there. He'd 
spread the booria on the grass under the birch-tree and 
make hjinself comfortable on It tying there for hours on 
his stomach or on his side end writing his endless for- 
molas- This occupalloo of his, in fact was referred to as 
“the Professor b writing hb fonnulta." 

I sew those sheets covered with hb writing Except (or 
a phrase or two here and there, there was hardly any 



text— Just a solid noaas of formulas He had a large 
sprawling handuTltlng, and the lines often sloped down- 
wards 

At six Zhukovsky dined, and after that he always had 
a nap He slept for tu-o hours, then had his tea and sat 
down to his '‘formulas'’ again 
This was a dally routine Yet Zhukovsky was a lusty- 
living person, who was not afraid to let himself go 
It was enough, say, for a shepherd to coroe and report 
that Q wolf had appeared In the neighbourhood and 
killed and carried off a lamb, for a wolf-bunt expedition 
to be set on foot Immediately under the leadership of Bu- 
kovsky The Professor was a very keen huntsroan, A 
sabre hung In his room— the “maior’s sabre” It was called 
What major, udiy major — nob^y knew Zhukovsky 
had Inherited that sabre from someone or other together 
with the Caucasian boorka. When going out to hunt 
^■olves, he’d always t8k*e the sabre wiUi him as well as 
his gun On such occasions he'd turn out In the queerest 
sporting costume you’d ever seen an old uniform jacket 
from the days of his youth, which he bad grown out of 
NTars aro, a once black but now faded rust<olcH]red felt 
bat, jackboots readilng above the knee, and the same old 
boorka. He felt fine in this outfit, though 

Keen and ardent huntsman though he was, Professor 
Zhukovsky seldom camped out at night He always pre- 
ferred to sleep at home, so that be could get up as usual 
at nine, have his tea, and go out ''sun-dlalllng” 

IW 

In Moscow Professor Zhukovsky lived in a small, ^■e^y 
warm house in Milnfkov' Pereufok— a quiet little back 
street The house was alwa>'s full of guests The appoint- 
ments of the rooms, the furniture, the doraesllc routine — 
all Was quaint and old-fasblonedL The housekeeping was 
done bi' Petrovna, nn old woman udro lived to be nfnetv 
and remembered Zhukovsky’s family almost os for back 
as his prcal-prandraother Zliukov**k>’ had a daughter 

n 



LgnochLi At the thne I speak of, thit’a to wy, when we 
were students, she was a girl of aWeen or seventeen, 

A Jolly j'oung crowd, puplb of Professor Zhukovsky 
milh their brothers and sIsIot, often used to gather there 
In the evenings We students, unpa mpered good IIv* 
hig and eating, expanded In the warmth of that coxy, 
hospitable home The low little rooms resounded with onr 
gsmes, dancing and music. And amid all this gaiety and 
hubbub Zhukovsky worked unperturbed In hli room. 

He'd come out lor supper — grey-bearded, fat, and 
genial — and liked to act the convivial host Sometimes, 
after supper, he’d play forfeits with os, and enjoy it » 
much that he’d lit up for hours Mott often, tbou^ he’d 
go woolgathering, and relhe to his room directly after 
supper 

Day In, day out, at ten In the morning, he was to he 
seen coming out of the house In bis Invariable wide- 
bitmnied hat and professorial cloak — a garment which 
rwbody wears these days— and takirp a cab The cabWw 
of the nelghboorhood (mew him. and Imew bis never- 
changing route— from the bouse to the Moscow School of 
Engineering He lectuted there and made his erperiments 
in the aerodynamic laboratory He came home for dinxw. 
and never missed his two hours’ sleep after It Then he’d 
get up and sit down to hb wrltlng-d«k. 

HU going to the theatre was an event the whole house- 
hold nrepar^ for three days In advance and were eidted 
over for three days afterwards. He liked sometimes to go 
to Testov’s eattng-bouse. whkb was famooa for Its bUnt*. 
but that was only on the rare occasions when be was In- 
Tiled there by some professor crony of his. 

I am co nv i nc ed that the "fonmilaa” — that U, bb 
work— was Zhukovsky’s only real passion. 

One day I asked him. 

*TSIkDfal Tegtaxrrtcli, how do.ycru manage to write w 
much? I couldn’t keep It up for an hour “ 

He arafled. 

■ • Ibmitii stocikf.— Tr 
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“Cvcryonc Ifkcs to do what he enjoys doing” 

So he cnjoj-cd doing it. I smiled understondlngly by 
way of reply, but Zhukovsky’s ej'es, faded but keen, be- 
came graN'e 

"It’s my duty above oil,” he said 

do 

Zhukovsky’s scientific discoveries you will find de- 
scribed In txwks I’d like to mention one trait of his os a 
scientist 

His career, from the outset ran In baphaiard sort of 
ilgtags and sv-erves that puzzled anyone who did not 
know the man 

The subject of his tlicsls for his degree was "The 
Kinematics of Fluids" His next work was entitled “Mo- 
tion of Solids Having Ca\itles Filled With Heterogeneous 
True Liquid ” He was a classic example. It would seem, 
of the learned recluse, preordained for the life scIoitlOc 

What you have to bear In mind, however, is Zhukov- 
sky's character, his lively nature, his man'cllous knock of 
switching his mind over to the different problems that 
clamour^ for attention, his capacity for throwing himself 
wholeheartedly and enthusiastically Into whatever he did 

For Instance, In the days of bis vouth bicycles were 
still a novelty The blc>Tle which be used to pedal all 
over Orekhovo Instantly attracted him as a problem of 
theoretical mechanics. He was all agog, as the saying 
goes Day after day he made calculations on sheets ol 
paper, figuring how the spokes and wheel rim worked, 
writing fonuuia after formula giving a mathematical 
analysis of the bicycle. The result was a short article by 
him entitled *^n the Strength of the Bicycle Wheel ” The 
bicycle wheel calculation made by Zhukovsky Is the first 
ana only oite in the world Zhukovsky exhausted the sub- 
Ject 

Or lake another example. 

aukovsky, the young professor of theoretical mechan- 
ics. author of researches on the kinematics of fluids and 
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on 8oHd5 wiUi cjvlUe* filled with liquid, researches In 
Thjcb [nire theor) predominates, was once asked to pvt 
his advice on the water mams, the ordinary urban water- 
piping of Moscow This piping had Just been laid and 
put Into operatKin, but some curse seeoed to have been 
upon it from the \er> start In the shape of mysterious 
fraettnes. And out theorist, our annchali scientist, ab- 
sorbed In his formulas, tackles the water mains, and not 
just any old si,av as a boring nuisance, mtnd I’D!!, but 
with all the verve and lest ctiaracleristic of him. As al- 
a,av3, be brought all his vital powers to bear on the prob- 
lem He bad a spedal water pipe built on the surface of 
the ground to Investigate the baffling problem of ptpc 
fracture, which be Induced by rapid shnitlng off He 
started writing his formulas agaio. using up nundreds, 
maybe thousands of aheels of paper The result was bis 
famous solution of the hydraulic Impact problem. This 
researdi brought him world fame before he ever took op 
aeromechaxrka 

And do yvou know bow Zbukovaky came to Interest him- 
self In aviation’ As a mailer of fact he never liked to Af 
Only once, early In the ntaetle*, did he go up Id a balkwi 
at the Pam World ElihIblUon and go4 badly airsick. But 
there, at the exhfbllkm, Zhokovsty saw tbe model of a 
glider Flights had already been made at that time, but 
tbe theory of aeronantks, the theory of beavter-than-alr 
craft did not ealst y-et 

What Is flight? WTiat ere fb law's? What are the theo- 
retical principles ol tbe airplane? Zhnlaivaky pul those 
questions to Iihnself, and was all agog again. The thing 
gripped his tnuginatlon and did not let go to the end of 
his life. He went on WTillng bis “formulas" InMIhitkor 
Pefcalot and it Orekbovo, giving mathematical eipres* 
tkro to llieiirplaDe,andtnailK>ftwhlJebegav‘ethewocH 
his classical solution of tbe wing lift problem. Aeronautics 
Is tremendously Indebted to Zhukovsky He was the first 
to throw llrtl on the fonnerly ptuzllng phcDomcna, Iden- 
tified with the Idea of “tying" A new science appeared— 
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that of oerodynamics Zhukovsky was Its founder, its 
lending spirit and Its greatest exponent, the head of the 
Russian school 


30 

The evening after my dispute with Ganshin I came Into 
Professor Zhukovsky’s study with a small drawing under 
my ann- 

‘'Nlkolal Yegorovich," I said, "can you spare a minute? 
I want to show you something " 

"Certainly Shan’t be long! Sit down ” 

It was 23 iukov 3 k 7 ’s usual ‘‘forraula-wrltlng’’ hour 
Sheets of paper co\’ered with his sprawling bandwriting 
lay not only on the top of his desk, but on the ash-tray, 
on a stack of books and on the wlndow-slll Even the an- 
tique clock on hla desk was burled under sheets of paper 
Two or three of them bad been deposited on the thr^d- 
bare rug at his feet 

He was sitting in bis slippers and an old dressing 
Jacket, The hot stove gave off a pleasant warmth. 

He went on wrltlnc for a time The thin pen-holder In 
his massive wrioklea hand moved swlftlv across the 
paper He did not mind my presence at alL His large lips 
stirred slightly under his prey moustache. He sTopp^ 
writing for a moment, glanced down at his feet, leaned 
his heavy body over the arm of his chair, and, with a 
low grunt, picked up a sheet of paper Then his pen flew 
on again It seemed to me that a pleased smile flitted 
across bis face 

"Nikolai Yegorovich," I began again 

"Just a minute, Alexei 

Then, with his eye still on the unfinished page, he 
leaned back, slgbecf and turned to roe. His kind faded 
eyes regarded me absently 

"What Is It?" he said gently "Some new Idea?" 

"Yes,” I answered, my voice hoarse with excitement 
“I’m going to show It to you, but not a word to anyone, 
I b^ you,^ 

"Oame, enme, don't Whiten me. I’m up to raj- neck In 
secaVis ta to" 
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In those d*ys ZhukcFVsky w»s corataolly being called 
in tn pi\T expert advice on questions of niifltory aviation, 
and the aerodynamic laboratory set up by him was ban- 
dllng, among other things, military asslmments I might 
mention in passing that Podraisky bad managed to 
worm himself in here, too Zhukovsky’s researches In the 
flight of sbdls and bombs, as one can easily establish by 
his list of uorks, date from IWs period too. 

I unrolled the drawing The first draft of the Adros en- 
gtne lay spread on Zhufeovsky'a desk. 

Knowing Zbukcrvsky'a Idndn^ 1 had always, alnce ■ 
boj’, confioed my ideas to him 1 would put a mlng down 
on papei at Orekhovo and take It to him. Never as long 
as be lived did Zhukovsky lose the faculty of being sur- 
prised When examining my childish projeds, he’d usu- 
ally malce a clicking rwbe with his tongue expressing 
surprise. Then he'd say, “It’s Inleiwtlng, you know, Alex- 
ei Very Interostlnc ” Or else. This Is a btt doubtful. I 
should sty Fra afraid H won't da” Then a fasdnatlog 
talk would begin. 

While eiplamlng the Idea of the eiiglrw to Zhukovsky 
I waited tranoJously to bear whether he’d say "iDtersst- 
tng" or “it won’t da" 

“loteresUng, very intenssUngl" he said. ’'Leave this 
wim me tni tomorrow, will you? I’d like to think it 001" 

I comd tell by bis eyes, however, that he was not In- 
luest^ He kxiked at me klodty bnt absently, his 
thoughts obviously elsewhere. 

it with me UH tomorrow." be repealed. 

Them was a pleading note tn hla voice. He seemed to 
^ »h«t he couldn’t bring himself to say 
outright, ‘Tlease, do me a favour, don't bother me Just 
now 

But passion, I need not tell you. Is Inexorable, and the 
passira of a dwlmer doubly ao Catching the hint of 
Altaic naiucd Gi his voice. I followed up my attack 
wtt^t hcsltatkicr. 

“It Isn’t Just a dream project. Nikolai Yegctfovlch. I 
kiOT a bustne^an who will take It up. Pt^alsky wlU 
take the thing for hb amphibian." 



‘'What? For what?’* 

The question escaped him despite himself, but his eyes 
still had that plcoding look In tnem which seemed to say, 
“Spare me thlsl” No, Nikolai Yegorovich, I can’t spare 
youl 

‘Why, don't you know? But this is a strict secret, Ni- 
kolai Yegorovtefu I'll be condemned to penal servitude for 
life If You see, there la an Invention " 

I sketched the amphibian with the ten-metre wheels 
on a sheet of paper, and Irled to give the most blood- 
curdling description of the havoc this monster would 
play among the enemy 
'Interesting," Zhukovsky said apathetically 
‘We havo no engine as yet for tnia go-devll The Her- 
mes Is a bit too weak But I'll design my engine so that 
Its ow-all size will do for both the amphibian and La- 
doshnikov’s airplane." 

"Ladoshnlkov's airplane?” 

Zhokovsky stared at me, then picked np my drawing 
from the desk and began to examine it, boldine it at 
arm’s length from his far-slghled eyes I hastened to ex- 
plain ray new lay-out And only then, at long last, did 
Zhukovsky make that surprised dlcWng noise with his 
tongue several times. Then be eyed me over, shifted his 
glance back to the drawing, and clicked his tongue 
again 

“D’you know, Aleict this — ” he began, then stopped 
His glance and tone told me that be was no longer 
woo^Thering 

■’This is'lnlerestlngl Very loterestingl’' be said with 
the same expression 

It was the third time he had repeated those words, but 
they were uttered now In a tone that electrified me. 
Breathless with excitement, I told Zhukovsky of my dif- 
ficulties. 

“Ganshin refuses to do the calculation," I said “He’s 
not sore of himself And I can’t do anything unless I 
have the calculation ” 

"Oh, he’s Just In the dumps," said Zhukovsky “Hell 
manage Vi splendidiy Just a mlnnla, though.” 
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He held the dravinfj out at arm’s length and studied 
It sPBin ckaely Then suddenly be laugh^ 

“Well, well this Is a clner idear he eidalmed. “Yes, 
there are some corapllcabons, though. Interesting! You 
don’t realize yourself uhat an interesting Utile proWeui 
this Is," , 

Hb eyes kindled ZhuWvsky was caagbL Zhulcovsky 
was carried o»ay 

He gisneed at his desk and the sheets of paper lying 
at his feet, muttered something veiedly, cleared a spsce 
before him on the desk and laid down a clean sheet of 
paper 

“You htN-ent told Ladoahnlkov anything yet, hare 
\ou^" he said “Don’t Leave this with rae UU tomorrow. 
I’ll go Into It" 

Leaving bis study, U was quite as much as I could do 
to keep from cutting a wild caper 

91 

In dfisafblng to you these far-otl times and the adven- 
tures 0 / ray youth, I am aoaMtlmes amazed myself at lu 
the trivial details that stick in my memory 
For eiaraple, 1 remember perlectly well that the next 
day u as Sunday Arid on Sundays Prolessoc ZhuVovsW 
never went out I came to the house In MllnlLov Ptreolok 
In the rooming and slipped into the kitchen through the 
back door Old Petro\iia was frying plrozhkj In s&iUng 
fat — Zhulomky's fa^oujite breakfast dish. 

“Good morning,” I said “la Nikolai Yegorovich up’" 
The old ^txnan always knew what went on In the 
bouse. WTieo she saw roe, she waxed Indignant 

*^'ou ouphl to be ashamed of youraelT, Alexei Nlko- 
layevkhl UTial ha\e you gone and done to him? What 
did you give him’” 

“Whals the matter?'" 

“He didn't go to &lc» till fi\e lo the tnomlog because oI 
what you ga\-e hhn. We all try to take care of Niko- 
lai Yegorovich, and you go and . Don’t stand about In 
the klfcben, please."^ 
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i escaped the Ire of Petrovna and established myself 
on the sofa In the dlninp-rooreu They were laying tlie 
table tJiere and taking n devilishly long time over It The 
boiling samovar was brought Im Lenochka came in I 
answered her remarks absent-mindedly, listening to the 
sounds In the next room where Zhuiovsk)' was astir, 
washing himself At last he came In for breakfast I 
looked at him imploringly 

“Not ready yet, Alexei, not ready,” he announced 
right away, smOlng "ril have to put In some more work 
on It today “ 

He glanced at the pirozhJU and rubbed hJs hands with 
pleasime 

He worked all Sunday on the problem I hung about 
the house all day Towards the evening Zhukovsky 
hunted me out hlmsetf In one of the rooms 
"Come along, Alexei It’s ready," be said. 

He was smiling hugely, and hIs eyes were as kind as 
kind could be. In als study he handed nxi a batch of papers 
covered with his handwriting It was a complete cal- 
culation of ray engine. Like a schoolboy, I Instantly 
turned to the last few sheets which gave the “answers “ 
What I saw made me gasp It turned out that my coun- 
ter-balances, In rotating, described an Intricate curve. 1 
had never suspected It although I had made a boat 
engine on the same lines with ray own hands But It was 
one thing to rig up a small motor where I Just fitted 
things together, and quite another to build what was 
then the most high-powered alrcralt engine In existence 
If Zhukovsky hadn’t found that curve, the whole thing 
wendd have been unworkable. He had calculated the 
dimensions of all the major elements, and the rate of 
revolution cm the basis of three hundr^ h p capacity — 
In a word, he had given my daring scheme his blessings 
My delight and gratitude knew no bounds 
^Oh, never mind that,” ZhukovsW stemmed the flow, 
smiling "Now you can go and tell Ladoshnikov ’’ 

"You betr I cried '^e LAD-1 will fly nov The 
Grampus will go too” 

"The Grampus? Ah, ll»e amphibian ” 

s/ 
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"By the T.a>. N[U>laI Yegorovkh, whit doj-ou think— 
will thb amphlbiin be any good In the war?*^’ 

“1 don’t know The michlne will go, but as to what 
good it will be In the war — that, Aleiel, Is beyond rat.” 
His face had darkened at once, and he repeated with a 
sort ol glum Serceness that deflnltely dismissed the sub- 
ject of war, “I don't kmw ” 

It wrang mv heart, somehow, to hear him speak 
that way J had had oo Idea till then that Zbukorsky 
was actually sufenng. and what a tore spot I bad 
touched 

I don t know whether he had heard aboot the Bol- 
8he\lks’ slogans at that time, but one fell that his 
country’s future caused him great cDncem. 

And 1 had to go and make things worte by Mj-lng* 
"Podrably ought to pay >'Ou for thb, NQiilaJ Yegoro- 
vich.'’ 

I pkked up the precious sheets Zhukcresk)' glanced at 
me, a Dicier of disapproval In his eyes 
“Nonsense. 1 11 has-e nothing to do with that iwtndler " 
“I don't agree Nikolai Yegorovi^ You most take at 
least a thousand from him Or I teO you what? Ten per 
cent dividends wxruld be best, I think.” 

“No more of that UTw wants It? Per cent, dhridends—" 
“But you do want lU Haven’t you often complained 
about not getting ony money for your laboratorj’?" 
“That doesn’t prove anythbigl I don’t take tips." 
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1 borst into Ganshin’s rooens with Zhukovsk}’’i papers 
In my hand, and turned them over to ray friend for his 
most careful study We arranged that all Dttfotiatlons 
with Podralsky concer u l u g the engine woola be con- 
dneted by me alone. 

“Where on ea^ have you been?" Podraisky aaW fret- 
fully, bmiUng roe oat In the Uboratofy 
Pussycat no kmger purred or rubl^ hla paws those 
days alter It had been dlsoiTered that we baa rkj engine 
for the amphibian. 



“In the first place,” I said coolly, "yesterday was Sun- 
day " 

^'\Vhnl about the oUier days? Where have you been all 
this time?’’ 

“I was at Ganshin’s Discussing the trouble with—” 
"Sh. . Not a word here Come Into my office,” 

1 found Ganshin sitting in the office. 

Podraisky bad too go^ a nose not to have smelled 
something In the wind when we kept away from the lab- 
oratory for so long His eyes travelling from one to the 
other, "he waited for us to produce a plan of salvation. 

But Ganshin just aat there silent and Inscrutable The 
look of faint mockery lurking behind the lenses of his 
spectacles was visible to me alone My own face was as 
long as a poker 

"I don’t know I can’t think of anything Very likely 
we'll have to shut up Wood Glen.” I said To reply to oil 
Podralsky’s fretful questions 
Shut up Wood GlenI Neverl It was unthinkablel I kept 
him like a cat on hot bricks for several more days, he 
scented something but was all In the dark. Meantime 
I urged Ganshin on, demanding detailed calculations, and 
feverishly prepared the main drawings 
At last, one fine day. or, to be more eaact, at three 
o’clock in the morning of a wet spring day, when all re- 
spectable folks are abed, I rang the bell furiously at 
Podraisky’s front door 

A light went up In the bouse and someone spoke to me 
throu^ the door I kept on repeating that I had to see 
Podraisky at once They let me In 
The master of the hwse came out In hJs slippers and 
dressing-gown. 

"What’s up?” 

"Dress yourself at once. I have a cab waiting " 

"What for? Where — ” 

"Sh. Not a word here." 

The words had such an effect on Podraisky that within 
ten minutes we were sitting In the cab 
"What Is It?" Podraisky whispered, burning with 
curiosity. 



But I Jerked a thumb at the cabby’s back and hJssed 
afaln, "Sh 

NoUiinif more wa^ sjid till we entered Qans^iio's rocm. 

I was tempted tn ioy, “Lock tlic door,” but that wooJd 
have been o\’erdoing JL Keeping a straight face, I looted 
behind the door to make sure there were no spies lurking 
there, and turned the key In the lock myself 

On show In the middle of the table was my boat eo- 
^ne. Next to it, hands In pockets, stood Qamhln smoking 
his pipe in utter silence. 


Podraiiky was ell of a dither 

“Are yon going to tell me what it b, or aren’t you?" 

'Take your coat off," I said 

I mtnt np to the motor and reached my hand out 
towards It, then suddenly leapt to the window with a 
warning gesture. It was, as yon may guess, a false 
alar^ for no prying eyes were mealed outside tbe 
window 

I lifted tbe top 

"See this?" 

"Yea" 

"What Is It?" 

"A boat engine." 

This engine's going to reTOlutioniie history This erv 
glne s going to be our ‘open sesame!’ " 

Po^iiky stared at me blankly, then bo looted at 
Gansbtn. 

I^rlri mnklnif up WIUi g Bish, Ibg tnulne tlorltd 
cOTgglng Ganshin held a desk-lamp up to It, and we all 
mrw •wed ft ray teen-age Invention. Tbe next minute 
landlady, roos^ tn Ihe middle of the night, begnn to 
hjmmtr Ini1ou.\y on tb« wall I awllchod off at onca and 
'TO^ered again, “Sh. 

When peace was restored, I said 
what do yoa say to 11?" 

"To what?^ 

‘To an engine." 

"What en^rine?" 

capil)je of driving a ten-metre wheel” 

“Have you im-ented aomethlng?" 
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"Yea You've just seen It " 

Podralsky was quite at sea Before him stocwl a small 
outboard motor used for pleasure trips. 

“On the same principle as this engine,” I uttered with 
due solemnity, “we'll oulld one of Suee-hundred horse- 
power " 

The slapstick preliminaries over, we got down to real 
business We showed Podralslqr the rou^ drawing of the 
future engine, explained the principles on which It 
worked, and laid out Zhukovsky^s manuscript, Ganshin’s 
detailed calculations and my own drawings 

Finally I announced bluntly* 

"Here you have It ‘It‘ with a capital letter A fifty-fifty 
contract ’’ 

Ganshin afterwards told me that my voice had a hard 
metallic ring In IL It was that more than anything else, 

I think, that dedded Podralsky He accepted the ulti- 
matum, and was so happy that be all but hugged us on 
taking his leave 

His parting words, nevertheless, were 

“But why the devil did you woke me up Id the middle 
of the night?” 

I answered gravely 

"These things are best discussed at nl^t " 

"At nl^t?” Podralsky queried, then niter a moment’s 
reflection, "maybe you’re rirtt Yes, I think you are.” 

As I shut the door behind lilm I could not resist a last 
whispered warning' 

"But hushi Not a word, for God's sake. 
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The next doy Podralsky signed a contract with us on 
a fifty-fifty basis, gave us an advance, and, os a special 
mark of esteem and gratitude, presented to each of us a 
ma^Iflcent motor-cycic 

The order for building the Adros was placed with the 
"Dj'nnmo," a Moscow works, F^odralsky paying o fabu- 
lous simi for express execution 
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But I jerked a thumb at the cabby’s back and hissed 
again. “Sh. ” 

Nothing more uo' ^ald till ue cnlcred Ganshins room. 
I uas tempted to * Lock the door,” but lliat iroaM 
^ o\erdoing iL Keeping a straight face, I looked 
bwind the dojr to make aure there a-ere no spies lurilng 
tlw. and turned the ke\- In the lock mywlf 
Un ^ou in the middle of the table uaa my boat eo- 
pne \ttt to it hands In pockets, stood Ganshin snwWng 
his pipe In utter silence 
P^raiskj uaa ell of e dither 

^^e \ou going u> tell me xihat It Is, or aren't j’od?" 
lake your coat off." I »aid, 

, ^ up to the motor and reached my band oat 
towards It then suddenl> leapt to the m-Indow mlth a 
gesture It «aa, as vnxi may guess, a false 
»*Ioda»'°^ e>^ arere mealed outside the 

I Uftod the top 
“See this?" 

“Yes" 

I'What U It?" 

^boal engtne." 

*0 m-oluUcffiiie history Thb eo- 
rSJ; soamcl- " 

Gamhil!^'^ "** blenidy. then he looked at 

* desk-lamp up to it and we all 
‘ Invention, TIk not mlmilf 

hi5i^ r,S;J2f^ ’n,'*” “1'''*'' “I' nirfrt. bes«n to 

>",toMXion«.nd 

^ restored, I said 
;m^do vou say to It?" 

lo what? 

“To an engine." 

“What enj^e?" 

" ten-metre wheel " 

Ma\-e >-ou Invented aooietblng?" 



“Yes You've just seen IL" 

Podralsky was quite at sea Before him stood a small 
outboard motor us^ for pleasure trips, 

"On the same principle as this engine,” I uttered with 
due solemnity, "we’ll oulld one of three-hundred horse- 
power " 

The slapstick preliminaries over, we got down to real 
business We showed Podralsky the rou^ drawing of the 
future engine, explained the principles on which it 
worked, and laid out Bukovsky's manuscript, Ganshin’s 
detailed calculations and ray own drawings 

Finally I announced bluntly 

"Here you have IL 'If with a capital letter A fiity-fitty 
contract ’’ 

Ganshin afterwards told me that my voice had a hard 
metallic ring In IL It was that more than anything else, 
I think, that decided Podralsky He accept^ the ulti- 
matum, and was so happy that he all but nugged us on 
taking his leave 

His parting words, nevertheless, were 

"But why the devil did you woke me up in the middle 
of the night?” 

I answered gravely 

"These things are best discussed at night ” 

“At night?" Podralslo' queried, Ihcn after a moment's 
reflection, "maybe j-ou'rc right Yes, I tliink >*ou are ” 

As I shut the door bBlnd him I could not resist a last 
whispered warning- 

"But hushi Not a ^ord, for God’s sake. ” 
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The next day Podralsky signed a contract with us on 
a fifty-fifty basis, gave us on advance, and, as a speda! 
mark of esteem and gralliudc, presented to each of us a 
magnificent motor-cycle 

The order for building ihc Adros was placed with lire 
"D>'namo,” a Moscow wofJa, Podralsky paying a fabu- 
lous sum for express execution 



1 uTfit lo Ulc uorlvi fvcrj dn>. kickrti up fOwi o\cr llw 
slicttrst dcliij, ond pa'** In'trurtloTis to the foftnwi ana 
the u-orkcn. 

At Wood Glen, In ibe meantime. llilitRS ran thctr nor- 
mal coume. 

Ordem for l)io different elcoK-nU nf the hajje chariot 
rntTP With bin taclorles— the Kokicntia, Sormov'o 

and Fhjtllnv Tlte treads for the ten n»etre 

UMT mode vindcT the ruinc id and the lore «nd 

alt jertinns oi the Grompua under the Rulae of ktbreaker 
parts 

In Movro* ^e oraiph'd the pnmlses of fl blR rltllnR- 
vhool and used them ai a »-orkshop where »c took d«' 
1i\erv oI the dlflerenl rlemenU and had them dietied 
hr aub assembly bofoto being transported to Wood 
dlcn 

Oat there, under winter conditK^m, llte stfv 

wheels were ri\tted In the open A forge and a machliv 
ahop where the various plec<*s were turned and Kraped 
fit were built on the wooded bank of the rivtr The tuen 
H\*ed in damp quarters and worki-d in the frcol ornld 
»mok> camp Arcs whieh cave no warmth The men *<ni 
to work In this hdl called our monster machine the “fjo* 
devdL" Three field^englncer companies, or, to pul it In 
plain Words, several hundred moblllred wxirter* dressed 
In soldhr’i uniform, were workinc *1 Wood Qlcn. Belnc 
sent here was like bchio vnt to Uic front, or rilher to 
detention barracks — no luikwghs wxrc ;^nted, not ev’cn 
for twcnl> four bonra. nod the sentries let no one out of 
the barhcd-wlrc enclosure. 

From the vTfy first ds\ of Wood Glen’s eiislence lh< 
men were eaten up alh’ehj fleas, so-called wood-fleas of 
tremendous alie. But more hatelal than tmy Bcaa were 
the men In command The most brutal olCcecs seemed to 
have been specially selected foe Wood Qlen. The soldlen 
were made to work sixteen hours n daj^ and were 
knocked about and beaten wlUi rifle butts, Ganshin and 
I twice had a tow with Podrotslcy cm that account and 
told him that we would not no lo Wood Glen again ntv 
les5 this brutal treatment of the men was slopped, Albfr 



that the olficers, as lar as we knew, did not use their fists 
on the men any more 

The wheels, incased In wooden scaffolding, were run 
up like a house under construction The Idea was that 
when this experimental model had been completed and 
tested, they would Immediately start building several 
doren of these machines at the Putllov, Obukhovo and Sor- 
movo works These were to be shipped disassembled in 
tarpaulin-covered trucks to the Black Sea, where they 
were to be reassembled In a fortnight and put Into 
service. 

In the meantime the Adros was being assembled at the 
factory In the course of the fitting many pieces had to 
be recast and re-turned, adjusterf and dressed by hand 
I was at the factory from morning till night, altering the 
drawings, and In ray Impatience even going to work 
myself with file and hammer I grew more desperately 
ner.’oos as testing time drew near Was the design 
correct? Would the engine work? Would it pass the test 
for power output? 
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It was a year since Podralsky had asked mysteriously, 
do you say about a whe^ ten metres across?” 

Tile assembly d the Grampus was nearing completion, 
and the Adros engine had already been built The start 
up of the engine was a brflllont success The Adros 
started working at once. The admiration of those who 
witnessed It. howe\'er, was short-lived— after three min- 
utes the engine broke down 

A few daj^ later, the trouble repaired, we cranked her 
up again This time she ran for six minutes, then corked 
again. 

Tlie torments of so-cslled “devclopln^^ began In those 
dasrs we had only a foggy sort of Idea about this develop- 
ing business As for the problem of production manu- 
facturing of aircraft engines, there vre were compleiclv 
at sea It looked simple enough you had an engine bullf, 
It had to be installed In Its place as quickly as possible, 



and then hundreds ol others like It were to be manufac- 
tured and put Into senict. But we were sadly mlstnkea 
We repaired the Adrtjs and started her up over tnd over 
aenia She worked then broke down agiln. After a month 
ol gruelling toll we got her to run for twenty minutes. 
On the twenty-first she broke down. 

But our pallence was at an end We were eagw to test 
her In a loaded-up condition Test her In the alrl Harness 
her In LodoshniJoav’s planel Try to make the LAD-I leave 
the ground! 

But what if the engine foiled In flight? What plied 
would agree to test an airplane with sikJi a faulty and 
unreliable engltK? But the pilot wxmld risk It — or that 
I was sure* 

And PodralsVy? \Vhat aland WTxUd he lake? According 
to the laws of contract existing In the Russian Emp^ 
Podralsky was the legal owner of my engine. To top 
peek, ol troubles I had lo grapple with, these was u« 
problem of bow to wangle pesrnlsslon out erf Podriisky 
to have the engine Installed m the olrpt*n^ would 
never give It' After all, H was the one and only esiglne 
we hia. and It was meant to drive the amphibian as 
as It was ready No. it was no use Uylog, Podralsky 
would never agree to IL Then wtat was to be done? 
GtnsWn and I could not think of anything 
Unforeseen circumstances ceme to our rescue. 
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It was like this- An order calling ttudenls to the col- 
oura was posted up In loam at the end of riineteen six- 
teen, All prolongations were cancelled, I told Podralsky 
that I was being called up and that tt was necessary 1° 
get a release far roe. 

‘n’es, of course," be said- "Well fix that" 

But the days passed and PodralsW did nothing I re- 
minded him, and he porred again, ‘^at’s all richu We'll 
fix It” 

At last. I got a call-up notice. I was to report at the 
School of Ensigns at ten o’clock the next morning with 



my travelling klL That meant dropping the Adros, the 
Grampus, the LAD-1! With the notice In my pocket I 
ruahea off to see PodraUky 
“The master is dining,” said the maid. 

Dining, was he? Good Just the right moment for a 
talk! I expected to see a blissful Pussycat smacking his 
lips with relish, a dazzling white napidn tied rou^ his 
neck. What was my surprise when 1 found him pecking 
listlessly at his food The plate with roast mear 
was pushed away, barely touched. And the napkin 
was tucked carelessly under the collar of his shirt 
What was the matter ulth my patron? What bad upset 
him? 

Irresolutely, I laid the call-up notice on the table 
"That’s nothing," Podralsky said. “Well see about 
that today Evening will ^ decided today ’’ 
“Everything? Wb>', Is anything the matter?" 

Pussy^t by force of habit glanced over his shoulder 
to make sure the door was shut, and said confidentially 
'Today I’m seeing a very, very important person A 
good deal depends on this meeting" 

"Is that sor 

Podralsky leaned over and dropped his voice still 
lower 

"Everything depends on this person Either he’ll sign 
a new CTant of funds, or Well, you know We have 
no lunM to cany on with. But sh. Not a word, for 
God's sake!" 

"No funds? But where's the million you got?” 
Podralsky gave a low whistle and said 
"Expenses Colossal expenses " 

"If that’s the case. But why shouldn’t he sign It?" 
"Because er because someone has been trying 
to set him against me. He may have a general Inspection 
set up And that means — " 

I aid not let him finish the sentence. Now or never, I 
said to myself 

"But you ha\‘c a wonderful Innnp-cardl" 

Podralsky looked up at me quickly 
“Meaning?" 
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a third, standing like stone Images A luxurious Rolls 
Roj^ was stanaing by the curb. 

A sentry barred the way 
“Your pass, please!” 

I got out my pass, but just at that moment a smart 
officer came running up 
“Berezhkov?" 

“Yes" 

“Drive In through the gate, please," 

Burning with curiosity, I rode into the dark shed It 
seems crazy to me today that we didn’t install electric 
lighting in the place so Uiat we could work double shift, 
seeing the hurry we were In It was the devil of an ama- 
teuriM Job, was that peat enterprise of Podralsk/a 
The aim shapes of metal constructions leapt out of 
the darkness in the light of my lamp I saw no one, 
but suddenly I caught the faJot aroma of expensh-e to- 
bacco 

I turned my head at the smell and sau rivo glowing 
red points tn the dark— two cigars 
"StopI Come over here,” came Podralsky’s voice 
I went up, aud in the reflected glow of njy 0^1:16 lamp, 
which was turned the other way, I could aimly discern 
the fi^re of a military man with a grey moustache. 
Podralsky Introduced roc 

"This Is Berezhkov, my bead designer, the one who 
constructed the Adros engine." 

"Ah, glad to meet you,” the rallltary man said rather 
drily 

"It’s his engine that’s going to lift the airplane I was 
telling Your Mcellency awut ’’ 

“How soon will that be?” 

“Within the next few days We Intended telling you 
■bout It after the successful event We meant It to be a lit- 
tle surprise for you." 

“Well, If It will be a success . ." 

‘'We don’t doubt for q minute that it will Well prove 
that to you In a day or Your Excellency," Podralsky 
continued confidently "We have everything ready Mon- 
ey, of course, has been no object to me. The results 



speak for tbemseJvei — \t*e now have an eicdlcnt engine 
of our ov-n which has shoum splendid perfomtnce In 
fartoTi tests The onl> trouble Is. Ycror Exwleocy er 
this ^oang man. mj principal Inventor, B being called 
up Into the School of Ensigns. 

“Oh, that's nothing " 

The military man dree a uhltc little card from the 
Inside pocket of his grealcoat — I caught a glimpse of 
the red lining usually ucim b> general* — and Midi 

“Where can I nrlle a few words here?" 

Podralskv told rrw: to wheel up m> motor-cjtle Then 
he ga\'e the old gentleman his fountalo pen— Pussycat 
always carried that latest wtwd In technical progress 
about with him — and In the light of ray lamp the general 
VrTote something down on the slip of paper and handed 
It to me. sayuig- 

“Gh,"® that card to the chief of the school ” 

Then they began tailing about the amphibian I played 
my lamp cm the \ar(ous fabricated parts, w’hich nap 
fWM to be there that day Then they stepped aside loio 
the dim shadows conferr^ there a uhlle, and nude for 
the e\it ^ 


At the sound of the departing Rolls Royce I jumped on 
to my i^tor -cycle and diwe homeTari 1 hod not gone 
mme than fifty yards when 1 «uddenly reminded mvself 
^ the rwtt 1 slopped the bike, got off. and held thevWt- 
Ing-wd op to the lamp The ll^i Wl on a line of amall 

printed type 1 bent lower and read ‘Mikhan Vasnyevlch 
bird Poi'aisky had 
Supreme Connnander- 
Ir^Iefl On back of the card I read “Student Be- 

>" 

I went to the school and presented the 
mv release with the greatest conr- 
tesy, the chief e%xn sninUng me at oartlnff TTiev trave 

me Is allJl pending a* far as I kn«' 
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Again Uic boundless open fidd— U h; Moscou Airfield 
A January’ morning, nlneiccn seventeen The snow looks 
as U It has had liny diamond cr>'stals scattered over It, 
scattered about unevenly, here with a full Iiand so that 
they darxle your eyes, there more sparingly, Just a little 
I can still see that sparkling espansc and the gold and 
silver alloy of the sun’s disk In the sky Dead as I was 
during those hours to every outside impression, Insensi- 
ble to everything that did not directly concern the plane 
and the engine, I was aware of that sun It’s a good 
07i>ea, I thought 

Soon the LAD-1, powered with my engine, would be 
brought out on to the clean-sw-ept runway Would she 
take off? Would she? No one put that thought Into words, 
the hundred and one little details connectwJ ^ith the air 
trial preparations kept my mind off the coming ordeal 

On the eve of the test we had all— assembly crew 
together with the ground men who had come to lend us 
a hand — spent the night In the air shed The fitters again 
went over every unit and member of the airplane, replac- 
ing parts here and there, tightening things up again All 
orders were Issued by a single man— Lados^ikov 

He had one peculiarity, which I don’t think I have men- 
tioned When at work, that habit of scowling fell away 
from him. He was much more at hjs ease nere, more 
cheerful and better looking even Standing in the frost- 
ed shed, where warming pans with smouldering coals 
barely sustained a temperaUire of several degrees above 
*ero, Issuing orders to a dozen fillers clustering round 
the huge plane, which stretched Its dark-green wings 
from wall to w'all, Ladoshnikov felt quite in his element 
In hJs short sheepskin coat, fur-cap and felt boots, with 
calipers In one hand and a spanner In the other, he went 
over the plane, tirelessly checking up the work. His orders 
wrre terse, cool and precise, and he did not seem to be 
® bit nervous 

It was not until the last moment, when we had taken 
hold of the towing lines to bring the plane out that he 
let himself go 
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R blo^-ltrap I uas about to corse mi'self «’hen suddenly 
the encine made contact and roared Into action 
Then she started misfiring — one earsplItUng explosion 
after another For a moment I atood paral>ied, breath- 
less, mj Itmfs felt like bursting At last the Adros start- 
ed throbbing rb>'thmJcaJly 

All else no* was in the hands of the pilot I coaid do 
nothing more I stepped aside and went up to Ladosh- 
niko\ He stood tight-lipped and silent takfag no further 
part ui affairs He threo me a dark sidelong glance and 
turned awai Naturtllj, he oas In no mood to listen to 
anyone or be looked et just (hen 
The pilot farmed the engine for several minutes. Then 
the LAD-l rrKTved off, gliding across the snow The ma- 
chine retreated from us faster and faster Her dark sUbou- 
tUe on the gleaming snow diminished. 1 bent down, so os 
not to miss the moment mteo the sWs furrowing the vlr* 
gm srtow would suddenly get oosluck sod float above the 
Md. 1 looked — and there (bey were acluall> swaylag 
above the snow, Seating In mld-alr I fdt If^ shouitag 
but 1 couldn’t find mj voice And the LAt>-l was already 
^rlng— can >ou Imagirte ill— actually fiying over the 
IQio^nka airfield. The Adros engine was sln^g its song 
of power In the sky 

1 ran op to Ladoshnlkm'. and sau bis laughing e>w — 
they bad sudd^y grown big and Intensely blue. In hb 
joy he poked roc frIayfaJly in the stomach with what he 
no doubt considered to 6c a Ugbi and friendly Jab. but It 
literally knocked roe off m> feet. Everything went dark, 
and I believe I stopped breathldK for several secoods, 
Ladoshrukov rushed np to roe. but I Implored 

“Get awayl Step back, will youl" 

Instantl> forgetting ni> pain, 1 searched the sky The 
lAD-1 was stoM^ng about the ahfldd, and I listened 
with delight to the roar of her engirre. Yes, It was a mo- 
ment that no ooe coold ever take awayl No matter what 
happened after, the fact remained that UdoshnUov’s 
plane had taken to the airl And It was mv englDe that 
did m ^ ^ 
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Bat, harXl — what was that? Why had the engine sud- 
denly gone dead? Had It failed? It looked like iT Would 
the pilot be able to set her down? Did he have a sufficient 
margin of altitude? 

We all watched the plane with bated breath. Way out 
on the eitrerae edge of the field the skis touched ground, 
the plane raced along amid a cascade of snow dust, then 
»he bounced tall-hlgn, slumped heavily on one side and 
lay stflL 

We ran up to her We found that the olone. In landing, 
had run Into a ditch The hero pilot Odlntsw was safe 
and sound 
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All this had been written down In Moscow at Berezh- 
kov’s lodging Now we were standing In a wide forest 
clearing, In the middle of which towered the ^gantlc 
amphibian, buried almost up to Its hubs In the blr«^ scrub 
“Well," Berezhkov said with a sly smile, "1 can’t sfww 
you the LAD-i, I'm sorry lo say But as for the Qram- 
pus~here you arel" 

"Did you ever get the thing to move?” 

"Oh, that's aoother story Quite an experience, too We 
tested the amphibian that same winter Tlic Adros was 
shipped out here after she had been overhauled again, 
ana was rigged up In the belly of the Grampus A lane 
was cut through tnc Ice right across the river for testing 
the amphibian afloat Before launching the machine we 
went over her again and tightened ev^ythlng up 1 w'as 
te^bly nervous. We would soon know definitely whether 
thing had been properly constructed or not, whether 
ft would move or crack up the moment It got started 
"We couldn't get the motor going for quite a time At 
last It b^jan to pound away Inside the armoured casing 
The heavy chariot, stuck frozen to the ground, began to 
shudder in all her frame. I got Into the driver’s seat Next 
to me sat Podralsky 

"I put the lever over Into first, then carefully, with 
bated breath, began slipping In the clutch, feeling the in- 
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crcflslnc load In all and Ihe marroft of m> 

bones Suddenly IIkt? a simrp snap My heart sank. 
But the next moment I renllrctl that the aound had been 
caused b> the metal ’M\nihin|i free from the cround’s 
frozen prlp. that the wImjcIs had turned and n'ero moving 
foru'anl 

“TTw crowd fell away, clearing a path for It The men 
who had had such a hard time liere bulldtng that monster, 
cheered and tossed their caps tn the nir 1 rieard nothing, 
felt nothing but the throb of ibe engine ond the streu of 
the metal in its critical JoinU The engine, which had 
taken a tremendous load at the start, waa now running 
steadily and easily 1 put on speed, the wheels obe>ed me 
^\^th a roar and a clatter ue got ahead of the running 
crovd. Close by atood an age-old birch I headed the 
amphibian straight towards Ik PodraKky clutched my 
shcMider I cau^t hit anxious look, but a spin! of mis- 
chief had tailed me (n m> elation Tl« birch tree came 
closer A barely perceptible foil and It snapped like o 
matchstki. Walt a minute I'M find IL" 

Berezhkcp, limping, ran ligh(l> towards the forest 
"Here \’du arel" he shoulea 

I quickened rn> step Dereibkcn pointed exullantli to a 
thick rotting birth stump which crumbled when he kicked 
tL 

“Well" Berezhkos- said, wnlllng. ‘Vhat do jou sav 
about a ten metre wheel?** 

"Td never believe it And what happened neit?" 

“Woald like to brow?” 

“Wouldn’t I' The birch snapped, and then what hap- 
pened?” 

It turned out, arwwered Berezhkov, that for all my wild 
excitement acceteratJon and krwcklnc down of birch- 
trees, 1 had not travelled more than sixty yards The am- 
phibian had been running for no more than a minute and 
a half — dghty-eigbl seconds, to be exact Ganshin had 
Unied It on his 5op watch On the eighty ntrith we got 
stuck. The engine was running, the huge wheels slddcfcd, 
shooting up lunra of frozen earth, but the amphibian 
wouMn'r bodge. Then, with an awful crash, the engine 





broke tkjuTi I Jumped off the macJiine Looked it over 
The massisc rear roller had ploiicticd a deep black strip 
and prot burled in (he ground Tlial Iilppomonstrosity of 
ours ne\'cr readied the water lane. Tliere and Uicn wc 
decided to Increase the diameter of the rear roller 

Anvlww, the fact remained that the engine had set the 
uheels colng after ail And It had lifted Ladoshnikov’s 
machine tool Our Russian engine^ Ifie Adros, Iben the 
most pou'crful petrol engine of the aircraft type In the 
^orld, designed on unorthodox and absolutely original 
lines, was a reallt}. It e.xlsled The thing now was to 
repair It and start production manufacturing as quickly 
as possible. 

At that time, alas, I did not understand the meaning 
of those three simple words “creating on engine ’’ I shan't 
go Into that now. but let me tell you briefly that without 
a firstKlass Industry, the finest and most talented of 
engine designs will never become a reliable Industrial 
fabrication 

There was a lot more I did not understand then I was 
soon to learn that history was to be revolutionized not by 
ten-raetre wheels or three hundred horse-pou’er engines, 
but by powers of quite a different order, powers I had no 
Idea of at the time. 

It was the year nineteen seventeen. I am ashamed to 
say I did not even try to understand ^vbat was going on 
During the days of the February Revolution I Just loitered 
about the streets, gaping What worried me most was the 
fate of my Adros 
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Let me finish the story of that fantastic wheel, though, 
Berezhkov v-’ent on. 

The February Revolution found the Pussycat with all 
his wits about him For a time, at least, ho seemed to be 
thriving His chubby face shone beatJflcally, and he smiled 
and smacked his Ups in anticipation of the fabulous 
profits he was going to rake In. He had contrived to get 
a new subsidy out of the Provisional GovemmenL But ft 



uasn't lonR before his temper began to get badly fraj-ed. 
The workers In vpidlers’ tinifornis, vlto llwl in ba^^s 
at Wood Glen, bad elected a commlUcc of loldicrb ocp- 
utla and arre derrundlnc liimian conditions Some of 
the most hated officeri vere beaten up and kicked off the 
groends, Podraiskj arfi\ed at Wood Glen \r1lh o red silk 
bou In his lapel, calkd a meeting, clambered on to the 
go-devil, and started a speech culling for war to the vic- 
torious end He v.as ofagRed oH the “platform’* and 
trundled auay In a uhedbamni 
The soldiers’ committee elected me uorks superin- 
tendent and e\‘en co-opted me as a membef I still ha\e 
the paper certifying that I uaa a member of the Esecutire 
Committee of the Soviet of Soldiers’ Deputies. In the 
v.hirl of events, however, the fantMUc chariot *as aoon 
forgotten and neglected My bead was full of new Ideas 
and I stopped going to Wood Qlcn altogether A* for the 
engine, Ganshin and 1 put e great deal rr>or« of Into 
her developmcat, bat that’s another odventure, another 

strictly speaking. Is the p-lKile story,*' Bereih- 
bn UTDcmd up •‘Aithoogh. 

Reminding himself of aomethlng, he smiled and held 
up a foreflngi?r It was a sign that another ennous litlk 
story was forthcoming 

There’s a eeqnel to the story of the go-devll, though. 
One da), when the country was at civil war and things 
w-ere at their tensest, a summons was delivered to me at 
the ktosco* Inventions Bureau — It was one of the several 
Jobs I was holding— asking me to call at a ^?en hoiir nl 
the Department for ComboUng EoDOomIc Countef-RcvolQ- 
tkn of the Veebeka on Dienhlnsky Square (tbm the 
Lubyanka) Although 1 was not conscious of any offence 
on my part, I went there In no easy frame of mlad. A 
past was made out and I walked In. I u as kept waiting 
In the corridor for some fhne. Then I was Iirriled In to 
one of the Inspectors. He was veiy nice to me. 

“Please sit down- Are yoo the Bereihtov who built the 
amphibian In the woods?" 
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‘'Yes, that’s me ” 

“I’m \'cry clad to meet you Are j’ou aware that that 
maclilne Is still standing In the forest?’’ 

**I regret to say I haven’t been there for some time 
But I should Imagine it’s no easy lob to get It out’’ 

"But it’s fn danger of being oestroj’^ Wc have re- 
ceived reports that the population are pulling It to pieces 
What’s to be done ^^lt^l it? Do you consider the idea of 
that machine technically sound?" 

. I said that the thing was now only of historical Interest 
An amphibian v.dlh twllow wheels was Just a curiosity 
The only thing of value was the engine, and I was still 
working on that 

"Still, what are we to do with this amphibian?” the 
Inspector asked 

In my opinion, I said. It would be ver>’ edifying to make 
a public exhibition of It on some waste plot or other — 
somewhere by the Moskva River on Vorobyovy Hills Let 
that Immense amphibian sen,'e as an emblem of the tsar- 
ist regime, which tried to defend the country with the 
old of such monstrosities 

I w'Qs thanked for the advice and dismissed 

We were crossing the clearing to where the motor-cycle 
stood The moss felt springy underfoot, the young birches 
w'ere rustling, the sunbeams were dancing, and the air 
smelt of fre^ and mouldy leaves and of moist warmed 
bark. Berezhkov Inhaled these forest smells with obvious 
pleasure. 

"That’ll do for todayl” he cried when we reached the 
motor-cycle. ‘‘Come alongl I’ll drive you home ’’ 

"Aleiri Nikolayevich, ^en will I be seeing you again?” 

"You want the continuation?" 

"I do " 

“Ail right, then, come and see me again on Sunday 
You’ll get the continuation.’’ 




A NIQKT OF 8TORIE8 


BertihJcov could not meet me Ihe cUy he pronjlswl- The 
‘irrtervi«.er^ CAioe »t Uie Bppotnled time, only to be told 
"Akjid NDcolayevkh Is out of town." 

"Where's be ffooe to?" 

"Where he’s been sent He never tells us." 

“When will he be b*ck?" 

“He Slid ha doesn't Icnoa " 
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I had no choice but lo take my leave. Ah, well I’d have 
to arm myself with patience, I daresay One day passed, 
then another, but there was no sign of Bereihlcov On the 
third day at last he answered the phone. 

yAleiel Nikolayevich? Is that you? Good morning I’ve 
be^ suffering torture all this time. I'm dying to hear 
more," 

“I’m sorry, but there’ll be nothing doing until the 
twenty-fifth Your sufferings will be eased then ” 

"Can’t you do It before that, Alexei NlkoIa>'evtch?’’ 

“Frankly, I’d like to myself " 

"Then when may I come?" 

"Come and see me the first Sunday a/ler the twenty- 
fifth " 

This time your “intervlew'er,” made xvlse by experi- 
ence, came early to make sure of catching Berezhkov at 
home. I was fold that he was stfll asleep That wsss good 
omen. 

"Fine' Don't wake him, please. J’ll wait till be gets up " 

I was shown Into his study 

If was a room that expressed the character of Its occu- 
pant I saw Berezhkov here at his intrinsic worth, os it 
ware, shorn of all the tinsel Not a single useless or 
superfluous article. The writing-desk bad so much free 
space on It that one was Involuntarily reminded of the 
saying "clear the decks for aclloa” Against the walls 
stood attractive and very convenient bookcases designed 
obvkiusly by the owner Over the desk hung a full-length 
photographic portrait of Nikolai Zhukovsky, the one I 
nave already described, showing the professor In a wlde- 
brlmmed hat, jackboot^ and with a sfmtgun, 

The telephone rang In the bedroom next door Thfen I 
beard a famSIlar \x)[ce 

"Hullo Free play? In udiat cylinder? And how’s the 
oil feed?" 

Berezhkov asked a few more questions of a highly tech- 
nical nature, then said 

"I’m getting up HI be at the drome Inside of an hour ” 

My spirits were damped at once Ten minutes later 
Berezhkov came In, clean-shaven, dressed, and smiling 
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“I heard you Ltt mn itng a tuna here,** he said, ahakirm 
hinds 

I uas surprised. 

“Me? 1 was lilUng as quirt ns a moose." 

Berethkm beffsn to sing- 

"Now little birdie you re caught In the net!" He looJced 
•t me with laughing greenish «>es, and spread his hands 
apologetlcill) "Sorrv the bird Is Ib^ng auny " 

“U’s no }<ijnc mitlM kw me, rcaiW," 1 said 
'?^e\Tr mind, vou'il find (btngs easier after the fifth " 
“But )-ou promised mo after the tvenh-filUi." 

"Nothing doing Unforeseen aeddent'^ 

"You don’t kxA it " 

Bereihkcrv laughed 

“It isn’t \-efy pleasant, of eourse. to h»\e j’our engine 
break down during the lest, but In such cases 1 always 
sai ‘If she hadn’t failed here today ahe six«ld have 
conked In the air tomorrow As It Is. ve now know whal'a 
wrong with her ' And so I’m off lo eee what the trouble’s 
about" 

"Can’t 1 CO with you, Aleirt Nlk^>laye^'lcil?" 

"I’m afraid you can’t" 

"A secret?" 

Bereihkm nodded and raised a warning finger 
"Sh. Not a word " 

His eyes were Isaghlrn; again He was now a dtsHn- 
guUhed aircraft engtne d^lgner. whose \outhfuI \agaries 
were a thing of the pist yet the blood of the old tmpetu 
oos Bereihkoi still ran strong In his ixlns 

“Can’t be done," be aaid gravely "^ul alter the 
fifth. " 

“After the ftTlh whal?" 

“After the fifth. U nothing sopefnttural ocana to 
prevent ft. 111 be able to tel) tou all about It" 

He Invited me into the djnmc-room. 

“Have some breakfast udUi roe." 

Sliced ham end green peas arert brought In from the 
tdteben bi a sballng Irytng-pan. Fresh shredded cabbage 
was served up tn a bowl. 



‘The elWr of youtiil” Berezhkov said, glancing at tht 
cabbage. ‘This Is my regular morning dish " 

Obviously It was not the cabbage that was his “eJDdr 
of youth,” Without a doubt, the ming that kept him so 
young and full of go at forty was the joy of creative 
work, further stimulated by some Importmit job he now 
had in hand and which, for the time being, was a secret to 
me. 

“Perhaps you'll tell me something to fill the hour up?” 
I su^ested 

“All right Would you like to hear a stunning episode 
of the year nineteen nineteen?” 

Q 

After that affair with the Adros engine I told you 
about, Berezhkov began, there was a period m my life 
when I turned my band to various odd jobs, after which 
came the grand epopee under the general heading of 
“Compass ” I'll gl\'e ;^u a fuller account of all that some 
other time, but Just now I'lJ let you have the esseirtlal 
facta about the Compass One day, In the spring of nine- 
teen nineteen, Ganshin breezed In 

“Berezhkov, you’re wanted Mount your bike and let’s 
ffo” 

“Where to? What for?” 

‘To Zhukovsky He has received a letter from the Coun- 
cil of People’s ^mmlssara, asking him to help build a 
squadron of aeroslelgiis for the Red Army The Compass 
Is meeting at his place lodey for the first time.” 

“The C^pass? What's that?" 

“Abbreviation Stands for ‘Committee for the Produc- 
tion of Aeroslelgha.’ You’ve been enrolled as a member 
And I, as you see, have been sent to fetch yoti." 

“All right, I'm ready TTiere’s one Iltue drawback, 
though," 

“Cmly one? What Is It?” 

“I have never had anything to do with aerosleJghs." 

“And who has? Only uusin and Ladoshnlkov And nou'. 
for the first time In world history ve are to start building 
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terDaWcfaa oQ an Industrial scale. This kind of weapon 
has ne\er been used In ^ar >■*!. It will be a raechanfred 
cavalry on runnefa-” 

“Daih It a splendid ideal” 

"^Ve’ll see what tune youll slog when the Idea Oops. 
And that’s that’s going to happen. I’m afraid " 

’’Croaidng again' Come alongl" 

And off ue 'ent to Professor Zhukovsky 
Zhukm^ Tias the founder, the spiritual father, so to 
speak, of the Compass, while its practical leader, the 
chairman of the comr^tlee. was another dlstlnjjuished 
professor of the Ahascow School of Engineering — August 
Ivano%k:h Shelest, bead of the Dcpartruwt of Internal 
Combustion Engines and a specialist in aircraft engines. 

Well then, a fe» months after ne had started this 
aerosWgh business (I will give >'du the story of those 
most Interesting monlhs next time), daring a night 
sitting of the Compass— and met let me tell >-ou, 
times without mimber end rooalJy at night— the telephone 
rang Shelest answered II. Alter the first lew phrases he 
turned to us and larved hb hand fraoilcall). c n mrnandtng 
silence His \vict alone could be heard in Um bushed rocoi. 
"The Kutaf\a Touer’ At sa am.?” 

Plainly he was making a great eforl to speak calmly 
"Yes, WT ha\-e petrol Who* Yes, that’s dear" 

He pul the recefver down, turned to us, and said, 
‘'That’s done IL" 

Shelest, 1 remember was not (be kind of man to give 
wa> to dejection Our chairman at that time was on the 
sunny side of flfti , but he had not pot on weight, nnd was 
still a favourite with ibe women, a sportsman and an 
csUbnslasUc roolor-cvclUt Not e\*en the Iron-grey at his 
temples made him look any older He possessed tremen- 
dous rcsenes of \-ltatil)', cheerfulness and humour These, 
by the wa> were essential qualtttes In a man II he was 
to bond acroiJeigfis at si/ch a (croe 
But just then Shelest looked put out 
‘That’s done it," be said blc^y 
‘TYhal's the matter?” 

Shelest answered 



pletln^f t course of studies at the Aeronautical Institute. 
That day ahe was not at all as grave and aloof as I had 
once thought her. So this slim, fair-hatred student-gtrh 
this unaff^ed, at once dieerfol and very earnest young 
woman was the wife of the well-known aircraft engine 
designer 

In a comer sat a blue-eyed man In a gr^ summer suit, 
about ten years younger than Berezhkov On being Intro- 
duced, be stood up and gave me his hand with a shy smile. 
I noted the rather soft Indelennfaate line of his mouth, 
which seemed to point to a mild disposition, and was all 
the more surprls^ at the firm strong grip of his hand. 
Of course, I re^tered this contrast b^WTKn hand end 
mouth subconsciously, and did not think of it until after- 
wards- 

The kind old eyes of Professor Zhukovsky, photo- 
graphed at the blackboard In the lecture hall, lool^ down 
at us from the walL 

After shaking bands all round, I saw a figure curled up 
on the sofa in a comer of the room. Judging by bis reg- 
ular breathing the man was asleep 

"That's the proverbial Qanshtn,” Bereihkov said with 
a nod In his direction. "This Is the best 1 can do ly way 
of Introducing him for the time being" 

Bereihkov then resumed the occupation which my 
arrival had InlerruplecL 

He was roasting coffee beans on an electric hotplate. * 

Three bottles of champagne with maaslve corks In 
tinfoil wrappings lent a festive touch to the table. 

"Battery for the salutel" Berezhkov explained. "Well 
fire the salvo when the record’s beaten Meantime. - , , III 
soon give you a taste of real good coffee properly pre- 
pared.” 

He shook the beans with an expert band, explaining 
that coffee should be roasted directly belorc being made, 
and that the only pan suitable for the purpose was nei- 
ther an aluminium nor an enamelled one, but a cast-iron 
skillet 

"Nothing bnt a cast-iron aklUet" he repeated. "And be 
sure the beans crackle when roasting ” 



I coaid picture Berezhkov checking his ennine, pre- 
parfne It for the flichf, sitting and listening to Its mlgtity 
roar iot fiftj, eighty, o hundred hours. It must hive been 
those endless hour* that he hid In mind shen ho prom- 
ised to call mo up in the night But nothing had come of 
It, unfortunslelv 

The r>cet da\ the ne^tpapers carried further reports 
of the flight the plane had been in the air la-dce round 
the clock At nine In the exening the radio broadcast a 
k)g report Iroci the airplane, sasdng. “Hax-c done nine 
and a half thousand kilometres Earth screened b> fog 
All in order Are continuing the fllghL" 

I thoujAt of Berezhkov Should 1 ring Wm up? I coold 
tnjsgtnenow excited he uas. Railing for those reports. 
No. this Ris r>o time to bother him 
Then all of a aadden, after ten in the evening. I was 
called to the telephone. fHddng up the recelvef I conld 
hardly bclle^*e my emm care — it mas Berezhkov calling 
“Coroe round! Well make a night of It * 

I lost no time. Ulthtn (Rent) minutes I Ras entering 
Berezhkov'a flat 

s 

I found guests there. I needn’t menUon Ihetn all, but 
I must say a u-ord about Berezhkov's sister Masha. 

Detach^ and calm, she Ras. of course, a contrast to 
her brother, but for all that the family Iftecess, the 
‘'Berezhkov strain." was tmmJsLakahle. Nature had 
endouTd them unlh one and the same open and engaging 
smDe. Only by a strong effort of ImaglnalKm coaid one 
picture the brother or sister Jn the damps or bad- 
tempered. 

As for Berezhkov's wife I bad seen her only once, and 
that had been a passing glimpse. I remember her ccmlng 
In from the str^ with a firm tread, carryhig a roll of 
drawings and a bulky brief<aBe, and looking, I thooght 
rather grave and tired- Berezhkov once dropped a remark 
about her having throRn np her slndles in order to help 
trim with the designing and derelopaient of his alrcrait 
engine. Sbe was now nuking op for lost time and com- 
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I could pldure BeroWon checkJnR bb wif^tne, pre- 
pirbip ll for the flichf. cHtlng- and listening- to lU mJMy 
roar for fiity, eighty, a hundred houri. 11 must have been 
those endless hours that he had In mind when ho prom- 
ised to call me up In the night But nothing had come ol 
It urdortunalely 

The ncit day the neu-spapers carried further reports 
of the flight The plaiK had been in the air twice round 
the clock. At nine in ^e csenlng the radio broackiast a 
log report from the airplane, saving. "Have done nine 
and a half thousand kilometres Eaiih screened by fog 
All In order Are continuing the aigbL** 
i thought of Bereshkerv should J ring bIxD up? J coaid 
bnagtiM bow eidled he wai, waiting for those reporti- 
No, this «as no time to bother blm 
Then oil of a «iid<ten. after ten In the evening. I was 
called to the lekpbone. WcklDg up the receiver I coold 
hardly bdleve my own ears— It was Berezhtov ctUlng 
**Come roundl We’ll make a night of 11 " 

I lost DO time. Wllbic twenty mtnulea 1 oas entering 
Berexhiiaov's flat 

0 

I found guests there. I needn’t mention them alt but 
I must say a word about Berezhkov’s slater Masha. 

Detached and calm, she was. of course, a contrast to 
her brother, but for all that the fanoly lOtenesa. tha 
“Berezhkov strain," was unmistakable. Nature had 
eodowed them with one and the same open and engaging 
smUe. Only by a strong effort of Imagination could one 
picture the brother or stster In the dumps or bad- 
leinpered. 

As for Berezhkov’s wife I bad seen her only once, and 
that bad been a passing gUmpie. I remember her coming 
In from Ibe str^ wttn a flrin tread, canrying a roll 3 
drawings and a bulky brief-case, and looking, I thought, 
rather grave and limL Berezhkov once dropped a remark 
about her having thrown up her aludles In order to hetP 
him with the dalgnlng and development of his aira^ 
engine. She was now making up for tost ttme and com- 



pleUn^j a course of studies ol the Aeronautical Institute. 
That day she was not at alt as grave and aloof os I bad 
once thought her So this sihn, falr*baired student-girl, 
this unaffected, at once cheerful and very earnest young 
woman was the wl/e of the well-known aircraft engine 
designer 

In a comer sat a biue-eyed man In a gr^ sununer suit, 
about ten years younger than Berohkov On being Intro- 
duced, ho stood up and gave mo his hand with a shy smile. 

I not^ the rather soft Indelennlnatc Una of his mouth, 
which seemed to point to a mild disposition, and was all 
the more surprls^ at the firm strong j^p of his hand. 
Of course, I regtalered this contrast oolween hand and 
mouth subconsciously, and did not think of It until after- 
wards- 

The kind old eyes of Professor Zhukovsky, photo- 
graphed at the blacWward In the lecture hail, looked down 
at us from the wall 

After shaking bonds oU round, 2 saw a figure curled up 
on the sofa In a comer of (he room. Judging by bis reg- 
ular breathing the man was asleep 

"That's the proverbial Ganshin," Berttbkov said with 
a nod In his dlrecUoa "This Is the best 1 can do by way 
of Introducing him for the time being " 

Bereihkov then resumed the occupation which my 
arrival had Interrupted 

He was roasting coffee beans on an electric hotplate. * 

Three bottles of champagne with massive corks in 
tinfoil wrappings lent a festive touch to the table. 

“Battery (or the saluteJ" Bereihkov explained "Well 
fire the salvo when the record's beatem Meantime. ... I'll 
soon rive j'ou a taste of real good coffee properly pre- 
pared^ 

He shook the beans with an expert hand, explaining 
that coffee should be roasted directly before being made, 
and that the only pan suitable for the purpose was nei- 
ther an aJuminium nor an enamelled one, but a cast-iron 
skJllet. 

"Nothing but a cast-iron skillet," he repeated "And be 
lore the beans crackle when roasting " 
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He bent oref the p»n, listening, then suddenly said 
“That’s Just bow I feel now — on hot coals." 

Evefyone laucted at bis Jokes and Joked back, but of 
course no one Tor a minute forgot that an airplane 
powej-ed with bis engine was sweeping the eipansea of 
Central Russia 

After a while a cup of coffee was ooured out and 
placed before me with a plate of sandwicnes 
“Tell 113 somrihtng about the flight, Aleiel Nikola- 
yevich,'' 1 said. 

“Some other time. I can't until they’ve set 'er down. 
Let’s talk about other things today " 

He sat down on the sofa at the teet of the tleepei and 
leaned back cocnfortably In the comer 
“And so we beghi the night of coffee and stories," be 
■nnooDCtd. 

There w^as a hush ai antldpattoQ, bat all of a sudden 
Berezhkov Jumped up He brought the tdenfvne In from 
the next room, plugm the long flex Into tne wall socket 
and placed the tel^ume set to Mm on a chair He 
reached Us band out to the recetver. then sighed and 
thought better of IL 
“They've driven me ouL " 

“Wbo has?" 

'Tbem at fli^ besdquerters. And quite right loo 
Ordered me off To sleep They gave orders that none of 
my calb were to be answered " 

Sighing again, be glanced round the room, went over 
to a chair on which bung a light coloured scarf that most 
have belonged to one of tbe woman, and threw the scart 
over tbe tcTepbone. Then be tat down again, 

“Well Let’s begin the way they used to In tbe good 
old romances, place iby hand in mfng, gentle reader” 
E\efyoii« was looking at him. But be could not sit sUlL 
Jumping up again, be crossed to the door, which was 
•Jar, and shut IL 
"Why did yxra do that?* I asked. 

“Tbe fluids evaporate," be explained. 

He kiwtred hlinstlf-oD tbe sofa again, leaned back 
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agaimt the cushions and sat there for a minute or so 
with an absent look, 

“Alexei Nikolayevich,” I said, ">“ou didn’t finish that 
account of the aeroslclgh trip last time. What happened 
after you started out? l^t’s all bear the story ’’ 

“All?” Berezhkov repeated with an amused air “You’re 
the only one here urlio doesn't know it I hope the others 
will excuse mo for a twice-told taJe." 

Requests come from oil sides 

“Tell us about the tin of enamel paint” 

“And the inventions bureau." 

“No, toil us about Kronstadt” 

“HI tell you everything,” Berezhkov promised "Ail the 
strange hoppeninga fn the life of your obedient servant 
will be related to you this evening With your perraisslon, 
however, we shail take things In chronological order " 
The “Interviewer” got out hla notebook and pencil 
“We’ll get round to the sleigh trip, too,” Berezhkov 
said, addr^lng me. 
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We!!, then, let's start from the beginning, be resumed 
It was the year nineteen hundred and eighteen. I didn't 
understand much of what was happening at the time. Aa 
you know, 1 was always crazy about technics, and the 
Bolsheviks didn't strike me as having the slightest inter- 
est In technics Politics to me was a sheer waste of time. 
What had the Bolsheviks and politics to do with the won- 
derful thlngp I dreamt of desfgning? 

1 didn’t pnllosophlie mu^ about It either 1 was twenty- 
two, Ideas, schemes and fanlasles gushed from mo as If 
under pressure of a thousand atmospheres, I was ready 
to throw myself into any work so long as I had a chance 
of Inventlug and creating something 

At that time an appeal of the Soviet Government was 
published In the oewspapera cadllng on all engineers and 
technicians to take up the Jobs they had specialized In. 

After readlitg the appeal I went out of the house and 
vallord about aimlessly, thinking' what was I to do, 
where was 1 to go? 
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The appetl ipoVe about apedaitles, but wbat irjia my 
specialty? , 

A deslpier of drcora projects The best thing would 
be to base an office of my own with a niodest slm “Or- 
ders bandied Fantasies of every Idnd designed- But I 
couldn’t go anywhere with such a proposal, I’d be kicked 
out I bad to get a job somewb^e In what capacity, 
though? The thmg I loved best In the world was motors, 

I suppose. But wnere were they handling motora these 
days? 

Xtoslng thus, 1 wandered about the streets of Moscow, 
whl^ were already dusted with snow In my rambles 
I stared vacantly at the placards, bills, notices and de- 
crees that were pasted alt over the towiL 
Suddenly, In one of the doorways, 1 saw a sign 
“Central Aiotor Section of the R.S J SR" 

Obo, motorsl The very thing! So In 1 went 
The office consisted of several cold empty rooms In 
which sat two or three comrades In greatcoats. 

I Ifrtr od oced im^If as a lasl-ytar stndeot of the 
Moscow School of En^neerlng, presented my docnments, 
answered a few (raesllons about myself, and was taken 
on there and then m the capacity of manager of the organ* 
Istng department I got a sheet of puuKr and wrote on ih 
“Organiiing Department, Central ^tor Section of the 
R-S.P.SJt" I pinned the sheet on the door of one of the 
rooms and Installed myself In It 
The Motor Section had a ffeel of some twelve to fifteen 
cars. We Issued vouchers tor the use of those cars. But 
to get a car from us was a bell cd a Job, even against 
notes of the Council of People’s Commissars. Onr can 
were always out or under renalr 
This managerial lob of mine was pare clerical work. 
I was for ever writing up plans, rcp^ and what noi 
In a nwoth or twc^ ooTCver, when I got the hang of 
things. I let myself go with a vengeaDct. and subbed 
a grandiose scheme for setting up a central service 
garage In Mosot for a thousand can. It waa a mirvel- 
project— a volnme at least an Inch 
thick. It described the duties of the service staff, from the 



maiiaffer down to the sweeper, in minutest detail, and 
bad on appendix with dozens of diagrama and charts. Tbe 
project provided for tbe construction of a two-storeyed 
circular garage building complete with hoisting gear and 
aubmatlc signalling. AVben a car went out, a red light 
flashed on at the conlrohdeak In the signal room, and 
when it came back a green one went oil A button 
was pressed at tha office where a car was needed, and 
a number sprang up on the distributing board In 
the signal room The drawing of that room was done 
In colours. I showed a girl sitting on a revolving 
chair and controlling the whole of Moscow’s motor 
service. 

NaturaUy, the whole scheme could not have anv real 
algnlficance for present-day use. But I enjoyea this 
glOTpse Into the future. I wrote and drew the thing with 
genuine enthusiasm, my bead in the clouds 

Meantime, on the ground next to the Alexandrovsky 
Railway Station, there stretched a rooior-car cemetery 
Cara were dumped there lust anyhow— wheels up, on 
their sides, one on top of (he other Several thousand 
smashed and broken cars lay plied up under the open 
sky They had been shipped to Moscow from the Vesfem 
Front, and were mostly vehicles that had been purchased 
from the allies. There was nowhere to repair them, and 
nothing to repair them with— tbe spare pa^ having been 
lost If they bad ever come at all— and anyone who felt 
Ilka It could strip the cars without hindrance. 

Petrol was scarce. Cars were run on kerosene, on 
gasoline, on alcohol and even on brandy We filled up on 
alcohol at the distillery In Lefortova The car would drive 
through the open gates Into the yard where a filling tap 
had been fixrf up outside to aTOld writing out passes. 
Pure alcohol ran from that tap. It was sheer extravagance 
through sheer poverty 

My motor-cycle ran on kerosene. Before starting out 
I had to make the carburettor red-hot with a blow-lamp, 
and after that the bike ran beautifully If the engine Jibbed 
on the way, the blow-lamp was got out again, the carbu- 
rettor was healed red-hot, and wo went again. 



But very otlco no ilcoliol, kerosene, or petrol WM to be 
had for love or money Factories were at a standsUll. 
buildings were unbeat^, the clcctrklly didn't work, and 
there were hardly any rervlccable cars to be had. 
Berezhkov paused smiled and tnddenly said. 

“But they're domp it, damndlt They're sky rtdincr 
Tbe “Inlervkrwcr" understood his fcelini^ and 
Ihoaghts How short, and yet how Jirctl was the distance 
between those \Tars of economic duo* and the present 
night, when a Soviet aircraft with AIczet Berezhkov's 
enpinic had been In the air for o\cr two days and nighl* 
now on Its non-stop dmilar flight to set a new world 
record. 

How had that gulf been bridged? WoalJ Berezhkov 
be able to describe It? 

Berezhkov reached for the telephone again, but checked 
the Impulse- 
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That epoch, as tou know, went by the generally ac- 
cepted name d Tver Communism. B^ezhm continued. 

I remember the slogan that was so popular in the press, 
on the postefL and in cpcecbes those oayv- “Tbe Social- 
ist Motnerlana Is In Danpert** 

People went off to the front In an endless stream. There 
was a shortage of bread In Moscow, fuel was scarce, 
miny factories had stopped working and the tramcars 
praeiksily didn’t run. Yet those days aland fixed In my 
memory as a lime of tremendous enthusiasm and creatlom 
How many change* there were! The foundations of a new 
world were being Iildl It was In those years, for In- 
stance, that the CAIII — the Central Aero- and Hjnlro- 
[lynanilc Institute was foanded and named after Zhu- 
kovsky An amazing time! We went hungry, but wo were 
never down hearted. The Weltscbmerz never clouded our 
brows. As a matter of (act we had never laughed so tnoch 
before. I remember lots of funny thing*. 

For Instance, you aliould ha\-e seen us going to work In 
the srinter on our motor-cycle*. W© had to u*o oor legs 



as skis and steer a passage througfi the snowKirlfts And 
they were some snow-drlfe, I tell youl Even the centre of 
Moscow — Tversksya and KuMetsKy Most — was snowed 
right under 

And for all that, I don’t remember ever having felt cold 
on my motor-cycle. We bad young blood In us and did 
not shiver even In the keenest frost One only feels cold 
when one's old And the whole of our new world was a 
world of youth. In those days I went about In the winter 
wearing a short sheepskin coat girdled with a broad 
array bdt, leggings and a papakha* which Ladoshnlkov 
had given me as a present The motor-cycle was my con- 
stant companion, participant and helpmate In all my 
adventures and romances On a free evening I'd tear 
along with the wind In my face, young, happy, confident 
that 1 was going to do great things. 

Before long I got an Interesting new Job One fine day 
Ganshin turned up 

“Ganshin, are yw going to sleep there, all nlghi?” Be- 
reahJmv suddenly bro£j oo his story and selied nis friend 
by the leg 

The latter turned over, revealing an extremely good- 
natored, snub-nosed, sleepy face, which fully answered 
Berethkov's’ des<^ptlon- Ganshin sat up and peered 
round near-slghtedfy 

“What d'you want?" be growled. 

“Thls Is a night of story-telllog Here, let me Introduce 
you," Berezhkov said, maJdag the Introductions "If I tell 
a he,’ hold up 'a leg " 

, ,“I bold ft trp beJorehandl" 

A leg In a brown tronser Jiggled In the air BeiVahkov 
caught It and pulled it down, but It was up again 'In an 
Instant Everyone laughed Oainahln was nov'wlde awake.' 
Tuddng his 'feet up undeffalni, he fished his glasses 
out of hJs, pocket and began wiping them. Several 
hands 'with gIass«“'of wine, cups of coffee, sandwiches 
and cakes were held out to him at once. He was obviously 
popular In' that bouse. ' • -'’j ' ' j' ' ‘ , 

• PapaiSa — ■ tall far cap — Tr 



Well, than , BefcihW? resxuned, one fine day lid* 
gentlcDun along and says, as osoil 
"Bereihkov, yoa're vanted" 

•"At yoor serv'ice. What, where, uhen?” 

‘Tl'e need a chairman of the Technical Ccmncfl at the 
Boreaa of Invenlioai We have to set up a council to 
eiamlne Im'entloos, ghre Its opinion on them, and bav'e 
them tested — In abort, you’re the roan u-e Deed" 

1 vaa so fed up vflb the office work In the organltlng 
department of the Motor Section that I Immedlaiely coth 
senlcd to take on Ibe fob aa a side-line. 

Future geiteiaUcms will probably be puxzlcd by that 
magk vort “side-llne." the j'ears of War Coni- 

mtjnlsm a penoo couJd hold a doten different Jobs 
Anyone who had less than three or ioui was considered 
Joat a laxyboQcs. 

The Bureaa of fmentlcma was located lo the Ordiold, 
2 a m o sk \ xff ec ij> '^ District. In a new. Ttry tail and Irlgfat- 
folly cold bouse. There, on U» fourth floor, 1 occopled 
aeceral roonu, camplde vtth ty-plsla, aecreUrtea and con* 

«nU«nU 

1 received appllcatlona. examined Inventions, organ- 
ized an expertmenlal worisbop. and tried to the be^ of 
my ability to assess, test and recommend every ImTotion 
that presented the slightest Interest 
The punching of tin baslna and plaies— i very tisefal 
lob — was a tldrd slde-lhw ol nflne. The tin basin punch- 
ing proposition was put Ihroogh the Bureau of luven- 
Ucma, where It was duly exaMoed and approved. The 
"Inventor” (In Ihls particalar Instance 1 can’t see the 
word witbool Inverted contmaa) received a patent and a 

E rlmitfve little factory In Mosc^ for manoiaclurlng his 
asins. 

For some reason, however, the thing didn’t wort The 
press tiimed out nearly a hundred per cent throw-outs. 
And no oae could nnocrstand the reason why 1 boldly 
volunteered to aotre the problon and went to work at the 
bastn factory. 


Tbe first thing I did was to reconstruct the press It 
turned out a strong pretty machine. But the moment I 
put It to work It loro the inetaL I went over It again, but 
Jound nothing wrong with the design 
I turned the tom basins over In my hands and exam- 
ined them. I noticed that the metal had what looked like 
an emery surface on It, and emery, as you know, causes 
tremendous friction It puzzled me. We cleaned the press 
with kerosene, but It was no good The basins still came 
out tom and seemed to be powdered with emery 
I began wondering whether there wasn’t foul play here. 
Perhaps some scoundrel was dropping emery Into the 
punch press on purpose? Then I got a brain-wave. I re- 
collected that when red-hot sheets were rolled at a metal 
works they became covered with a fine scale. The mo- 
ment we started drawing the metal under the press this 
scale came away and acted llte emery 
So this was where the vlllainv layl Inexperience, 
Ignorance o! the most olemenlary tnlngsl 
But what was to be done about It? How were we to get 
rtd o! this emery? I fixed up a hydrochloric add plcJdlng 
bath and dipped each sheet of the metal In It before feed- 
ing it to the press The result was absolutely flawless ba- 
sins. Tbe pickle ate the scale clean away 
Those punch-press tin basins were a great success at 
the time. 

hooking back, I can't quite make out what the exact 
legal fitauis of the basin and other similar little enter- 
prises that sheltered under the wing of tbe Bureau of In- 
ventions was. They were certainly not private enter- 
prises, but neither were they entlrdy state-owned. They 
operated under some sort ol patent rights and inventors’ 
licenses It sounds Incredible these days, but at that 
time the basin "inventor” received his legal share of 
the produce In kind and sold It on the Sukharevka 
market 

Luckily, I got my p^ at tbe factory In lesaJ tender, 
and could sometimes afiord the luxury of treating nrfyself 
and my friends at the same ranrlat-place, where the chief 
dainty was sausage fried In boiling fat 



Today It Is dcAf to us that all that basin bujli>eft» and 
taussge entertainment u-ere »o many loopholes for cap- 
italism, which though banned and banished was nevoibe- 
lc3s de\*IUshty tenacious and hard to MIL 
Do jT)U know what occur* to mo when I look back on 
all that? If capftalLsra had won out In Rimla those days, 
I would hare become a dreamer-fallare, or at best socne- 
thing Him that manufactorci of tin basins. Yon will see 
why *3 the story progrciscs 


And so, Russia was hurtling onwards, rusJjtoff Into tie 
future, over the ruts and snow-drifts, like an aeroslelgh 
racing over the anowy sweeps 
And now, with ytwr permlsaloD, I shall pa** on to the 
tmnendous epopee of the aeroslelgh*. 

As I have ali^dy told )'ou, that same old O an shJn 
came to me one day and said 
“BerohkoT. come tJongl" 

We mounted our motor-cycle* and rode off at once to 
Zhukovsky’s, It vt* (n the spring of nineteen 
rrineieen—aroemd the be*{innlng or the middle of Mey U 
wss about that time I ihliik that the newspapers reported 
Yudenlch’i advance on Petrograd. The Cotnmunlat Party 
again appealed to the anTiy, tbe ororkers and the peas- 
ant*, to all dtUens of Russia, (o ejcrt all efforta on the 
war and home fronts In order to repulse Ymlenicb. 

It was at tbla time that Zhukovsky received a letter 
fran the Council of People's Cocnmlsiars aiMnn him to 
help create i new wcapm for the Red Army— Ine aero- 

Ue arrived at his little bouse In Mlinlkov Pereolok late 
In the altemoon Professor Zhukovsky was sitting on the 
doorstep. He had his Ink-well on the broad banister of the 
porch and aheet* of paper spread round him, and was 
writing rapidly, forgethil of all else. He was cnbilng the 
laat lingering minutes of fading daylight, as the electric 
light va* constantly falOog, and he could not work In the 
light of ao oQ wick. He was already seventy two, and bis 



eyes were not as strong as they had been. He now wore 
spectacles when he wrote. Next to hinv on the doorstep, 
lay his huge opened umbrella, apparently put out there to 
dry after the recent downpour 

No bod weather could Keep ZhuJcovsky indoors In the 
morning There were hardly any tramcars running in 
nineteen eighteen and nineteen, and the cabs were noth- 
ing but a memory Zhukovsky walked every day to the 
Moscow School of Engineering at Korovl Br^ where be 
continued to lecture on mechanics and aerodynamics In 
the winter he wore a bearskin coat and beaver cap, in the 
spring he turned out in his old professorial cape and 
vride-brimmed grey hat, and In rainy weather with his 
umbrella and large rubber over-shoes 

Despite his years, he worked a great deal and made 
new discoveries Already over seventy, be experienced a 
new surge of cxeaUve energy with the comlQg of the Rev- 
plutloa It was on his proposal and in accordance with 
Ws project that the Soviet Ooveromoit passed a decision 
In December 1918 providing for the construction of 
the CAHI (Central Aero- and Hydro-Dynamic Inslitutei 
At the beginning one of the rooms in Zhukovsky s 
house — the former dlnlng-room~was used as the In- 
stitute’s Conference Hall, as w« called It It was there. In 
Milnlkov Pereulolc on Zhukovsky’s desk, that the first 
currloila of the fuloro Academy of the Red Air 
Fleet, which now bears the name of ZhukDvalqr', were 
drawn up 

Exceedingly active, versatile, “almost a university,” as 
one of his pupils put it, Zhukovsky those days was work- 
ing on a variety of preplans He nelped organize an Ex- 
p^erimental Institute of the Peopled Commissariat of 
Railways At the request of thq rallwayraen, Zhukovsky 
carried out a number of remarkable researches, such as 
the work "On Snow-Drifts,” In which he investigated the 
path of a flying snow-flake and studied the nature of 
snow deposits on either side of a barrier Ever since then 
snow-drift fighting has been done the "Zhukovsky way” 

Old ^uJajvsl^ served his country, revolution- 
ary Russia, with fresh verve and Inspiration. 



We found him now, a uaunl, at work He wi* iltUng 
on the doorsteo. covering sheet after sheet with writl^ 
The front-garden was green and fragrant, and the luac 
was banning to blossocn. We parted our niolof-cj'des 
and waited towards the bonse^ jumping over the numer- 
ous paddles. 


Now friends, please attend. Pm going to leJl too of an 
Incident, which has got»e down tn the annals o» avfitfon 
under the beading "Professor Zbultovsky and th# Prim 
AtaJd." 

These last words of Beftahkov'a caused a stir of 
animaUon pyrmrig the guests which I couJd not account 
for, hut the apeiter w^ on noperiurbed. 

In the path teadlng to Ibe porch there was a big paddle. 
It balnea two UtUe comraaes—a t3oy and a girl, wfio 
stood before tt. pondering bow to overcome the ohsUcIe;. 
The children vers about tu'clve or thirteen ^rs old 
Tl^ were dressed In simOar grev coats and boots. 
Znakovtev uent on writing Pinout noUclng them. The 
ey^ him severely She was altogether a very prim 
uHIe person, as It afierrardJ tamed oaL 
The noise of oar motor-cycles had warned Zhntevalry 
of oar arrival, and bearing Qs approach the bouse, be 
muttered, without teartng bbmeff away from his wtirk 
“I shan’t be a minute. . Go Inside, The whole picture 
of aerosldgb rildlng Is clear to ms, perfectly clear . 
m telJ you all about It presoiUy '* 

"Is there such a thing as sn scroslelgh?" the girl sud- 
denty slid 

ZhulfljTsky looked up, somewhsl startled. 

“Is It me you want, chUdren?" 

“IVe are not children. Comrade Zhukovsky," the giri 
corrected him. "We have come to see you ” 

"Then go tn, go In er comrades. " 

Here jTJor obedient servant camnltted a terrible fani 
pas. Seetng that the boy had stepped Into the puddle, 
making a bee-line foe the doorstep, I made so bold as to 



pick up that prim little girl and deposit her on the steps. 
My God, jTm should have seen the annihilating look she 
gave met 

The children then c:tp]alaed to Zhukovsky that they 
were delegates from an orphans' home situated dose by, 
representatives of the Young Communists. The boy spoke 
timidly, obviously overawed by this meeting with the fa- 
mous dentist He tept glancing at his companion as 
tho^h seeking courage In that quarter 
"Young Communlsw?" Zhutovsky said. "Interesting 
Intei^tlng. What can I do for j'oa?” 

“we want to ask tou to give us a talk on the begln- 
uiugs of life on Earth " 

"The beginnings of life? Frankly, I’m not very strong 
In — " 

"That can’t be," the girl interrupted. “You are a 
lamous professor." 

“My child . . . sony, I mean comrade. Ill talk to you 
on the development of aviation I know more about it” 
"It’s not only yoorself you have to think of In that case 
please lay partailar stress on the question of Aviation 
Venus Religion." 

“I'll come and tall you how man flies and how he will 
fly tomorrow And If the electric light doesn’t fail, we’ll 
make it a magic-Iantem lecture ’’ 

“Oh, a magic lanteml" the girl exclaimed, then caught 
herself and became grave again. ‘’But please don't to Too 
deep Into technicaJiUea, Sdentlsts these days should give 
more attention to the general world outJcK^" 

Zhukovs^ looked af the girl meekly, but there was a 
twinkle in his eyes 
“m do my txat," he said 

The young delegates then mode arraDgements with 
Zhukovsky awjut the date and hour of hb lecture. 

Taking their leave, they nodded to him and flung up 
their ligm hands It's interesting that a similar gesture 
was later adopted by the Young Pioneers. 

Zhukovsky's face registered curiosity. 

"\Vhat does that mean?" be asked 
"It's our salute,” the boy said. 


riVae our hand am out bead,” ijlrl «pUln«L 
Then with a acriooa kx)k at ZhuJcoviky. the added, 
to remind u» alvaya that the puhllc Interest Is 
above the personal ” 

"I seel" Zhukoviky sal<L surprUed, and also raised his 
arm, bent at the elbw “Good-bye, comrades." 

The children tamed end began to descend the at^- 
They stopped for a second at tne Ill-starred paddle. The 
^1 gtanc^ at me qukldy, blushed, and wslied stral^ 
througb the puddle with a resolute air, dragging her 

3 anion along They walked to the wfck^ wllboat 
ng back, but stopped dead In their tracks at the 
sight ol our motor-cycles. Much as they looked down 
on lechnka henda, ttiy coold not bring themselves to 
go past these fasdmti^ machines. 

1 winked to Ganshin. Seeing that Zbnkovaky was deep 
In his work again, we were back at oar motor -cycles In 
a flash Sergei commanded the boy 
“Jump on. You'll show me the way to the children’s 
borae." 

The youngster saambted up behind him. 

I placted up courage to oOtr my plUloo seat tn the 
scorolol maid To my surprise aha agreeil 
The compiny laughed heartily aT the story Oddly 
enough, they tept gUnchig not at the story-teller but at 
his ^le. 
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Qucis how our coalerence atarted? Bereihkov que- 
ried Natoralty, It etarted with Sergei Qanshln ex- 
pressing bis doubts on a number of points. 

Wouldn’t we make a mess ol the lob? Was It our busi- 
ness to tackle produdlcn manufacturing — and of aero- 
slelc^ of all thhigs? Did any of us have experience to In- 
dostrial production? Soberly speaking, what sort of as- 
sistance could we give? Oar business was to provide the 
the theorr, the drawings, and calcuiatlona, we 
woiud even pravla® a model of w aerosleh^ but fadory 
productiOQ, batch production, sboultl be handled by sotne 


m 



Industrial planj. Would not that be more sensible? Be- 
sides, said Oanshln, we were all swamped with work and 
had more important Jobs on our hands than we could 
cope with— the orgonliallon of Uie CAHI, for one thln^, 
the building of new aircraft, the organlratton of an 
en^e department, and so on and so forth. 

The conference was held In the large warm kitchen 
Lenochka, Zhukovsky’s daughter, had managed to make 
this the most attractive and cozy room In the big house, 
the major part of which was not heated during the winter 
We oil assured our host that there wasn’t another room 
better suited for work and friendly talks than this "small 
conference hall” of ours 

The oval table covered wlUi an embroidered table-cloth, 
the plush couch, the old grandfather dock In a mahogany 
case— all were hidden Tn the gloom of twilight Our 
neighbourhood got no electric light that evening, and 
our meeting was lllumlnaled by the fire from the Wtehen 
range. Another source of light was a lampion— a wick 
In a large saucer of oil, set on the table next to Lenochka, 
who was taking the minutes on sheets of lined paper torn 
out of some old exerdse-books 

We sat next to the range, on which a kettle was already 
bnmnilng, promising us soon a glass of hot tea. It would 
have be^ stuffy but for the open window, throng which 
the cool fresh air smelling of damp earth poured la from 
the garden. 

Zlnikovsky sitting on the couch turned sideways to 
Ganshin as the latter went on propounding his irrefutable 
arguments, took a handte^d out of hJs pocket and let 
U dangle in Ws hand This was a sure sign that Zhukov- 
sky was annoyed. One could not see his face In the uncer- 
tain light, but we all noticed the movement of the hand 
with toe white handkerchief In IL 

Ladoshnlkov sat on the floor right in front of the fire, 
and seemed to be completely ab^bed tn his duties as 
stoker He was feeding dampish birch billets, bits of ply- 
wood and boards Into the Are, doing It dexterously He 
raked the fire with a poker, then peeled off some birch 
bark and tossed it into the flames, ft colled up and burst 



Into flame Immediately, throwing dancing lights on Ms 
face and hands, which were covered as usual with small 
scars and scratches, ft so happened that LadoabnUcov 
looked after hla teacher'a neeos during thcaa yeara of 
h VfHsht p A man of atnrple habits, who sought no privi- 
leges for himself, he grf a special food raUon for tha Pr^ 
fessor, recefved and carted down firewood for him, vhfch 
be tawed, chopped and stacked out In the yard, and 
sometimes be would even come logging In a bundle of 
wood spUrrten from the CAHI workshops. 

He DOW sat there staring Into the fine. His face, lit up 
by the flames, looked strangely unfamiliar He seemed 
to be smiling Yes, the faint ahadow of a smile flitted 
over hia face every now and then. I couldn't be mistaken. 
Or was It the eS^ of the dancing flames? 

Ganshin meanwhile went on speaking, prododiyi evtr 
new arguments. Qusin, that effusive lovable old “doosy”' 
of oors, who sported those days a ahagjp' sweater and 
huge “Anstrian^ boots, kept jumping upHryinB ^ Inter- 
ropt the speaker But Pt^essor Shelest, who presld^ 
over the meeting at Zhukovsky’s requ^ Invariably 
pulled him up and called him to order 
l?hen Qanthln had flolsbed, ^eleat called for alienee 
and began speaking himself lo a tone ctf faint mockery, 
he began In his usual witty manner 
"I can predkt fairly •ccorateJy what will happen If we 
take the advice of our boooorable friend Ganshin and 
turn the aercksleigh order over to some factory That 
factory Is bound to have a Ganshin of Its own. And do 
jou know what that Gaosbln will say? ‘Comrades, I have 
serious doubts,' be wilt say 'I’m afraid we’ll mess up the 
job. Is It our tmslnesa to tackle this thing? Why aboald 
v.’e build something are haven’t dealgned {mraeJra?’ " 

Sheleat’a aarcasuc speech waa greeted with laughter 
He went on U> pnne tnat Ihb hypothellcaJ factory Gan- 
shin would propose, solely In the Interests of thejob, to 
send the goTernment’a order beck to Professor Zinikov- 
sky snd ms papQs, who had designed the teroslelgli. 

As a resoU, he said, "the army will have no aero- 
aldghs. We have vwy UtUa time left until the firat anow, 





^jJ^vsky was pleased 

wal a “melhitg wrong with Lsdoshnikov It 
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and now when ev’ervxJne elie wm 

Us^aPsal b?! f*'‘^hir'’*r““l ’''•‘low of a smile on 

U» ^na L °' PllTKood and birch bark Into 

tevs^asled'hta °'^‘*' ”'‘°‘ “ opinion?” Zhu- 

“‘‘«tei.in“^,^'’Sp'’rnr4*-^ •' ^“^vsky in 

"jiliiw ^ J fhlnklng ol something else." 

“IWf «acUy you were thinking of?” 

fWng ^'«®rovlch I’ve Just hit on a 

lime I ondgel lng my brains over lor a long 

of rivTtSS oonstructlon out 

UiTh??n' ^ .fobolao construction— llat’a the answerl 
IhuEl?^^ “i^ tubular bones oi a bird." 

bis ff In him to be angry with 

•llmiblTil^’^u’'"^ a moment when the IMa had 
problem i a happy wlulion oi some engineering 
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mcnt had approved it. he uent every day, almost.nl the 
peep of da».n— and in ulnlcr wlicii it uas still dark— to 
the fKrw Institutes prunlscs uHctc oji experimental air- 
craft construction di-partmcnt had been set up 
He bad no need ru« to lure hUnself out to some huck- 
ster and (in iIk* miserable sops he gave him. He »as 
building his neu alrrralt not In a WTCtched little vvork- 
shop set up in the corner u( a Ircciinc-cold air shed, 
but in an n\iatton research ccnlre. »blch, despllc the 
despemii. straits the country «as in, the joung Soviet 
Republic 1.QS suppKing uiih materials, funds and fuel 
Adapting himself to etisUng conditions, be was uurling 
on the construebon of a light sullt service airplane that 
itnild be cas> to produce from simple available roale- 
rlsls- SuDultancously be carried out various researches 
at our old terod>namlc laboraloo 
‘'Inlercsllnff” Zhukovsky said. His voice luid kat Its 
“Very Inlcrwtlng We'll go Inin that some other 
Uine. Meanwhile I can Inform you that conference 
has unanicnouily"— be glanced at Ganshin, who nodded 
embarrassediy— has unantraouily decided to go ahead 
''hh the construction of acroslcIcW for Iho Red vtrmy " 
"Quite right I support it Dul personally I'm going to 
UT 3 jk on my airplane. Nikolai Ye^iruvJch.’^ 

"Of course you arc. But just now »o are amcemed 
with aeroslelghs. Ulut Interests us U your partidpation 
In the loh." 

"But i can t Nikolai Yegorovich. I'll be too busy " 
Zhukovsky said nothing In the semi gioom of the 
idtch^ we saw his portly figure, his patriarchal white 
dome shaped forelxiad. 'The handkerchief, 
whl^ be was bolding by (he very' end, came Into motion 
■gain. 

, time no coe attempted to restrain Goosv Ho 
Jum^ up and cried. 

"\^t did \ou come here for then? You and I ore the 
mverrtco of the acrostclgh, aren't ue? You and I were 
row in Russia to ride In an aeroslclgh. If you 

give It up, then who do • - ‘•..-..c . 

old you coioe here fi 


10 do vou expect to believe In it? What 
for, I'd like to know?" 



“Consider me absent, llicti " 

Ledoshnlkov went up to the table, gIan(.o<i at llio li'l 
of those present, wiilcli the secretary had neatly made up, 
look the pencil out of the hand of the astonished Lenoch- 
ka, and crossed bis name out 

“IVe Invented all kinds of things.” he muttered “The 
amphibian, too, If It comes to that - But I wat. never 
tied down to IL” 

Zhukovsky found his voice at last He spoke up In a 
shrill falsetto, a thing that only happened to him when 
he was highly Indignant 

"So j-ou think you have the right to consider yourself 
absent at a time when the country Is In such difficul- 
ties?” he demanded. 

“Nikolai Yegorovich, for Uie first time In my hie I have 
a chance of doing what I want to do ” 

"Ah You Imagine these great events In the history 
of our country have taken place only so that you can 
a chance to construct wbal you wont What grounds 
have you for believing that? On the grounds of your 
talent? But talent, my dear sir. Is an obligation! An ob- 
ligation to the people)" 

Zhukovsky broke off his tirade, paused, then suddenly 
added In a gentle tone. 

"You must help the comrades, you know Don’t worrj. 
you’ll have plenty of time left for your airplane ’’ 

All of a sudden Ladoshnlk-ov burst out laughing 
He picked up the pencil and wrote his name In agajn 
In a clear bold hand, putting the Initials ‘‘M.D S ” 
at the end of )L Lenochka asked him what they stood 
for 

"My Dear Sir," Ladoshnlkov answered, and laughed 
again 

"Look here, Mikhail," Zhukovsky uttered amicably, 
"why shouldn't you rig up an aeroslejgh of jT^ur tubular 
construction? Let’s consider the aeroslelgh just the wing- 
less fuselage of an airplane. Let’s see what sort of sbow- 
tng your p^TPood tub» will make there, eh? What about 
some tea, Lenochka?" 



Lenochka begin to pour out the tea. Zhukovsky 
glinced at the open window and Inhiied the spring 
ftinells of the garden with pleasure. He said, stmllnr 
"Those youngsters from the orphans’ home were very 
nice. The young lidy Is so serious. \Vhit was It she 
said? The public interest Is above the personaL’ " 

He raised his old man’s hand slightly above his head. 
That evening I copied out Zhukovsky’s maxim In my 
book of favourite aphorisms 'Talent U an obligatkm." 
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That was bow our commute* came Into being It was 
ciiied the Compass— Commlllee for the Produciloo of 
AerosWghs, 

I was Included as a member, loo, and look part In the 
discussion of a multUode of ornnitational and technical 
cpiestiora, pul forward all kinds of proposals, and some- 
times mlased meeting when 1 was too busy with other 
affairs— In short I only helped In an offhand sort of way 

A month or two alter the Compass a^as founded, Gan* 
shin popped up again with hia usual war-cry' 

“^S^fEiiikov, we re In a flxl We need jxiu badly!” 

1 may tell yxKi, by the way. that Qanshin had gradual- 
ly worked up quite an enthusiasm for the Compass. You 
know that Wnk of bis. If I’m not mistaken fw starts 
by doubting and being a »-el blankeL then climbs down, 
and ends up by throwing hlmsdf headlong Into the 
bus In CSV 

We went to attend a special meeting of the Compass. 
Evervone there quarrelled wllh evervone else, the wav 
W^le usually do when IhtngB are riot working out rlghf 
Birt^one th^ was dear The aerosleigh. as I have ah 




anything there he’ll hatch up new Ideas and come run- 
ning In, tearing up the drawings and slipping others in 
their place- That is exactly what happened in the case of 
the aoroslelghs. Naturally, nothing came of It 

In the end it was decided that a head designer was 
needed to take charge of the work. This post was oiTered 
to me. I Mid I would study things on the spot and give 
nry ans^-er the next day 

The next morning I went to the workshops— I had al- 
ready been there before. 

The place was unbearably cold and topsy-turvy I found 
Gusin there, wandering about among the benches, 
snatching tools out of the workmen’s hands, and starting 
to saw and plane away at something 

At first glance things looked prettv hopeless But I’m 
* bom optimist, and always believed that there were no 
difficulties that couldn't be overcome. 

That evening, at the meeting of the Compass. I 
declared that I would undertake to organize production 
of the aeroslelghs provided I had full tmst ana undlsput- 
M authority to do as I pleased fn the workshops Despite 
Gusln’s protests, my terras were accepted 

The committee d^ded to remove Gusin from the pro- 
duction end of the Job and authorized me to take what- 
ever decisions, technical and organizational, I thought 
necessary I was appointed director of the Compass 
works. 

This was ray first full-responslbjlltv Job This eiperi- 
enct, when I hsd to answer for everything myself, making 
mistakes and mending them, was for me a real school oi 
life and engineering The Compass was more than a 
achool to us. 

What a significant word — Compass — Isn't it? For me, 
both the word and what it stood for were an actual com- 
pass, for me, who did not know myself yet, did not know 
what I wanted and what I was capable of, it was like a 
magnetic needle pointing end saying, as It were — here, 
this Is your wayl 

I didn’t realize that till much later, though, not until 
after many events of which I shall tell you In due course. 

M 
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/>rKl nou let me 1. 1] >ou this, in ca« )xki don't know 
it C\c‘f 'itXT a h •\ t not onl) an ln\cntor. Hurlng 
jbme carUih li\rl but o man ul>o could handle the 
prQvlkal <ick " Hum*'. 

1 had hoen tl 'u' gh the mill of expeflcnce with Zhukcr.- 
<lr, tone b. f. 'o Ihi' Wood Glen affair With ouromn 
hand^ TO -eM-nl ^tudrnt^ and members of the aero- 
naiitir Jr.i. tt'gotlH'r with Zhiikovsk) had built hh 
orrodMiaiiiii tuburutor\ \\V had viai^ and chlMlletL 
work'd j- fillers and carpenlerv making tilings out of 
uiiod ind iron r\or\ piece ol the equipment w'os made 


Whenever I \isit the premises uherc Zhuk(n‘sk}'s lab- 
onlorj rmn gnivn out of all recognition, first ennw: 
Into bring a rush ot feeling corner o^■er me at the sight 
of some rif the fitimgs and things I had made rn>sc!f To 
think that hundreds and tlinusands of students now 
a\iator5 and aircraft engineers, hod passed through Ihi* 
laboralorj shcre sw had once U-cn planing boards and 
driving in njilil 

After that cproe the Adros cnglf>e epopee 1 already 
sou about Lei me mention b\ the wa>. that that 
3w h.p engine was by no means burled and forgotten 
after the downfall of Poilrai^ and tbe breakup of 
Wood Glen. It lo\ tn the tool shed of the School of En- 
gineering. and for two more wars Ganshin and I would 
aank it up once in a while Alter sweating at It till wo 
were red In the face, wed get it to run, belching thick 
s^ke M that \ou couldn’t sec a thing In the shed, ami 
alter i few mlnulos, having made a hundred or 
■ Urousand rc\s. It would conk out again 
We would r^lr It and sUrt It up again, like martjTi. 
u, 'or’derful c\eTcl«. b> the way. and we dc\tlo«d 
bl^i Itki a cwp}« oi hca\->welghl champions, 
f w ^iLr designers for youl You’\e got to 

feel teclmlcs toI only In the laboratory. In text -books and 
^ hirt on \-our own bump and la jour muscicb. 
iDe Un basins, piddling though they may ha\e been. 
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taught me a lot too That was not a bad school either— 
my first school of Mpcrlencc In mass production- Basin 
punching made me realize that mass production was not 
a thing to be trilled with. Just you start taking liberties, 
getting nerty or making mistakes, and the whole batdi 
of some thousand pieces is ruined 

But aoroslcighs are not basins I was entrusted with a 
responsible military assignment, a new factory produc- 
tion, It was here that my flair for practical matters as- 
serted itself It was brouffhl home to me that a designer’s 
concern was not Just with blueprints and projects alone, 
but with manufacturing as w'ell, with the thing in the 
metal and Its subsequent fate You will see, further on. 
^hat a tremendous part this rcallzatJon played at another 
critical period In my life. 

And so it was that through a number of happy clrcum 
starves attending my career I became ali\*e to the fact 
mat this country would be transformed Into o ^at in- 
dustrial power not so much by inventions as by raclories. 
p multitude of factories, by mass, batch production of 
machines, that we did need Ima^nallon, dreaming, the 
performing of miracles, but they had to be miracles on a 
batch production scale. 
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My first order at the workshops was this no improve- 
ments, no changes in the blueprints until the first batch 
of aerosleighs had come off the premises 

I think me most difficult and painful test of wiil-power 
for the designer is to hold out against the temptation of 
trying to improve on a design after it has passed Into 
the manufacturing stage, 

That good fellow GusJn continued working in Improve- 
ments almost every day, some of them devilishly tempt- 
ing t was chockful of brain-waves, too I saw in imagino 
tlon new and staggering designs for aerosleighs, some- 
times Pd catch myself tracing sketches and I’cf tear them 
up or hide them away. This was doing things with a ven- 
geance. I wouldn’t let anybody, myself Included, make 



■Ij; alttr«tlon« unlil the Out bilch ol ten mecUnos 
Thkh ue bulldinB for tho Red Army wu completed 
™ llic temperinc period of my life u a dcalifner, 
"o ' S^n'ctlmee I dream of vriflnK a book entitled 
Ho» the Deeifioer s Spirit waa Tempered." 

And «™ld om imaRlne It, »-e t[ot the lob done liutde 
of n mon^ j,„t up™ [^n j 

w'np’ili?'ii 'I'T’e'''' '"“'‘y niachlnei wttbout brakea, 
J "“•<«. 1>“I nm-crthelesa macilnea 

dSp ° ***°“e'' damnably bard to 

Nou I can fully appredale bow right 1 was. Only 
o' • plimt that bnllda 
a^itt cnidrMa, do 1 reallie what It meana once you 
Sr ,r:;",'u!'' ? P' down, to In 

dropped and 

new en(d^'l° In ^ P'aa^’To awttch over" to a 
'• O"" >■»“ aumjmb to Ibla lempta- 
tbH « *>"' '="■ a™i irrur repula- 

^aa a dealpw nilrmd. Your pUnt. tocy will p,™ thd 

rani’iui'i? “* hlgb-elaaa reatau- 

S3i, buS md' uS, ■ID' 

^ Shrirtly after- 

for M altogether, Belectlng 

neat door to IhS 

^ My .‘Sr SSTuS 


P.SSIiSiV^'^'f order, a. I 

to the Red Anm ^ 

trunt tariy Si^ terosWBbs »e tud 

b.™ Cej otaSr.i to £ 

on ■ second lot nf ^ sUrted perodueiJon 

lot of joraewiut fanpimed design. Mean- 



we members of the Compass tried out the lero- 
* nr at our own peril and, I must say, with no little 
enthusiasm. We drove them about all over the town, 
ellralnatlnp faults, and often having breakdowns Some- 
tt®^ as I believe I have already mentioned, we had to 
tiorses and be dragged home ignominiously 
Well, it was on one such sleigh that I drove the 
niember of the R W C Td Just like to remind >-ou of the 
events that led up to IL 

And Bereihkov gave me a brief summary of what I al- 
TMdy knaw' how Professor Shelest, the chairman of 
tw Compass, had picked up the telephone, and how a 
change had come over his face, how a gloom had been 
on the wtole meeting: how Shelest, with a 
numoroua twinkle, had eaclolmed, “Wlw. we’ve forgotten 
we have Bereihkov", how the Corapasa members 
had been busy all night with the aerosleigh chosen for 
me trip, and now the propeller had snap^ in coming 
tiirough the gale. 

We started from Kutafya Tower about seven a iil, Be- 
^hloov continued. Passing Serpukhovskaya Square and 
Danllovka, I slipped safely through the narrow passage 
^der the bridge of the Moscow circuit railway, and 
drove out on to the Serpukhov HJrt-road, as I was told 
to do There was a sharp frost under a clear sky A red- 
dish sun with no glare to It rolled out to meet us. The 
glided over the wide deserted road. The few 
^ttered factories at Upper and Lower Kotif dropped 
behind. Here and there a solitary factory chimney could 
be seen smoking TTia others snowed no signs of life. 
The country was dlsorganlred at that time, there was 
a shortage of fuel, and a great many factories were at a 
standstill 

The sleigh raced easily over the wide empty road Be- 
yond Upper KotlJ, as every Moscow motorist knows, 
there Is a very steep slope. 

Shooting up over the brow of the hill, I saw a long 
train of carts moving up towards us When almost level 
with them, I, calmly swung the wheel round to pass the 
train on the right, but at that very moment the horse in 

m 



caucht fripht at tfw 'iRlit of thU flyinff momter 
uith the tuiflly rc\<iKinB propelkr gkamlntr In the 
<un <thf propeller as 1 mentioned, was mounted *lt, 
blit its long brass tippt-d bUidei, uhlch racrc^^d In s 
shming disk *ht*n tl>r\ rc\t»l\'eil, could bo seen from Ihc 
tront, too) The frightened hor&c »hlcd right into mv 
path 

1 couldn I put the brakes on— they uerc unreliable. 1 
svcr\ed and opened out the throttle With a roar llw 
cnRine out c ri a hurst of spcajd I made a sharp turn to 
as'oid iW friRhtened hofM? The right runner slipped 
■nd hung our the dilih To Tighten Ibc sicigb I OunR 
ttwsell v\cT to the Wft 'Idc. In Uie same instant. 
Ganshin quick to rcalltc the danger, threw hLnuelf 
on top of riK The sidgh heeled ov\r, the right 
runner hanging In mfd-air for sescral breathless mo- 
ments. 

U was all c\eT In or three teconds—lrue. they 
were Inlcnsel) N-hld. as they always are In momcnls of 
daneer— and then »e %ere back on Ibo road again, 
gliding along as if noihlnf; had happened. All of a sud 
den I /elf a hand paffing my shoulder I loqfasJ round 
and saw the black twinkling nxs of our passenger He 
leaned towards me and shouted Into iny car 4bo\c the 
roar of the engine 

“Bravot This ts the first time INe Down ” 

I felt elated. 

We passed 5e>enjl villsges and started downhill again 
Wc aluaji had bad luck mlth hills Where there was a 
hill there was sure to be trouble for us 

1 started down, braking In rather an original wa>— by 
edging one runner Into the snow rut with the other 
cutting through the loose soow along the roadside. Go- 
ing dos.-n we os-ertook a skrvbatit horse drawing a tow 
country sledge The bearded dfl\er stared agape at our 
machine. 

We Allied along stowiy A sUlage came Into \iew at 
the bottom of the hill Smoke cmled peacefully abm-e its 
tnow-co\ered roofs The sky was a Imdy blue. Thm all 
ol a sudden . 



I heard on ominous sound A dry hard snap The 
machine began to wobble, ond simultaneously a loud 
bowl went up bchtnd us. 

Cutting olT the motor, I brought all th'' b'-akes Into 
plav and edged both runners Into the roadside — the 
brakes worked to some extent in the loose snow — ond 
aiter being carried along for about a Iiundred yards we 
managed to come to a stop 

Looking bock I saw on odd scene The sledge driver, 
waving his orms wildly and jelling at the top of his 
voice, was dancing around hU horse, which lay still In 
me snow I noticed also, to my horror, that one of the 
bladcss of our propeller looked ratiicr queer about a 
third of it was niisslng, and In place of the gracefully 
rounded tip there wns a tom and Jogged stump 

^Vhat the devlll We had been riding carefully and 
hadn’t grazed anything Uiat I could think of, yet the 
propeller was gonel 

f got out, took 0 look round, and saw a gleaming 
object Mng In the road near Ihe horse It was the broken 
piece of our propeller But I saw something else besides. 
The driver was running towards us, waving his whip 
and shouting 

We gathered from hts yelling and cursing that our pro- 
peller had killed his horse. It appears that when we nad 
started slowly downhill the driver had been curious to 
get a closer look at this rum gadget that had slipped 
past him, and had whipped up his horse to overtake us 
The propeller mounted at the back of the sleigh became 
a transparent shining disk when It revolved, and to an 
inexperienced eye v-as almost Invisible, especially 
against the sun On getting a taste of the whip, that poor 
devil of a horse had started downhill at a troC caught up 
with us. and run Its bead under our profiler 

I glanced at the member of the R W C He had the rear 
door open and sat with his body haU-tumed towards the 
bearded driver He answered ray look with an exclama- 
tion, “Of all the craiy acetdenta!" 

The driver shouted that the horse was the only one 
he had, that It bad been given him b/ithe Committee 



of the Peasant Poor «hen tbQ' ucre dividing up tba 
gentn's property, ind that he might as veil go nsng 
himself with the reins In the forest than live uithout ■ 
horse 

At hK cries pwinV came running out of Ibo ncarb)’ cot- 
tapes Things I s,ig,, mere beginning to look ugly. 

1 pressed ( i inshin s batH) and whispered 
“Let s (T(t ,i%a\ at ooce*** 

But this uas easier said than done. Ifov ucre uo to 
^'t the going »lib a piece of the propeller King in 
w roa(ls,a>^ ENerstine knows that a propeller out of 
bal iiive lauses tremendous uobble In {be poaer plant 
jnn the engine. In such coses, la liable to bo thro^Ti out 
oI gear Neserlbeless I ga\e the order 
“Ganshm, start upl” 

I^WTiat d'>-ou rrwm? How con I?" 

“Start itpl Om’t j-oo see ihafs mlnff csi?" 

floesUons comlnff from tbe 
fS, t,i I*" K ‘2 *'•' 'lUt ”1'' « <i<leniiiiu- 

«u checkeji by the member ol the RWC 
“wbil ore >'du (jolnc lo do?" 

I answered hastily 

fTll7v*^ I V’ "'«Wne sUrted dowi 

hU swarthy face nlDDcd^ the 
K ^ .bade ol ^ fS' b3fas?h a 

dkerted "• 

•”'"® •*'“ ol oaltnti • 
•drsnlip^'u,, ShS5b“b iT” 

owe ti^’oS ^ nmnnur of the crowd at 

1 soegeminu lh,| ^ relieved ol our 

•VlMH-tM leM»ota.-r, 
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Jut coats by way of indemnity for the killed horse. The 
Idea, I noticed, appealed to the crowd, who thought It 
qulto a buslness-Iliw proposition. I shouted out aga&i 

Ganshin, start upf" 

"But what about the horse? What about this fellow?" 

Start upl” 

At this point the member of IheRWC threw off his 
shwpskln coat and Jumped out of the sleigh He stood 
n j ® ^ greatcoat of a cavalryman and a 

Budyonovka hclmeL There Is an expression "His eyes 
blared." Well, I neser realized what that meant until I 
the angry flashing of hb huge black ei'es, before 
^hjeh my own dropped. 

'w dare you?^ he shouted "To go sneaking off like 
thatl You ought to be ashamed of yourseJfl How can 
youl" 

He was deeply shocked, and everything about him— hb 
h^d, slightly thrown back, the set of his lips, which had 
suddenly hardened with hostility, and even the curved 
t^trib of hb nervous aquiline nose— expressed this 
of angry emotion 

How van you lie like that?” be continued "Haven’t 
you any human feeling, any sympathy for a fellow- 
tnan?" 

1 Ibtened shamefacedly Ganshin made excuses for me. 

^Comrade Gjnunlssar. vou've got to bear In mind — " 
the latter snapped 

^nat he’s responsible for tlw outcome of thb trip And 
lor vour safety, too. Comrade G-mmJssar” 

"^ere can be no excuse for sneaking away!” 

He broke off the cmversstlon abruptly and turned 
towards the peasanb standing near the aeroslelgfa 

Meanwhile the temper of the crowd had undergone a 
™ange. They had heard the way thb military man had 
*poken lo me, and It was quite enough to silence the 
Bu^tenlng murmur The bearded fellow who had lost 
hb horse stopped waving his whip about and went up to 
our passenger noticeably calmer 

I stood staring glooojib at the sleigh. How was I to 
ffct It moving again? Could It be that there WTis no wav 
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out^ I ciarained the propeller No, there could be no 
q^lion of continuing nur journey, not unless wc could 
think up something miraculous 


Shorth our liaison motor-cirle came along The shJ>- 
en^ lad sat on it, bolding under his arm the fragment 
° 'bich be had picked up in the snow 

’ Berezhkov suddenly eidaimed, point- 
ing to one of his guests, a blue-e>ed fair haired man of 
about thirtj or thirty two with a delicate, almost girlish 
tact. It was the man In the blue suit whose strong manly 
tiandclasp had so surprised me earlier that evening 
Ira afraid I’ve forgotten to Introduce him," Berezhkov 
^tlrruri “F>^r Nedolya. my friend, and now my 
flr^assblant In the design ol6ce ” 
piSr nothing, but his face turned a faint 

Btreihtoy ljuttwL 
knew how be blushed when be was a 

1 Bmihkov went on, he end 

i car with • niDtor^:>de engtne end 

•^U)^n ahoutl 1 celled II "bl*-bellied Berthe,” but 
5^1 **“* ''"P blushed 

*«"<lcr-b.by He wa, rfteen then. 
Ud u.".-”'*''' •PPrturtlce, end waj a unirt 

biqulaiUve bent I had moved my 
wSdd Xe Sr •"'I “«* In e while 1 

.!?ss3.jx 

ShlrtnJStt;:^ her on the lathe 



nfng Oh, all right, Fyodor, I won’t D’you loiow 
what ^-ou looked like that day, when you got off the mo 
lor-blke, bolding the broken piece of propeller under your 
arm? 

tet mo describe him to you, mv friends He was wear- 
ing black puttees, which mode him look spindly', and 
huge soldier's boots several sizes too big for him with 
raw-hldc leather laces They were very good for cold 
^^ther though, when you hod to wrap your foot up in 
a newspaper or a bit of cloth and then slip It Into a warm 
J^ilted sock before putting the boot on. Fyodor never- 
theless got chilled througli The army greatcoat, 
^tered to fit him, didn't give much warmth, of course 
His short little nose, highly coloured by the head wind 
the cold, which he kept wiping— excuse me, Fyodor— 
nihblng I mean, with a thick mlUen, peeped out from un- 
QW a padded Budyonovka helmet obviously too big for 
his head 

That was how our Fyodor l^edolya looked those days! 
«ttlng off the motor-bike, he glanced at the smashed 
blade, men at me, and ran up to me eagerly holding out 
the fragment of the propeller as if he expected me to 
stick or sew It on again. You could tell by his eyes that 
he actually believed I would rise to the occasion, think of 
some way out 

But the situation was hopeless In reply to all Fyodor’s 
questions, 1 Just swore under my breath. To keep the 
engine warm we wrapped It up In blankets, which we 
had taken with us I looked a picture of misery There 
was no hope of continuing our Journey 

Meanwhile our passenger was caj^ng on a lively 
conversation with the people who crowded round hjm, 
asking all kinds of questions. I didn’t dure even to listen 
to what be was sa^ng A single thought was worrying 
me — how to get moving 

Fyodor was standing by awaiting my orders He 
stamped his feet— either with cold or maybe with impa- 
tience — and kept glancing up at mo with those trusting 
eyes of his, waiting, expecting me to say at any moment, 
’’Come on, do this or that.” 
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Bnt there 143 nothing I could dol The only thing wm 
to send hhn back to Moscow on his motor -cj'cle ^th • 
message about this damnable acddenL My tongue re* 
fused to issue the order It meant disgracing our »‘ork, our 
slej^ the whole of our Compass In Ibe ej-es of the 
R W C member And what of these people, the peasants, 
gathered here^ To them this wonder-slclgh was some- 
thing in the nature of a symbol of the revolutionary dty 
of Aloscow, of the new woridl \Vhnt a rotten lookout, 
damn it aJil 


Then suddenly I got a braln-vare. What If I broke off 
^ other blade, sawed off a sUnflar piece? Wouldn't that 
balance the propeller? I doubted It, thou^ Such experi- 
ments, as far as 1 krww, bad never been made before. But 
what of it, why not try? 

The next Instant, with my characteristic ardour, I was 
ab^ulely comtnced that I had hit on the only possible 
sohitkm and was perfectly sore of pymt 
“Fj'odorl" I shouted. “Gel a cross-cut saw from sooie* 
where as quick as >'oa caul" 

“What for, Aleid Nfkofayevlch?" 

“Hurry up HI explain afterwards.- 
But Fj-odor had guessed already 
“To balartce It?“ he asld. 

“Yes, Make It suappyl" 

1 "i* 'n* of tlw R.W C 

“P lo him. I riSI Idl craluJTiuMd 
dtu- Uiom iharp digry irords of hi, 

ih."’?™'*,?' 9’“™'“"-" ' “li do lomelMng lo 
Iw propeller In a mhmle, and 1 hope vaT] be able lo 
° -iL°“ ° ’ ‘1“^“' o' *0 hour or ao." 

• pr% “’oal? ^ 

My bead flew up 

We wlill And well get where we want to go." 

T closely, as If taldng 
face that ^ Interest crossed hla face, a 

auch 



“Well, well, we’ll see bow you manage that,” he said 

While waiting Impatiently for Fyodor, I went up to the 
motor and thrust mv hand under the blankets, feeling 
anxiously whether it bad cooled. 
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I waited nervously for Fyodor At last he came running 
up with a saw. 

I climbed up on the motor Fyodor stood below, and we 
started sawing off the sound blade to make It level with 
the broken one. We had to saw through the brass sheath- 
ing, and once the saw slipped and graicd my fingers. 
They began to bleed, but In the heat of the moment I felt 
no pain. After working like the devils we got through the 
brass at last, and reduced both propeller iHades to a slm- 
uar state of muulation. 

"pet in. please," I said to the member of the R W C 

He locked at the propeller and shook his bead doubt- 
rully 

"Please get In,” I repeated firmly "We’re going to 
start" Secretly I thought "What If It doesn’t bud^?’’ 
But my gesture of invitation was none the less confident 

The blankets and the sheepskin coat were taken off the 
^glne. Our passenger push^ the bearded peasant lightly 
Into the sleigh and got In uext to him with a cheerfm air 
that seemed to say everything will be fine. 

I took ray place, too Ganshin took fals by the propeller 
It was now touch and go. I shouted 

"Let her gol" 

We usually cranked up this way Ganshin would Jump 
up, seize the top of the propeller, and pull It down by the 
- wdght of his body, making a quarter of a rev, then, 

' straightening up, the second quarter, shouting out, “Con- 
tact!" I'd answer, “ContacU" and give her the gas The 
engine would either start up or she wouldn’t To tell you 
the truth, nearly a hundred times out of a hundred she 
wouldn't We’d then do It all over again, shouting back 
and forth, “Contactl” rnitll she finally started spluttering 

/SJ 
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On this occa5lon wc had the devil'* own luck. Tlie efl- 
glne lUll uarra and cranked up linmcdlalcly In • 
rollicky tori of way 

The air uo* jhallercd by ear-$pHlt(ng detonations, and 
the crowd fell back initincll\el> as they would at i ma* 
dune-gun burst I carefully slipped the engine Into 
and ran the ^kigh downhill 

It smoothly gathered speed The IKttc bo>3 ran alter us 
wild with delirtt Ganthiti swung himself Into the mew- 
tng sJelgh ana took his scat next to me. I gave him the 
‘Ihumbs up” sign. »lth us nKchanic* that means "good 
egg," ‘iop bole." The propeller was baJtxrced I kept 
opening out the throttle. At one moment I jjtanccd back 
o\er my sixiulder They uere oil looking at us. In front 
of the croud, one hand on the liandle-bar of hi* rootor- 
ejxie, stood Fjtxiof In bU old Iflllo ariTTy-coaL The out-* 
•Ued Budi'onovka was pushed bade o%cr hjs head to keen 
the big cloth peak out of his e>e5. *nd be gaxed ccstnU- 
cally at the spinning oropdler, whose iborlcncd blades 
ytfin already merging into a traospartnl shining disk as 
the sldgb retreat^ 

The «-os of the member of the R W C looked frtenfify 
again. Evidently be tud cooled off He nodded approv* 
irrgly, and, turning bKk the collar of bts sheepskin coat, 
shoaled something to me. soullng I could tell by the 
movement of his Tips that it was a single word, but the 
roar of the engine drowned It out Tt seemed to np: 
though — 1 can’t be sure of It. of course — that he luid 
shouted, “ConUcU" 

AW face back at the wind shield, watching the snowy 
road rushing toward* us. I shouted back at the tc^) of my 
voice, ‘'ContaetT , 

Oanshtn glanced at mo suspiciously, but said XKdhlng 
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The Speaker broke off, w*cnt over to the window and 
gsied at the nocturnal city with its twinkling ligbls- 
Then be swung round and said 

“111 tiy to recapture the mood of that moment ** 



Ahead of us, he wont on. lay a wilderness of snow The 
while waste made your eyes smart The fellow 
with the beard had got off at some big village. The mem- 
ber of the R W C hod gone to the local executive coramit- 
With h'm and returned to (he sleigh 

vVe raced down the Serpukhov Rood over the hard- 
packed snow Now and again the monotony was rclievxd 
by fleeting glimpses of collages, smoking chimneys, ora 
*trlp o! forest, which loomed darkly In uic distance, then 
suddenly closed down upon the roadsides, stretching 
snaggy fir paws or bare branches over the swiftly gliding 
siagh. And then IJic open spaces again. Ufe sweeping 
snowy Russian expanses witli their faint shadows m 
snoued-up gullies and brooks, and a Httle village nes- 
tling In the snow nearby 

With rnv eye on the road ahead of roe. I drove the 
sl«lgh. listcnirig to the motor, feeling the pulsation of the 
propeller. Judging the speed with a practised eye, apd 
poly In those rare rtwmenls when roy gaxe travelled away 
mlo the distance did It suddenly strike roe — this Is her. 
Ihls Is Russia. 

The factory chimneys of Serpukhov came Into view 
^Is meant we had done a hundred kllomelres Wasn’t 
this sleigh of mine a dandyl It hadn’t let me down after 
allt 

Little houses appeared on either side. 1 eased off, and 
the sleigh glided slowly down the wide high street On 
one side stretched the railway tracks and you could see 
trains of red box-cars, the old sUiUon with its signs in 
pre-revolutlonary spelling* "This way to the platform,” 
^Bolling Water,’’ then the massive stone building of the 
station Itself It was decorated with fir-branch f^oons 
and red bunting with slogans In celebration of the recent 
second anniversary of the Great Revolution and with ap- 
peals to help defeat Denikin. Leoln looked down from a 
lar^ portrait 

Some military unit was entraining The station square 
was crowded with waggons, shell bogeys, guns and field- 
kltchcns, A young soldier, sitting on baJes of pressed hay, 
was playing an accordion with gusto Someone below 
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was nldenlly dandn^i, but »'e could iw nothing ot it 
bectiua ol the men's backs, tall fur hats and Buo)x>oo\' 
kai whkh shirt off the view 

At the noise of our engine all faces were tamed to ns 
and the accord on p!a>cr, I bclle\‘tt, stopped playing to 
stare at the roanng uondcr-slelgfa Ganshin and I Itn* 
mediately put on a dignified air \Ve uouid ha\c ghen 
anything just then to scorch past leaving a whirl of 
siKJW-dust m our wake? But instead I baa to brake as 
hard as 1 could It was touch and go whether we would 
pick our way through safely 

Luckily the member ol the R W C. touched my shoulder 
and pointed to a side slreoL Following hb directions 1 
drove the sleigh out almost to the edge of the touTi, and 
at a sign from him, drew up at a detached villa of white 
stone 

Mddkd horses stood hitched to the railings. 
He told us to wait and went Into the house. 

Our crippled propdlcr. which had served us so faith* 
fully, continued to re\-ol\e. 1 coold feel the machine CtiJv* 
^g, and I experienced an Inward tremor, a thrill of Joy 
How ^cndidly escrything had come offl We hadn’t dis- 
graced the Gwiipass. Pltc^ In such a predicament 1 
managed after all to find a way out, and bring the mem- 
btt of the R.W C safely to headquarters. I old not feel 
a bit tired, etkI was all eagerness to get SDother assign- 
meol and race oa farther 

had been told to wait. I opened the door and 
round- A colomn of Red Anny men was crossing 
inestrcel two or three blocks behind os They were 
swinging along in serried ranks, wllh rllks gilntlng 
across u^r backs and the flaming silk of the col- 
orirs floating cnerbead. Thvy were obviously marching 
to^a song. Txit tha roar of the propeller drowned ft 

^denly Ganshin gripped my arm. 

passenger was co^ng terwards us, smiling amJa* 

Tijla?^^! could we coatlniie our Journey to 



^ula? Like a ahotr 

Tine. Have a bite first Be ready In two hours." 
Acc^panlcd by an orderly sent to show us the way, 
w up to another house and parked the sleigh in the 
^vtng our motor at lost a welf-eamed rest Jusf 
Fyodor come riding up on his bike. We wrapped 
UK motor up In blankets and rags, then went Inside to 
^methlng to cat We were served a royal dinner 
shefU, and a plate plJ^ high with dej/c/ous 
uc^heat porridge. For dessert we had real tea ^th 
real sugar 

After dinner, worn out by excitement and lack of sleep, 
* f I ^ up on to the shelf of the huge Russian stove 
“00 fell asleep fnstantancously At the appointed time we 
roused by the command, **To horse! ' 
and cheerful we started cranking up, but tbers 
as nothing doing. Our engine might have be^ a dlsbed- 
pumpkin for all the popping we could get out of It 
we opened the carburettor, and found that iT wasn’t get* 
petrol. We had fixed up a separate little tank 
with ether for starting We opened this tank, anscrewing 
|he nuts and the pipes, working In Iho frost with bare 
^ds It turned out that the ether (which, as you know, 
SDsorhs moisture like anything) was saturated with wa- 
t^r, which had settled at the bottom of the ether tank and 
tot frozen there, choking the pipe. 

^ you can’t heat ether up by fire, we boiled some 
’^flter and tried to thaw the lank with rags dipped In hot 
^ater. The water went cold at once. We ourselves were 
freezing and our hands were numb with the frost 
The member of the R W C came up to the sleigh sever- 
al times and watched ns fussing around the engine. At 
fast he lost patience, and said he would go to Tula on a 
locomotive. We felt terribly put out But fie took leave of 
Jis in a very friendly way without so much as a hint about 
fhc Incident near the village where I had made him so 
^ffry. 

We messed about with the raga and hot water long 
after he had gone, still hoping that the motor would re* 
'vlve. But It was do use. when tt began to get dark T 
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started up the motor*c>Tlc Fj^sdor ffot on behind me, 
and u.e raced back to Moscow to semi another aerosletgh 
do^iT] to the rescue 


Shorll> aftcru ards ue pul out a second Improved batch 
w acrosle ghs /Uils Uroe unth ^sorkable brakes) and 
handed the ten machines mtf to the Red Army with duo 
solemnities 

This first squadron of aeroslotghs »as manned by ar- 
moured-car cfe*+ — all of them front-liners In our opin- 
ion they uent specially out of their nay to find fault 
with the machtnes. In fact, the commander of the Eroup, 
• i'wns uorkman. had been dubbed “Dcalh to 

Berc^^ ^ Diiw o^Tiera ualked round the machtnes, 
cranked up the enffincs tested all the median Isms, 
and made trial runs Som-llraes the slechs cot stock in 
me wiow-drifts « tamed tortle uhen liVJnE sharp cor- 
ners and then Ibev d start calllnc curses doftm on our 
heads for faults In conslnicUoa 
^fore tong « to* this crew off to the front at Perovo 
riUmay near Moseow. and hdped them to load 

me aeroaldghs on to trucks coupled to an armoured train, 
ine commander kno%-n as “Death to Bercahkox'” kdssed 
roe at parting 

5" uTilc (o JIM. St™ d.y, raaj- 

be. 'a-e 11 meet again” j 

UJ ror all Iht hard 

t "P "■orklnc day ol 
Ida do^jm- engasad to Uia davriopmcl of hb mnditae. 
'' 

sadng oiir sldgha ol Tbt 
P" amBorad Irato pullad out. 

atkldng out ol'to. hatohea. followed by open liocka con- 
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talnlfie our tarpaulin-covered sleighs on which machine- 
guns had been mounted, Ihelr brass-plated propellers 
gleaming In the wintry' sunshine. All around glinted the 
b^lshed steel ba\'oncta of the guards, who sat and stood 
*bout In the trucw in their heavy sheepskin coats, felt 
bools and fur-caps. 

Gathering speed, the train whisked away the tail wag- 
1^. the last box-car, from the brake-platform of whidi 
the TOung commander of the sleigh crew looked back at 
w He pulled off his fur-oop and waved IL We had a last 
^trapse of his dark curly hair and smiling face with Its 
ralher heavy chin, and then It all dwindled away and 
mdted Into the distance. 

Some day, maybe, we’ll meet again,” he had said. 

And so we did It w'os one of those remarkable coin- 
wdenca that often happen In real life. We met again 
oil, I beg >T3ur pardon, seven >’ears later under the most 
unusual circumstances, when 1 But of that In Its 
proper place. 


31 

Was breaking outside the window 
pThe third dawn,” Ber^hkov sald. 

Everyone in the room understood what he meant Be- 
reihkov’s engine had running these last two days 
find nights without a stop, propelling the Soviet airplane 
°"Jts gnjat circular Sight 

.. The ‘‘Interviewer” eipecled to hear some more about 
^Is fll^t from Berezhkov — he was dying to hear of It 
Eerezhkov himself was more than onco tempted to broach 
^ subject, but he brushed It aside, “switched himseli 
as he called It 

]|Now where did I leave off?” ho said. 

^ou haven’t finished with the Compass” 

yes, Berezhkov continued. The Compass did a good 
job L told you already that we saw the first party of 
sleighs off at PeroVo This force distinguish^ ftsdf 
many a. time in the fighting Our troops were driving the 
routed whlt^ array south towards the Black Sea. The 



crews of the lerosfdghs were put back on their armoured 
cars, and our machtnes the whole first batch ol them, 
were shipped to us In Moscow for repairs Some of them 
had been (lama8:ed by ahell-splloters and buUela. 

In nineteen tu’enty we tamed out two more batches of 
*®ch, but the aerosicighs took no part in thefitrhl' 
Ing that \ear. as there was no winter campal^ Before 
winter came the Red Army had smashed throu^ Wran- 
cel s defences at Perekop And, with his defeat, as you 
know, the Civil War ended. 


Several months later however, a coonter-revolutlonanr 
^ i_j!^ broke out at Kronstadt. A column of our aen>- 
wel^s took part In the historic assault of the fortress, 
'll™ Archives of the Red Anny you will find an 

^ military command paylnj; tribute to the role 
the aen^elKhs played In the Kronstadt operation A 
^up « la Comws worters did our bit, too, there, on 
Uia Ice oi the Golf of Floland. This lameness of mine Is 
a memento of those davs. by the way 


^ of that trip on the 
a^elffhs or the assault of KronsUdL Hi teU you 
w»in ray last meetlnR with Zhukovsky 

'ly®’" Zlmkovsly l.y hi a p-ivc con- 
hlii T.lll. "“'^S Iran* il Uaovo. oolalde Moicow Ba- 
I waa itiy analona to vWl my 

cm tn noralnR home allowed me to 

'’'’I*' bedroom, ttjoogti. 
^ ^ Mleroom. I Joel abont to tnoci at 

m Ibe anteroom whm I uw Ledoahnlkoy In 

th. mtA near the Ugbt, bnay rlffotm np with 

Sjtl^ aoi^lni, Jt ol 

erw wtth ireih vamlsh, Ha Was wtuklng almost nolselels* 



ly What could be be doing, I wondered. Surely he waan t 
messing about with some model of his here, right 
next door to hfs sick teacher? I hailed him softly He 
looked up, gave me a friendly nod, and motioned me to 
come In. . ‘ 

“The thing Jams, dash It," he murmured “Take a look 
at it, will you. Whafwuld you advise?” 

It was a very cleverly constructed device — » revolving 
and adjustable book rest for Zhukovsky, to enable him to 
read comfortably In bed Something was wrong with the 
construction, and It didn’t open smoothly LadoshnlKov 
was engaged in “developing'* again 

“Fm sorry, Ladoshnlkov, I have no time. Is the Pro- 
lessor sleeping?’* 

“I think he^ sitting up Just resting He’s done a lot 
of dictating today " 

“Does he work every day?” 

“Yes. I take most of It down for him,” Ladoshnlkov 
said, adding sadly, “he's In a hurry to finish IL” 

We were silent 

*T've come to say ffood-bye. I’m leaving today " 

“Where are you going?” 

"KronstadL Our aerosldghs are wanted there. Drivers 
too, ty the way We'll probably go Into action.” 

'^Who else is going?*' 

I named the workers of the Compass who were down 
In the list 

“Why didn't you put me down?" 

"Oh, but . . . We can’t have you go, Mikhail Mikhailo- 
vich.'' 

“T^onsensc. How did you come down?" 

“In an oeroslelgh I took the commissar of the repub- 
lic’s armoured forces alonp with me to demonstrate our 
machine to him. I think bo s going to take ov’cr command 
of the squadron " 

“\Vhere Is he?" 

"Somewhere downstairs, I believe. I left him with the 
doctor." 

Ladoshnlkov laid aside Ui6 screw-dri\*cr and went tfut 
wllbout saying a word. 
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I knocked on the dnnr of Zhukovsky's bedroom. 
kf me in. The nif ment I stepped across the threshold I 
was assaHed bv the »mell of apples, the delltlhtful 
of ripe AntonoAos Zhukmsity was fond of them 
must ha\e nl him down a boxful It reminded me wl 
at oner of the little house In Milmkov Pereulok, hi 

the winter alw8\s hjd this njjrceflble cozy smell of 
tenovka-' about it fthoy wore hroucht down from the 
country house in Orekhovo) The ubite tile stove 
off B ptea^nt warmth, slimnff memories of Zhukora^s 
study of the old saddened borne Yes, saddened 
long SCO twenty \ car-old Lenochka, his only daughter, 
had died. It had been a slonnlnR blow to the old 
Ha had a stroke— a haemorrhage of the braln-^lh^ 
another Zhukmsk7 fougtil to keep his crlp on 
went on working, dictating his unfinlshw reseafcl^ 
but he could not bear to return to (he house ^ 

daughter’s ringing voice was no longer to be hcard 
\VTien I came in. he was sitting st the window In * 
deep easy-chaJr mounted on four castors At the sound 
of my footsteps he tried to (urn his bead, but this 
difficult for bim I strode up hastily 
“Ah, Alexelt How do yea do." he said “So you've come 
to see me at list “ 

I noticed with a pang that be had an impediment I n his 
speech. He smiled gladly and 1 saw the dearly loN'ed grey* 
bearded face become dialoried the paraly^ side 
immaWle. The eyes alone had not changed and looked 
bright and undimmed. lib Imeea were covered udth a 
broum check plaid. Hb large seamed hand, which was 
paralyzed too lay >‘elk>w and wavllkc on the dark cloth, 

1 fdt ashamed oJ myself for not having yblteddilm for 
so long I had last bem here together with hb other pu- 
pib and reblhcs to celebrate the fiftieth armiversary of 
ob scientific activity We had read out to him the decree 
a'gned by Lenin, In vfalch Zhukoy-sky was calied the 
father of Russian avialloa, and heartily congratulated 
him. He had beci sitting In thb vity anaefaotr, and had 
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vanted to get up and say something In reply, but had not 
able to He had started to ay' then 
p^d morning, Nikolai Yegorovich!" I said cheerful- 
ly How are you feeling?" 

“Sit down What’s the news with you?" 

But I repeated” 

“How are you feeling?” 

ffe pointed to the table with his unparalyxed hand 
Books and bulky stacks of manuscript lay on It 
“There. I’m dictating a course of mechanics I'm 
algous to finish It It Isn't too tiring I look out of the 
J^dow The rooks are very early this year — see them. 
They must be nesting already In Orekhovo ’’ 

He shut his eyes, then opened them again, bright and 
sparkling - 

“^d how are you getting on? How's your engine?" 

_ I ve dropped It. Nikolai Yegorovich." 

'That's a pity. It's such a clever thing You must take 
u up again Promise me that you will 
I promised 

‘'Whal arc you working on now? Have you Invented 
‘mylhlng new?” 

^ told him that I was leaving that evening for Petro- 
where a column of oeroslelghs was to lake part In 
the assault of Kronstadt 
^And you too?" 

“I don’t know yet” I said evasively “I’ll be handling 
repairs first" 

Zhukovsky nevertheless gpjcsscd what I was going 
— I could read It In his eyes Ho realized that I hod 
come to say good-bye and was silent and thoughtfuL 
Alter 0 while he asked 

^How Is It out there? Is the fco still strong?" “ 

Yes. It must be very slippery, though. Wet I’ve been 
told that the acroslelghs arc liable to tip over " 

“Of course they are!” Zhukovsky said anlmaledlv The 
Impediment In his speech was gone for a moment 'Turn- 
uiR on 0 slippery Ice surface will not be the same as It 
should be under l^cmatlc conditions. D’you underetand? 
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I fcnodkMl on the door of Zhtikovsk>'‘s bcdroonx A nar»« 
M me In The* mcment I stepped across the threshotd ■ 
Tas assailed hv the* 'mell of apples, the dellehtful aroma 
of npe AntnnrAkas Zhukovsky was fond of U)cm- They 
must have nt him down a tmsful It reminded n>c all 
at oner nl the lltUe house In AVilnlkov Pcreulok, which. In 
(he u Inter als.a\s hid this agreeable coxy smell of 
tenoska* about it ((hev arre brought down from the 
country house in Orekhovo) The while ttle stove ga\|« 
off a pleasant uarmth, stirring memories of Zhukos'sky’s 
stud> of the old saddened home Yes, saddened Not so 
kmc ego tuentv \ car -old Lenochka, his only daughter, 
had died It had ticcn a stonnlng blow to the old mart. 
Ha had ■ stroke — a hacmorriiago of the brsln — then 
another ZhukoNsl^ fought to keep his grip on life, he 
uent on working, dklsUng his nninlilied researches, 
but he could not bear to return to the house ubere bis 
daughter’s ringing voice was no longer to be beard. 

When I came (n. he was sitting at the window hi a 
deep easy-chalr mounted on four castors. At the sound 
of my footsteps be tried to turn his head, but this was 
dl/ffcalt for him I strode up haslUv 

"Ah. Alexell How do >ou do," he saJd. “So jou've coma 
to see me at last" 

I noticed with a pang that he had an Impediment In his 
speech. He smiled gladly, and I jaw the d«riy loved grey- 
bearded face become distorted the paralyzed side was 
Immobile. The eyes atone had not changed and looked 
bright and undlmroed. His knees were covered with o 
brown check plaid. His large seamed hand, which was 
purafyzed too lay yellow and v.aaIUu on the darlcdoth. 

1 Wt ashamed of myself for not having visited •him for 
so long 1 had last bew here together with bis other pu- 
pTls and relatives to celebrate Uie fiftieth aruilversary of 
his sdenliiic activity We bad read out to him the decree 
s’gTved by Lenin, in which Zhukovsky was called the 
father ol Russian aviation, and hea^Iy congratulated 
him. He bad been sitting In this very annchalr, and had 
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wanted to pet up and say somethfnp in reply, but had not 
been able to He had started to crj' then 
“Good rooming, Nikolai Yegorovlchl" I said cheerful- 
ly “How arc you feeling?" 

“Sit down What’s the news with you?" 

But I repealed 
“How are you feeling?" 

He pointed to the table with his unparalyzed hand 
Books and bulky stacks of manuscript Uy on It 
“There. I’m dictating a course of mechanics I’m 
anxious to finish It It Isn’t too tiring I look out of the 
window The rooks are very early this year — see them 
They must be nesting already In Orekhovo ” 

He shut his eyes, then opened them again, bright and 
sparkling.' 

“And how are you getting on? How’s your engine?" 
"Tve dropped It. Nikolai Yegorovich,’’ 

"Tbat'a a pity It’s such a clever thing You must take 
It up again Promise me that you will ’’ 

I promised 

“What are you working on now? Have you Invented 
anything new?" 

I told him that I was leaving diat evening for Petro- 
l^ad, where a column of aerosleigtis was to Take part In 
the assault of Kronstadt 
“And you too?" 

“I don’t know yet." I said evasively "111 be handling 
repairs first” 

Zhukovsky nevertheless guessed what I was going 
for — I could read ft In his eyes He realized that I had 
come to say good-bye and was silent and thoughtfuL 
After a while ne 

"How Is It out there? Is the Ice still strong?” 

“Yes. It must be very slippery, though. Wei I’ve been 
told that (he aeroslelghs are liable to tip over “ 

“Of course they arel” Zhukovsky said animatedly The 
Impediment in his speech was gone for a roomeni “Turn- 
ing on a rilppery Ice surface will not be the same as It 
should bo under kinematic conditions. D’you understand?" 



I ncxldai Dut Zliulmsky »a» not mUiBcA IIo tried to 
|a« round l^ords the raanuscrlpts hlac on the table, 
came Into hU sHcbtly db- 
tort« face. The nurse came up quickly 
“No. not yotL Coll 

Ur^lTm fatigued The mere act of tpealdng 

;^n't Ixither Nikolai Yegorovich." \ said. 

ITie nurse guessed what he wanted 
LaooJinikxn she asked 
^uko\sks inclined his head 

He looked very pleased when Ladoshnikov came in. 

iou are. Gel my report, please . the one 
of tbe Motor Car \oa v.i\\ bnd there 
of skidding on the turn . on Ice- 

to • "I'll” !>' “1^ 

“Mtihi d j-ou koow idure he’s oolnc?” 

m solnt, Uio. Nilalil Vetorovich,- said Udoltat- 
"Whore?' 

•^’CKOonU mUt 
COIOS to get It 

•oiVtaJ 1°:™ tofuollen 

tjine]” >our, be Is not going to be absent this 

aukovily murmnrtd. 

roselnTSt''^ f* ^ >>“1 other 

Id larewetl, then dropped back besYlly 
room UdLfcnt “i™ ““llotied ui to leave the 
ro^LstotmliOT nude mn awWird lerky bow to 
^beloved teseber and iun„d sluiply tS^ the 

The mine said 

Nikol.l Yegorovich?” 

It t* out In Ihp about bow 

n a out In the tountry The UtUc itrcama wUl won ,itrt 



running under the snow there, I suppose — flowtng into the 
pond. Do you remember that pond of ours, Aleief?” 

1 remembered how, twenty years ago, 1 had seen Zhu- 
kovsky with a black curly heart, like that of a g>’psy, how 
he had shouted to us kids from the Orekhovo dam, "HI, 
childrenl That's not the way to bathe!” how he had 
thrown off his baggy duck suit Jumped Into the water 
and swum right across the pond with his hands above 
his head, snorting and squirting fountains of water from 
his mouth. And now that big strong bodv, broken by age, 
sorrow and paralysis, was sinking last 1 did not answer, 
I couldn't speak. 

We went out on tiptoe. I never saw Zhukovsky again 
He passed away quietly several days later, at dawn on 
the seventeenth or March nineteen hundred and twenty- 
one, conscious until the last. 



WITHOUT C0KPAS8 


A streik of simililne fell upon the celling of the room 
In which we h*d been silting through the Dlgtit, liatenlns 
to Berezhkov's storle#. It w*s about four o'clock tn the 
morning Bereihkov swallowed a cnp of hot black ajffce 
and lav bsck against the cushlcnu of the ottoman, relax- 
ing wlih eye* shut One could see now how tired be wsa. 
There was an unwonted nervous flush on his and 

a touch of red cm his ej'cllda, too 
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I will not repeat the murmured conversation that went 
on In the room After a while the company beean to 
break up The first to leaw was Fyodor Nedolya He was 
Kolng^ to Berezhkov’s design office, where the >x)ung 
folks had been sitting up all night, too, waiting for news 
about the Bight It was time I went tw, I thought the 
more so that my hand was stiff and cramped with hold- 
ing the pencil for so many hours I gathered up my note- 
books, the precious harvest of that night and started for 
the door, taking care not to disturb Berezhkov 
I got no furmer than the door, however Berezhkov 
opened his eyes and sat up brlskJy, wide awake on the 
instant 

“HulJo, where are you off to?” he cried 
His glance falling on the portrait of Zhukovsky hang- 
ing on the opposite wall, a twinkle came Into his small 
greenish eyes and be shouted 
"Hi, children, you can't work at all, I seel” 

He got up, stretched, pulled back the sleeves of his 
shirt and declared 

"Now, then — down to work! I’JI have you wide awoke 
In a minute. We now turn o\er a new chapter In the life 
of yours truly, a tremendous epopee under the title of 
‘Free Lance ‘ No, let’s rather call It 'Without Compass ' " 
Not waiting for roe to get back to the table with paper 
and pencil, he took up bis narrative with verve and gusto 
you would hardly czpect In one who had spent a sleepless 
night 1 realized then, perhaps for the first time, what 
reserves of vital energy this roan had in him, at what 
high pressure he musthave been running things at that 
design office of his I forgot the cramp In my hand and sat 
down hastily to take him down Aty pencil was off again 

a 

With your penulsslon, Berezhkov began, we shall 
raise the oirlaln on an autumn day In the year nineteen 
hundred and twenly-one. 

Imagine 0 bleak morning, and a chilly room tenanted 
by yours truly; Iroaglne that gentleman hlmc>elf extremely 



loath to crawl crat from ander Ms blanket, and list but 
not least Maria Niko’a>-evni — sister Masha — who, before 
golnp to work, had to think of her dejcctcid brother, make 
him his breakfast. ha\-e a chat with him, and pour bal- 
sam on his tortured tool Masha was then working as 
staff artist at the GubsoNTiarkhoi — which, translated Into 
plain Russian, means Gabcmia Council of National Econ- 
wuy — where she drew all kinds of diagrams, wrote slo- 

f ;ti;s, pasted together photomontages and made a name 
or hCTsclf as a decorative artist at exhibitions. There 
wasn’t an\ decent sized exhibition In .Moscow — like those 
arranged for the Soviet or trade-union congresses, for 
Instance — that she did not ha\‘e a hand In. 

Well then, this kind, dcx-oled, loving Masha goes up to 
her brother’s bed and sa)s 
“Get op, Aleeei ^ 

“What for?" 

Tlut kind of question always had poor Glasha bam- 
}Vhat coaid she do but repeat once more what 
she had been repeating day In day out for three montha 
nmning. ’^oo’Ne got To do sorodhlngr 
Big chanees were talcing place In the country— a 
6w1tch<\-er from War Cocmnunlsm to the New Economic 
Poll^, called NEP for ahort It waa a real sensation the 
tiolsbesnks had allowed private enterprlsel Frankly, I 
ne\ er tried to puztle out the poHltcal ImplteaUona of NEP, 
and didn't know the ffrat thing about the great historical 
l^es at state All this NEP business, as far as I was con- 
iu«t one thing- free trade, private enterprise. 

1 Ud rvA r^d the newspapers. I hinted darkly to ray 
lUter that life wasn’t worth IKing. and 1 preferred to 
as tf to prove to myself and the world 
at Urge that mv working days were over and no one had 
u« for me For one thing, wasn’t I gelUng an 
. ‘ good-by, to lU^ loT^bltng. 
<“ "oy old Irloid the njotor^^-ele fn 
^ **™glh ■ IhooKht otbenriie. When, 

SihS, Hejintud timidly snggejted 

liro»Ied eomeitinB about 
teentinj to keep It foe raemoty', wke. 



Mflshfl was sorry /or me. She thought that my frientfs 
had left me cruelly In the lurch As a matter of fact La- 
doslmikov hadn’t Seen to see me for ages— probably busy 
trylap out his new plane, the LAD-2 Ganshin was en- 
gaged In his reseai^es, writing his dissertation As for 
Fyodor, he was In love with his factory and had cooled 
towards me. a man who had abandoned himself to the 
^Ilosophv of despair Yes, Berethkov, you are forgotten! 
The fact that my friends had not given me up until they 
had wasted a good deal of their time and eloquence on 
me, was not talcen Into account, of course I had come fo 
a dead end— that was the long and short of It Only one 
thing could help me get back my grip on life — some new 
raarveilous Idea, some amazing Invention that v-ould 
make everyone alt up Deep down in my heart I was con 
vlnced that that was what would happen, but I wouldn't 
admit It aloud for anything In the world 
And so I looked at my slater reproachfully end fetched 
a heart-breaking sigh- Masha sighed back She had no 
time to talk, and busied herself Tidying up my room, 
sweeping the floor, and carefully dusting the bear, the 
kite and other wood carvings made by Stanislav, her 
husband It was leas than a year since he hod been killed 
In the fighting at Perekop, and here was 1 shamelessly 
maidng her life still more miserable for her 
At last Masha finished what she wos doing and turned 
to me. 

"Why don’t you go and see Shelest again? ’ 

"What for?” 

I had already called on Shelest, our former Compass 
chief, our shrewd chairman, sportsman, companion of all 
our runs, professor of latcmal combustion engines at the 
Moscow &hooi of Engineering Hts latest idea was to 
set up a research testing station for aircraft engines at 
the school, and be was now waiting for that project and 
the estimates to bo approved He told me, “HI be glad to 
have you work with us. But these ara not Compass times 
I’ll make >-ou dig Into books and thcoo’ You'll sludv’ en- 
gines on my Instructions” J had asked tentatively, "What 
if I invent something of my own?” Shelest had answered 

w 


ll-aice. 





™ -'"J "»■• tJTt It t™ 

shov wh»t s-oii r*rt ! cbancts >-oa wul to 

conv-crsatlon t-mnii*^*^ had been the tone of that 

Ulth Shelest hntli s ' Prospect of »orUnff 

wort, cm h7s msldTnO^Vt^,"'" 

wpcrlence That wa, not a bad school erf 

nw ckntn the ^ dominate me, bear 

sonahh" \\oI.Mn creaU« per- 

-, a lltlle 


sonahh-- \\uijldn“»TLrJ'“'".°'i'’^ creatl\c ^- 
nut in his maL'hit>e> “ wace-uofkef. a little 

mjne— “a desicmer 1 ?”*^ *ffatn liiat pet ptuase of 

"Iteeslrt "Sr "rfSufd °onir*”l !1L *”‘' 

da^ “ " at the So\7iarkhoi that 


^‘hat they're'Xjn'e f*"^ ** E*''® 

them are riot da>s Some of 

there are lnlUauI?^ouDi ^ evtjywbere 

®uld do the 1* w^nrers and TOlm. You 

»int Theyll tahe voa on^n^J^ ^boo&e wbale\-CT j-ou 
ffl/U.- ^ ^ )-wi on anywhere, a man with jw 

*« no»?“ 


iob 


“\vrh.f j. 
“Job’" 


“p' j^'di“drt°iiSfcnlII.^^ 

beck and call Vh^ being at 

Johft, dashlnff aboIii*^n «\‘«’al »lrauJ' 

e%-en taken np mv ^ the Corapasa and 

'■— --itT^SdS.^^hop t«- neadv 


- — ^~.,i up n 

Sli months, but then 1 r i.T~ lur itca 

follow my own incHn.finti.^'^^J’^ 5 ® to do as I liked t 
Job, but as an outlet for im. * hadn't looked on It as 
'Bumnit, wtiio I Jfl mreles. Elm no. 



out of bed and and what? Whither? I didn’t know So 
I started moaning again 

“Oh, you don’t unoerstand Maybe you think that serv- 
ing mankind is the same as holding a Job In some office 
or other? No, my dear, an inventor Is an artist, a free 
lance. Can you Imagine Repin or Serov going out to 
work? Do you think they created their canvases behind 
an office desk?” 

Masha didn't know what to say, how to give me the 
bint that she was already late for the Sovnarldioi 
“What's for breakfast?’* I Inquired with a dismal air 
"Rye porridge." 

•'What, agalnl” 

Masha brought in from the kitchen a plate of hot boiled 
rye grains This unmllled rye was part of our food ratlom 
I took a spoonful of the cooked grains and started 
chewing them, spitting out the husks It was nasty stuff 
"It would be a good thing to have this rye ground, 
Masha ’’ 


"There Isn’t anywhere to do It," niy sister said 
"D’you mean to tell me there Isn’t a flour-mill In all 
Moscow? You’d be able to bake some fritter* or pancakes 


out of It.” 

“I'd be only too pleased to give you a treat But there 
Isn't a place where you can gel grain milled In Moscow 
At least they don’t serve private customers " 

"But what do other people do with the stuff?” 

"They boll It, same as we do Finish your breakfast, 
Alexei, and get up " 

She gave me a kiss and went out 
I lay there brooding and glancing every now and then 
at the cooling porridge. 


All of a sudden the bell rang, I heard Masha in the 
passage opening the street door and speaking to some- 
one. 1 recognlr^ the gruff voice of Ladoshnlkov So he 
hadn't forgotten me alter all! 
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“Oh, don't hothefj'* gjm o the grovfj’ volet 

“I %'on’t take my things off" 

1 leapt out of bed and slipped my trousers on. 1 glaoecQ 
at the rumpled bed clothes and hastily tried to put 
tJjein In ord^ 

Tlien I hurried out into the passage. The dark hall 
seemed to be aglow with Sunshine. It was Ladoshnikov, 
standing there with a bunch of golden autumn leaves 1 
shook hands and tried to draw the visitor into the room, 
but be hung back, and turned to Masha embarrissedtj, 
holding the bunch of leaves out to her 
“Tbej force these on jou everywhere these days,’’ he 
said apotogeticaJly "You can’t get rid of them till you’ve 
bought a faurveh,” 

Afasha thanked him aud look (be bouquet 
“I’m sorry, but I have to leave jiio," sho said. “Tm 
going to work." 

“^Icadld,” L-adoshnikov muUe/ed 
It sounded ratber Irrelevant and Masha smiled. But 
Ladoshnlleov repeated doggedly 
"Sphaidld. And thee"— pointing to tbe leaves — 
"pleise palot them, and present the painting to your 
pupil " 

ladoshnlkov had once persuaded Masha to teach him 
drawing Every designer, be declared, should be able to 
draw pictures as well as designs. These leesons had 
hroughf them togelber IVTien Masha b«:ame a wtdo*', 
Ladmlmlkov invented all kinds of subjects for her to draw 
and paint He believed there was nothing Lika engrossing 
work for taking a person out of htmself when be Telt bad 
Masha Ibsnked him for the bouquet and took her leave, 
sayrig she could not stay another mimite 

Lsdosbnikov and 1 went Into the room. His eyes were 
tdddftn under tbelr bushy brows, and be didn’t aeem to 
notice anything about him, but aidnally— I knew that oqty 
too weii---he did not miss a thing Of coarse, tbe untidy 
bed and my unshaven face did not escape hhu- 1 wouldn't 
have been surprised If be had started laughing at me. But 
be was silent He didn’t look any too cheerful ulmself 
My visitor sot down al the table just as be bad come 



In from the street-— In a lar^ cloth cap and a leather 
Jacket He wore that Jackei almwt at all seasons, and 
everything about It was familiar to me — the frayed cuffs, 
the dbows worn almost white, and even the big oil stain 
near the left lapel The smells of varnish, glue and ether, 
which he carri^ about with him, were familiar too 
"Messing about with acetone?" I sal^ not without 
envy 

Acetone, a solvent for celluloid. Is an fngredleot of air- 
craft varnishes, and it was not surprising that the work 
jacket of an aircraft designer should give off that sweet- 
ish smell Ladosholkov. nowever, brushed the question 
aside with a gloomy gesture. Strange. What could be 
the matter with him, I wondered 

"Can you give me a cup of tea?" he said "I wanted to 
go into a tea-shop, seeing there are so many of them 
these days, but I decided to drop In and see you Instead ” 

I was reminded of that night tavern for cabmen, the 
clouds of frosty vapour, the olurred electric lights, the 
vodka In the white teapot, and Ladoebnikov’s outspread 
band held up lu a gesture of warning against the subject 
of his airplane. 

“Why aren't you at work todav, Mikhail?" 

“Day off," he an5wered vaguely 
I did not press the point If he wanted to, ho would tell 
me himself I went out Into the kitcfaen, put the tettle on 
the oil-stove and returned lo Ladosbnlkov 
He was pacing up and down the room, munching an 
apple. He offered me onc. 

"I’m going away today," he said at length 
"Where to?" 

"Pclrograd New 

“What do you mean? i\nd what about the Li\D'2?” 
“Hiat’a all ov’er and done wllh Not accepted for pro- 
duction manufacturing" 

"Not accepted? But the tests showed — ” 

'*70313 havT: nothing to do wlUi HI Tlie committee decid- 
ed that UiQ days of wooden airplanes uTro over, ond ibcrc 
was no sense In putting a plywood constmetion on the 
armament list The Red Army needs metal aircraft 



Well In 1 uord, I ogrerd with Ibo decision- They were 
riffhL” 

fie renewed hts padng from wail lo wall I looked fit 
his boots, big, strnjiR coarse-tanned hlgh-bools- He «1 
hU foot down Crml\ and squarely A man lllse that was 
not to be easily bent or bt^en. He stopped, looted at 
roe and uld 

“When it lurrwd oat that Ibe L-\D-3 was no longer 
wanted, 1 asked to be gl\en the opporiunllv of construct- 
ing a big airplane. SornelhlDg like the LAt) 1 1 was re- 
fuled- It wa^n t the time for It, they said We didn't hav'e 
big enough engir>e3 " 

■TVTiat nboot the Adrtn? Isn’t that worth working on?" 
‘TVTki’s going to work on U when Berohkov Is loafing 
aboQt?” 

’’H'm, D'>-ou think the commlllce will revise Its opinion 
If I stop loalng?" 

“I doubt IL^ 

"So do I And what are (hey sending you lo Petrograd 
for?" 

"I'm going to the Aero Worka. Ever heard of II? 
’Tbey'vc appointed roe bead designer then The place has 
been stripped clean, and we shall bav-e to put it on Its 
legs again. UoUl we're ready for building aircraft we 
shall have to tnanoJacture all klndi of small articles out 
of kotchug-alumlnluni to start with." 

"Out of what?" 

“Kolchag-alumJnlum. Don’t you know it? It’s a Urtt 
alloy It’s now being himed out b> the Kolcbug Works. 
An^ay, U*U give u» a chance to 5Ui<h the material-'' 
What ara >-cm going to make? ^Deepens? Primus 
stoves?" I sneered. 

The shot went boroe. 

“What’s wrong with saucepans!" Ladoshnlkov said 
cbillenglngly "we’re not above handling saucepans so 
long as we can revive the plant iVIter mat we'll make 
things bum." 

1 noticed with surplsc that LadoshrrlLov was already 
enUmslasUc over his new Job tV, to be more exact, he 
was lorii between conflicting emotions that day while be 



;;rlc\cd oNtr Ills creation, Ihc U\D-2. Ills (liouglits wcro 
already ninnlnc forward to Ids new Job, and lie found 
himself lovlnR the ruined llltio u-orka in Petroprad to 
wlildi lie uas nov. d'Jing 

“On the wliolc,” Ladoslmlkuv u-ent on uilh restored 
pxMt humour, “we'll try to run things on n seif pavintr 
basis And wo’ll prepare the fjround for manufaiiunnc 
metal aircraft If tlw dcslRn good and Uic tc^ti 
favtnirable results then all we shall need arc funds 
and Uic word to (jo aheadi See wlial prospects Uierc arc. 
Alesell It's a pity, thouch " 

“Meaning >our fcj\D-2?'’ 

“No, that will not have been wasted I've been thinklnjj 
of a tubular construction out of metal, >tMi know The pity 
Is uc shall have to make a small machine a(;aln One 
adapted for a hundred horse-powxr engine I’m afraid 
we’ll ha\e tu buy the englric^ from llir Germans I believe 
they’re also Rolng to try and build a hundred horse-power 
Qnome*Ron engine at the DvtcalcI Works ’’ He looked 
out of (he window, then turned to me. and added, “That’s 
not auite (he thing, of course. I’d like to build big 
machines, Alexei You understand?” 

I nodded- I should think I did understand! A big air 
plane with a powerful engine — wl)>, it had been my 
drcaml Ladoshnlkov shot me another glance from under 
his bushy brows and suddenly burst out laughing 
“But If you go on loafing,” he said, ''It'll be some time 
before I gel on engine for a big machine.” 

At that moment a brilHanl Idea — at least, so It struck 
me — flashed across my mind I Jumped up and cried 
"Book here! Let’s send them all to belli Let’s build your 
big metallic airplane oursclvcsl" 

"What d’you mean ourselves?” 

“What I say As free conslmctors We’ll set up a de- 
sign office with workshops o( our own. Didn’t >xai say a 
d«lgner should be frcel” 

“Free from Podralsky, you silly assl” 

“Oh, no Entirely free.’’ 

“Walt a minute. Where is your design office going to 
get its funds from?” 
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Well In a uord. I nererd uitb the decision. They 
riphL" 

He renewed his padnc from wall to walL I kxAed at 
tus boots, big, strong coane-tanned high-booU. He set 
his foot down flrmh and squarely A nian lllx that was 
not to be ea»ll\ bent or broken. Me stopped, IooJ«d at 
me and said 

“\\^en it 1urr>ed out that the L/\D-2 was no longer 
wanted, I asked to be gtven the opportunity of construct- 
ing a big airplane. Something like the I^D-1 I was re- 
fused It wa«nt the time for It, they said We didn't have 
big erxHjgh engirves," 

"What about the Adros? Isn’t that worth working on?" 

‘ W'bo’s going to work on ft when Bei«rbtov Is loafing 
aboat?" 

"H'm, D’>ou think the conunlltcc will re%l50 Its opinion 
If I stc^ loafing?" 

“I doubt 



I m going to the Aero Wofla. Ever heard of it? 
They’ve appointed me head dolgner Ihere. The place baa 
been stripped clean, and we shall have to put It tin Ita 
legs Bgalo. Until wre’re ready for building aircraft w^ 
ahall haw to nuimfacturc all Linds of small articles out 
of kokhug-aluinlnluin to start with." 

“Oat of what?" 

“Kokbug-alommlum. Don't >thj know it? It’s a light 
^loy It’s rww being turned out by tha Kolc^g Works. 
Anyway, It'll glw us a chance to stuify the material " 
What are you going to make? oaucepans? Fhdmns 
stoves?" I sneered- 

The shot went home. 

/*^^t’s wrong with saucepansr Ladoshnlkov said 
cballengingly “We’re not abo\e handling saaceuns so 
*^e ** we can revne the plant After that wt*!! make 
tmngi nnm " 

} with surplse that Ladoshnlkov was already 

enlnoslaiUc over his new Job Or, to be more exact, he 
was torn between confUdhig enwUons that day* while he 
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prieved over his creation, the LAD-2, his thoughts were 
already running forward to his new Job, and be found 
htmsclf loving the ruined Iltlfe works In Petrograd to 
which be was now going 

"On the whole," Ladoshnikov went on with restored 
good humour, "we’ll try to run things on a self paying 
basis And we’ll prepare the ground for manufacturing 
metal aircraft If tlie design Is good and the tests give 
favourable results then all we shall need are funds 
and the word to go ahead! See what prospects there are, 
Aleiell It’s a pity, though ” 

“Meaning your LAD-2?" 

"No, that will not have been wasted I’ve been thinking 
of a tubular construction out of metal, you know The pity 
is we shall have to make a small machine again One 
adapted for a hundred horse-power engine Tm afraid 
we'll have to buy the engines from the Germans I believe 
they’re also going to try and build a hundred borse-power 
Gnorae-Ron engine at the DvlgatcJ Works ” He looked 
out of the window, then turned lo me;, and added, ‘That’s 
not Quite the thing, of course I’d like to build big 
machines, AI«eL You undersUnd?” 

I nodded I should think I did understand! A btg air 
plane with a powerful engine— why, It had been my 
dream! Ladoshnikov shot me another glance from under 
his bushy brows and suddenly burst out laughing 

"But If you go on loafing." he said. "It’ll be some time 
before I get an engine for a big machine ” 

At that moment a brilliant Idea — at least, so It struck 
me — flashed across my mind I lumped up and cried 
"Look here! Let’s send them all to helll Let’s build your 
big metallic airplane ourselvesP 
"What d’you mean ourselves?" 

“What I say Ai free constructors We’ll set up a de- 
sign office wttb workshops of our own. Didn’t you say a 
designer should be free!’' 

"Free from Podralsky, you silly ass!” 

"Oh, DO Entirely free.*' 

“Walt a minute. Where is your design office going to 
get Its funds from?” 



Well In ■ word, I agreed with the dedstoo. They were 
rirtL” 

He reneii-ed hb pacing from wall to wall 1 looloed at 
hla bools, big, strong coane-tanned higb-booti. He set 
his foot down firml> and squarely A man like that vaa 
not to be easily bent or broken. He stopped, looked at 
me and said 

"When It turned out that the LAD-2 was no longer 
wanted, I asked to be given the opportunity of cooatnw- 
Ing B big airplane Sometbtntr IiLe the LAD-1 I was re- 
fused It wasn t the time for iT, ttw said We didn’t have 
big enough engines " 

‘What about the Adros? ItoT that worth working on?" 
‘'\Vho'a going to work on It when Berezhkov Is loafliig 
about?" 

“H’ot D’you think the committee will revise Its opinion 
If I stop loaJJng’" 

“I doubt It 

“So do L And what are they sending you to Petrograd 
for?" 

“I’m going to the Aero Works. Ever heard o! it? 
Tbe/ve appelated me bead dealgoer there. Tbe place has 
been stripped clean, and we shall have to pot It on Its 
legs again. Until we're ready for building aircraft ve 
shall have to macmfaclare ail kinds of small articles out 
of kolchug alumlnltun fo start with." 

“Out of what?" 

“Kokbug-alumlnlum Don’t you know H? It’s a light 
alloy It's rww being turned out by the Kolchug Works. 
Anyway, 11*11 give us a chance to stutW the materiaL" 
“What are yTW going to make? Saucepans? Prlmxxs 
stoves?" I sneered. 

Tbe shot went home. 

“What’s wrong with saiicepanal" Ladoshnlkov said 
challengingly “We’re not above handling sanceuns so 
long as we cm revive the plant After that well make 
things tram ” 

1 noticed with sorplse that Ladoshnikov was already 
enthi isi s it ic Q\er his r>ew lob Or, to be moce exact, he 
WHS tom between conlUctlng onoUoos that day while he 



grieved over hla creation, the LAD-2, hla thoughts were 
already running forward to his new Job, and he found 
himself loving the ruined little works In Petrograd to 
which he was now going 

"On the whole," LaoMhnlkov went on uith restored 
good humour, "well try to run things on a self paying 
basis And we'll prepare the ground for manufacturing 
metal aircraft If the design Is good and the tests gl\e 
favourable results then all we shall need are funds 
and the word to go aheadl See what prospects there are, 
Aleieil It’s a pity, though ” 

"Meaning your LAD'2?" 

"No, that will not have been wasted I've been thinking 
of a tubular construction out of metal, you know The pity 
Is we shall have to make a small machine again One 
adapted for a hundred horse-power engine. I'm ofrald 
we’ll have to buy the engines from the Gerraans I believe 
they’re also going to try and build a hundred horse-power 
Qnome-Ron engine at the DvlgatcJ Works ” He looked 
out of the window, then turned to me, and added, ‘That’s 
not quite the thing, of course. I’d like to build big 
machines, AJexel You understand?" 

I nodded. I should think I did understand! A big alr 
plane with a powerfal engine— why, It had been my 
dream! I^doshnikov shot me another glance from under 
his bushy brows and suddenly burst out laughing 
"But If you go on loafing,” he said, "Itll be some time 
before 1 get an engine for a big machine." 

At that moment a brilliant idea — least, so It struck 
me — flashed across my mind. I Jumped up and cried 
"Look faerel Let’s send them all to belli Let’s build your 
big metallic airplane otirselvesl" 

"What d’you mean ourselves?" 

‘^Vhat I say As free coostnictors Well set up a de- 
sign office with workshops of our own. Didn’t you say a 
designer should be freeP 
“Free from Podralsky, tou silly assl” 

“Oh, no Entirely free.’* 

"Walt a minute. Where is your design office going to 
get its fimds from?” 
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"Jt’J] pey ill wa> You’re ffoinff lo star! with Muce- 
pfltis at that Aero Works of yours, aren't you? Wdl, you 
and I will go one belter than saucepans. Well ln\Tnt 
socnclhlng ihal’ll bring the rooncy pouring In right 
nway " 

"You’re on the wrong (rack, Alcxol ” 

"I'm not We'ti set up an Idea Dqjot of our own with 
an experimental plant 
"And become capIUUsla — Is that It?” 

"Not capltfllut*, but free engineers. Free lanceel And 
Well dare lo do what you’ll nev'cr be allowed to do as a 
salaried craployeer 

■‘No thanks, old chap I’m going lo Petrograd ” 

“And I'll prove It to yoiL Give me two or three years 
and youll see what a free designer can do ’’ 

“\Vhot I see Is that you're Ulldng tomrayrot These 
Ideas are pretty much the same as those of the Kronstadt 
fellows, who demanded 'free capitalism ’ We speJee to 
them with weapons.” Then, In a milder tone, he added, 
“You don’t krvow yourself what you want” 

“Do you?” 

LadoshnOcov, unexpectedly, burst out laughing agiln 
“I da I want to eat— I'm as htmgrv as a wolf 
Acting the hospitable host, f went info the Wfehen and 
brought him some rye porridge. 


Here (Bereihkov, with a sly amlle, raked hts fore- 
finger) we begin a new chapter In oor tme alorv A suit- 
able epigraph lo this chMler would be. 'The fatal mo- 
ment was drawing nigh fSchkln." 

In offering Ladoshnlkov breaWast, I felt In duty bound 
to apologire for the simple meal 
“Sorry, It's the best I can do- Wc got this for our ra- 
tions— Alasha and I Pve got a asekful of the atuff left 
over from Compass days, toa It'a my staple article of 
diet How do you find it — Is It eatable? It need more 
cooWng?" 



“ini do ” 

LadoshniXov settled himself uncxiraplalnlngly to the 
repast, chewing hard on the boiled rye grains and 
spitting out the husks 

“Why don’t you grind the stuff?” he said 

"There Isn’t a flour-mill In Moscow where you and I 
can have our grain milled They don’t serve private 
customers ” 

"You’re a fine inventor, you are! Why don’t you make 
a ^nder instead of sighing and moaning?” 

I all but Jumped up. as though I had suddenly received 
an electric shock. A brilliant Idea had struck me Here 
It was — the first of those braJn-waves that were to bring 
fabulous profits rolling in. and provide me — the free in- 
ventor — with the necessary working capital for my future 
free ejtperimental workshop 

I stared at the porridge, fascinated Why, rations were 
still being Issued at the factories and of^ces, thousands 
of people were still getting this umnllled rye, eating por- 
ridge of boiled grahu ana spitting out the busks because 
there was nowhere to mill IL Ergo, the thing was to rig 
up a mill! The authorities would not object the state 
would benefit by It too! 

Well, well, rny dear Ladoshnlkov, well see what you 
have to say about your friend, the free designer. In a year 
or two! 

I hardly remember seeing off my visitor — I was so ex- 
cited. When he bad gone, I dresisd myself quickly and 
dashed out of the bouse, bent on finding premises for a 
mill 
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The trees were shedding Iheir leaves, and the autumn 
sun lack^ warmth Where to go* Why think? Let’s Just 
go facing the sun. Elated, I strode down the boulevards 
of the Sadovaya Ring, humming a tune. My ears were 
tinfriing, and the pa\cinent underfoot felt spring. 

Near Samolyoka 1 noticed a single-storeyed aeladied 
llU'e house with an altic» p^ted yellow It stood la an 



open pl*ce on the comer of a qtiiet lltUe street, and bore 
oovkxii aigns of being unlenanled and abandoned. All 
that remained of its fence — pulled down apparartly for 
flievo^ — u'ert the stumps of the posta, the wtndow- 
panes, some of them cracWd, were tnick with dust, and 
on tl« street door hung a huge rusty padlock. 

1 Upped the padlock ar»d peeped in at the window The 
floor, as often happens tn unienanted houses, was littered 
with scraps of paper 1 bad a glimpse of odd-looldng ob- 
jects — some machines (oho. Just the Ihingl), thlnra that 
looked like baths or troughs, and a batterM old sofa rtcar 
the door 

I fanmediatdy sought out the bouse management 
‘^Vbose place la it?" 

The bouse raanager, who, to Judge from his baggy 
ck)tbes. had once (|uUe a st^ibb man, looked me 
ONtr. and was apparently Impressed. He stood up, cleared 
his throat and readily caroe forth with the InlomiaUon 
that before the ReN*Dlatioo the bouse had been used ts a 
catvanlzlng and nlckel-plallog utirlabop. ebose crariMr* 
had gone away, no one knew wbete. The place sow 
belonged to the Motoring Department of the Moscow 
Sorict That meek Iwuse manager never goesaed bow 
iKar he w’as to being hogged at that moment. In those 
days I had already leantl my lesson In self-control and 
could calmly carry on a com-enation without betraying 
the fire that raged within 

What an amazing stroke of good lodd I had always 
been welcomed at the Motoring Department as one ol its 
founders, and a worthy member of the mc4oring brother- 
hood. 

I rushed off to the Motoring Department, bunted out 
its president, a good friend of mine, and said 

“I want th* to the house on Samotyoka.” 

“What key? What bouse? What art you talking about?" 

“The house that belongs to i-ou. U Km a padlob. on It" 

"So what?" 

“1 want to see whether the place will still me foe test- 
ing out one of my Invenlloos.*' 
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“What have jou Invented?” 

“Ill explain that aftenvords. Let me see the place 
first” 

“By all mean* I have no need for it just now ” 

“S^d someone wltli me. Well open It up and make *n 
inventory.” 

Back I went to the boulevard with one of the clerks of 
the Motoring [Apartment and knocked the nuty padlock 
oil with a single blow of a crow-bar A line- and nickel- 
plating workshop, abandoned In full working order, was 
presented to our gate 

In the basement ue found scv'eral baths in which the 
plating used to be done One of the rooms contained odd 
pieces of furniture. Including a crippled armchair, a bat- 
tered chcsl-of-drawers and a rickety old sofa 

T?)e Inventory was drawn up In a ouarter of an hour 
I took over tl« bouse according to Inat Inventory, and 
promised to call again at the Motoring Department with- 
in the next few da>'3 to m&kc arrangements for the lease 
of the premises. 


I was all afire with eagerness Masha had no peace 
either That first-class decorator and exhibition artist was 
kept busy all the evening with duster and broom, but not 
even she, for nil her sweeping, washing, and scrubbing, 
could cope with the accumulated dost of years that had 
settled in that house. 

Meanwhile, I tackled the electricity, checked the wires, 
cleaned the contacts, and then, not a bit tired, rushed off 
home and brought down a mass of useful odds and ends, 
including several electric lamps, with which I lit up the 
house. 

By this time Masha had raked up a huge heap of rub- 
bish. 

”Alexel. nil this has to be taken out Throw It in the 
dust-bin ” 

”\Vhat, throw this oat? You’re crazyl It’s a treasure!” 



I carefully sorted oat the whole heap These leaky 
buckets, now, would come In useful, this old boot was 
leather — d'you reallie that, Masha? — leather for all kinds 
of washers and things, and these rolled sieves — oho, 
you've no Idea what use wo can make ol them, tin 
scrap — we’ll need that loo, broken sofa springs — we'll 
find a use for them, waste paper — well, I daresay we 
can spare that, but not for the dustbin, though— we 
can use it for lighting the stove, getting this damp onl 
of the air A bit of firTwood bas b^ left over, too — we’re 
In lucki 

The rubblih having been sorted out, I next tackled the 
sto\-e. I examlnej the flue, rak^ out the osbei, lighted 
some paper In the ash-oll (with Masha grumbling at the 
smoke, ol course), and at last, to my immense delight, 
got the stove to draw 
■Wonderful promlsesl 

“AUsha. darling. If you Ihlok this mill U my limit 
TOu'ro Jolly well mfsiakeol This ts only the beginning 
The taii-off " 

“The take-off for bigger things?” my sister chipped 
In. 

I detected a faint note of Irony Except for an occasion- 
al aigti while belping me, Masha hodo’t said a word 
all day — she didn't want to mar ray buoyant mood 
Plainly, the stutmlng Idea ot rigging up a flour-mlll 
didn’t rouse her enthusiasm. But then hadn’t she been 
urging me herself all the time to take up something that 
would keep me from brooding and lolling abouti 

Catch me lolling abouti From now on I was going to 
sleep on that sot^a there with the ends of the springs 
stkJdng out of It, I was going to be up at the of 
dawn to toll and moll over my Invention 
“What, j-oc Intend to sleep tiere?" 

CtsUng timidity aside, Aiasha began to rail against 
the dreadfully damp place, w^re. In a single nIgbX one 
was liable to be klrkken with tuber^Iosls, or at u>e Ntry 
least, rheuroatlsni. But I Just pooh poohed her fears awoy 
1 ran bome again and came uck with my pillow, sheets 
■ud blanket. 



Good night, Atashal I kissed my Indignant sister, 
bundled her out, loclffid the door, made my bed on the 
soli, turned off the light and lay dowm I Immediately be- 
came sunk In thought, figuring out how best to fix up ray 
flour-ralll 

Let me tell you that I didn’t know the first thing about 
flour-mllla. Only once In my life had I been to a water- 
mill and seen {he millpond, the wooden wheel and the 
huge mlllatones I had no literature whatever describing 
the working of a flour -mill 

But I recollected that, among the things I had brought 
with me In moving over, was a fat general reference Ixuk 
for engineers 

I Jumped up, switched on the light again, got ouf tlic 
reference bo^ and found “Rour-AUll’* under the letter 
"F” I read it through carefully Then I turned up the 
letter “M" and found “Atlllslones.’' from which I learned 
that millstones were made In tbe following way >xiu 
take 8 stone (one of the hard kind), crush It small, 
screen It, then put It Into a mould and fill It up with 
muriatic add, which acts as a binder The enlire Iniorraa- 
tion about millstones was gi\en In a single column of 
small type. I returned to my couch and pul on my think- 
ing cap 

A hard kind of stone. Eureka! Throwing my coat 
o\’er my sboulckrs I went oul Into the street In my 
slippers and under cover of darkness pried loose a few 
cobble-stones In the roadway 

I returned with ray booty, and spent the whole nlf^l 
crushing the cobbles with a hammer Several times I hit 
ray fingers, but then I had the satisfaction In the morn- 
ing of seeing rubble scattered all over the place, and a 
sieve with a tin sheet under It filled to the top with 
crushed stone. 

All I needed now was muriatic odd. But where was I 
to get It? As you know, I was stone broke, and had 
hurled myself Into this remarkable x'enture of frec-lancc 
activity without a penny to my name. Where could I gel 
some odd on credit? I needed quite a lot, too. 
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Casting about In my mind, I thought of Podraliky 
Why, of course, be should bavB all the muriatic acid I 
vanted He ''as the \erj man to let me ha^ some. 

What? Didn’t I tell y-ou bow Podraiaky managed to 
swim with the stream under the new order of thinga? Oh, 
then i’ll ha\e to make good that omission right away 


7 

Well then, this la what happened to Podrafiky 

By your leave, though, I had belter desalhe a certain 
scene dating to the spring cif nineteen nineteeo. Imagine 
a sunny day In April or March 

I was sitting In the freeilog cold building in Ordinka — 
it hadn't been heated oil through the winter— where the 
Committee of Inventions was housed 1 held a post there 
(one of my side-lines, of course) as chairman of the 
technical council and U was my busli>ess to receive In- 
ventors, 

1 remember a lean clean-shaven mao ccanlng In, wear- 
ing a Finks— a round lealber cap with a fur band, which 
was very popular those days— and a black, worn-out 
pony-skfn Jacket He carriv a huge pair of gamrtlet 
gloves und^ bts arm. 

I was struck by the queer smell — something between 
that of smoke and tar — toy vtsifor carried about with him. 

“Sit down.” I said courteously “What can I do for 
you?” 

And suddenly I beard an amazingly familiar voice 

“Don't you recognise me. Alexei Nikolayevich?” 

Good heavensl 1 almost fell off my chair with astonish- 
ment Beiore me stood PodraUky, our old Pussycat But 
where was that Wick little mou^che of bis, i^t win- 
ning (mile, those phmjp pink cbeela? I hadn’t met him 
since nineteen sev^nte^ since the day the soldiers who 
were building the amphibian had trundled him out In a 
wheelbarrow What had he been doing with hlmsetf all 
those yesn? What Irsnsformatlons had ho undergone? 
And what on earth could have brought him here? 
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He held his hand out — a strange, callous, yellow hand, 
which looked as If it had been stained with henna 1 
offered him a chair again 

"Sit down, Anatoly Vikentyevich Have >‘ou come to 
see me on business?** 

But Podralsky did not take the proffered seat By 
force of old habit be looked round, then said, dropping 
bis Voice 

"Yes I have a tremendous Invention ” 

“Have you? What is It?" 

"Could you come down with me Into the street, Aleiel 
Nikolayevich? I’ll show It to tou — the actuil Thing” 

A minute later we left the ouilding At the curb stood 
a ramshackle old Flat car Podralsky opened the side 
door and Invited me In with a sweeping gesture that was 
reminiscent of his punctilious old manner 
“Where are we going?” I asked 
"To see the invention,” Podralsky answered m>’stcri- 
ously 

He slipped In behind the wheel and drove off We rode 
Along In silence for several minutes, listening to the 
whe^ swishing over the darkened melting snow and 
splashing through rivulets and puddles 
“Don'f you notice anything?" Podralsky said. 

"I can’t say I do " 

He smiled and said 

"Would you care to drive yourself?” 

“I don't mind ” 

We changed places I took the wheel, stepped on the 
gas, then slowed down, and accelerated again The car 
creaked, as any old lady of Its age was bound to do, but 
nevertheless made quite a creditable showing 

"Well?" F^ralsky Inquired. "Don’t jtm notice any* 
thing?" 

"No. Unless It’s. 

"Unless Vrhat, AlexeJ Nikolayevich?" 

"It smells funny .. " 

He must have oeca walling for me (o say that, for he 
gave a pleased laugh and aslJed 
“D’jou know ulwl it snielb of?" 



“Whit?" 

“This Is a new era In ntotcwlnc From now on Soviet 
motor transport will not suffer Irom any shortage ot 
fuel ” 

“Obol That’s sijing somethfngl" 

“It U," Mid Po^alsky "Stop the car, will }xm." 

1 did so Pndralsky gU out, unscrewed the carburettor 
nut and poured off Into the palm of his hand a little 
I'ellowish fluid, which be held up to my nose. It was tiir- 

r ntine. So that was what accounted for the smell of tor 
dont krtow whether the Idea of using (arpentlne for 
petrol was Podrilsh)’a. or whether be had come by the 
“IrTventton” in some other way, but the fact remained 
that bis proposal created a sensation. 

In view of the desperate shortage of petrol the “inveo- 
Uon" was immediate accepled, allhougb, as It soon 
Uaivsplred. the turpentine caused ring sticivlness and 
gave driven a lot of trouble. 

A small plant was placed at Podraislcy's disposal 
outside Moscow u-here he organli^ the extraetloa of 
tarpentloe. 

Podrtlslw was sure to have a carboy of muriatic add 
available He would never refuse to lend me some of it 
Hurry up then! 


What Is twenty kUometres? Id the old days I would 
have answered, “Twenh mlnule^ by raotor-olkel" 

But when I dropped In at my flat to snatch a hasty 
breakfast and looked at my motor-bite standing in the 
pasMge 1 Just sighed. What if I tried It after all? I’d take 
It out and see. But wfaat’a the use — I’d tried it once 
before. My lell fool dldn’l reach the rest 
Twenty kilooietres was oo easy trip for roe now. I'd 
have to go tw tram. That would only me as far as 
the suborus. But never rohd, from there I could travel by 
stages. Ever beard of that uiode of travel? You look over 
your shoulders, ace a cart going your wav, and ask the 



driver sweetly to give you a lift He glares at you and 
whips up his horse, so does the second driver, but If 
TOu re lucky the third will give you a 11/t Not exactly en- 
joyable, but then what won't a man do when he sees a 
big shining carboy looming tantaJlslngly In front of 
him with a crystal-clear marvellous liquid in It by aid of 
which he will be able to transform an ordinary cobble- 
stone Into a lovely millstone 
But what If Podralsky refused me credit? What if be 
wasn't at the turpentine plant any more? I felt like 
lashing up the old nag to get there quicker 
1 found Podralsky Installed In the managerial dlg^gs 
at the tiniest of factories The windows of the house 
were paced with simple linen curtains In place of 
the rich crimson hanginga that had adorned the old 
home. 

He answered the door himself 
"Ah, Berezhkov! What has brought you here? Busi- 
ness? Splendid. I love business people." 

He ushered me Into the dining-room. The things In It 
were all brand-new, shining with varnish — apparently 
made at the factory's own Joiner’s shop 
“Yes, It's all new," Podralsky said, Intercepliog the 
^ance I cast round the room ‘^Tve taken nothing from 
the old life with me. That’s done with. Starting a dean 
slate." 

He brought bis bright black Htlle eyes to rest on a 
fan-pattern of portralls hanging on the wolL Side by 
side with Karl Alarx were portraits of famous represenla- 
Uvea of the communist women’s movement — Clara 
ZelkJn, Rosa Luxemburg, and, U I am not mistaken, 
KoIIontal 

"rvo come on urgent business," I repeated. 

"Plenty of time for business. Lolyal Let me Introduce 
my wife to you, Alexei NlkoIa>*evIch." 

I did not show ray surprise, of course, when. Instead of 
Yelizaveta Pavlovna — that dignified lady whose ntnio 
had been Immortalized by the mysterious "llzit” com- 
pound— I found m>'sdf introduced to a fairly joong 
person. 
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“HftndihiUng Is abollshedr she cried iokindy, re- 
petting a then popular slogan. I made a bow Podi^Isky'* 
spouse tossed her bobbed fluffy hair back from her fore' 
bead She had a bold, breeiy look about her Sun-tanned, 
weanng a short siurt of coarse army doth, and neat 
little hlgh-boots. Quite a modem type! 

But at the moment I was least of all Interested la the 
hostess. 

“Anatoly Vikentyevich,” I said, “all I need Is a car- 
boy—'’ 

“I don't know abotrt carboys, but we always have a 
bottle In the house.” 

His wife look the cut and lonnedlateJy made for the 
sideboard. Vodka, pork fat. bread and pkkled little 
cucumbers made th^ appearance on the table. 

“Eicuse the fare— proletarian anacks,” quoth the 
modem young voman- 

Tbe b^ put some pickled mushrooms on my pIiIa* 
His bands, which bad been yellow and homy wben I 
last saw him, were now soli and pink anhi. 

A frying-pan vllb the most marvellously browned 
potatoo came sailing out of the kJtcban. We chatted 
about this and that. Lolya hadn’t be^ to hV^scow 
for some days, and was now voicing her dLroleasnre. 
How was ft I didn't know how many new shops had 
been opened In Petrovka? Was U ln» that a new 
confedkmer’a shop had been opened In StoIeshnUcov 
Street? 

I was on tenterhooks. Would Podralsky give ma what 
I so badly needed? Fhissycat hadn’t answered my ques- 
tion as to whether be had any muriatic add Another ques- 
tion that was worrying me was 'erheiher I would be 
offered more fried potatoes oc not, I was ravenous. 

You couldn’t blame me What can you expect of a man 
who hadn't had a crumb In hla mouth the morning, 
and then U was Just a few spoonlula of that beastly por- 
ridj«! 

Podralsky acted the amiable host 
“L^ me fiU your glass again, Alexei NQcolayevichl 
Here’s to you, to your energy, your fnhi^" 
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His wife Ihrcw In incdnlnf^ly: 

^trgy’s the thing Ufo these days favours the 

ffc^-ahcadi" 

After having fortlOcd myself, I was feeling a resurge 
of energy too, b b 

Anatoly VTkentj’cvIch,” I tKgan. "IVc hit on a stun- 
ning Idea, and I need >*our help " 

With pleasure, with pleasure,” Podralsky purred 
I recognized with surprise the old Intonation of the 
!i Ho looked at me with a kindly eye and en- 

dorsed his wife’s sentiment 
‘’Lolya Is right This government has opened the way 
again for men of action^ 

of course,” I acquiesced "I could do with a car- 
der of muriatic add, j-ou know ” 

“At j-our service. And no extra charge, either You 
can have It at cost price, so to speaL” 

How the devil was I to tell him that I had come for 
stiiff without a penny lo my pocket? I mumbled 
But, er. . You see. Could you let mo have It on 
credit for a viicek or so? I’ll pay >’ou os soon as I get the 
mill going " 

“Mill?” 

"Yes, a tremendous Idea,” I hastened to eiplaln. ”Ahso- 
lutcly original ” 

Pussycat leaned over eagerly and began asking me 
questions about the mill 
"I see," he said at last. "Lers goT 
"Go where?” 

"Straight to your workshop Youll have the carboy 
dellvcrea to your doorstep I’ll run you down myself In 
the car ” 

"Anything but the carl” 

The protest came from Lolya. She sniffed the air ei- 
presalvely with her largo nostrils, and I was reminded of 
the sraeil of turpentine which Po^alsky’s dilapidated old 
car was steepca in 

“You’ll taxe the horse and cart,” she aald “III lell 
them to have our cavalry ready in a ralnuie." 

u* 
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Podraislcy’* sudden eagouess to oblige Irigbtened me 
somewhat, Dut the offer was none the less welcome. 
Iraagtne me diragglnB home that precious burden! 

Presently Podraisty and I got Into the factory s 
tirantass, the precious carboy at our feet My benefactor 
Jerked his thumb at the coaoiman's broad bock, put his 
firtger to his llpi and whispered 
^h. Not a wordl" 


fi 

F'odrabky helped me to drag the carboy Into the 
bouse. 

“m drop In and tee you when Tm In Moscow " 

“HI be delighted." 

He bong il^t then wiifaed me good luck and disap- 
peared. 

‘'Good luck, good luck," I brnmned, and Immediately 
set about making a primitive griddle out of a sheet M 
tin, then I placed the sles'e In U ffled with crushed stone, 
and poored add over It Then, In the highest ot spirits, I 
went off to tee Masha. She started feeding me the same 
old porridge — and that after the treat 1 had bad at Pod- 
ralsty’s! 

No more boiled grain for me, dammJU 
I persuaded ray poor sister to sell all the remaining 
ri'e oa the market, the proceeds to be used for what I 
adled capital Inviestrocnla We^l manage somehow, 
Masha, but tn a few daj-s from now. . Oh, In a few 
days the mill will repay Its creator a bnnditdfold. Hell 
be walloii'lng in money This brotherkin of yours will 
entoy Inxiependence and freedom of crealKo work. And 
bell tackle real big inventlotu — automobile motors, 
aircraft engine*' And maybe — let me do a bit of dream* 
ing. Madia — maybe bell ha\e an experimental eoglfw 
plant Of hU own. How do you that — the experlromtal 

plant of a free Inventor? 

thook her bead and attempted to remonstrate. 
But I Old no time to go into arguments. The future mlU 



was calling me. I went there bumming a (une and spent 
BDother night on the premises. 

The next morning, burning with Impatience, I tumbled 
out of bed and rushed up to the sieve Hurrah! The con- 
tents of the sieve had solidified I touched It with my 
hand, and my fingers sank Into a Jellylike substance I 
gave a yell of pain — the acid burnt my skin 
The d^ned Ihlng hadn’t set! But never mind, It would 
later Tlie next morning the stony gruel had set The re- 
sult was a lovely little millstone 


I had the millstones, now the problem was to rig them 
up To make them revolve. 

Let me tell you that (n all flour-mills throughout the 
world the millstones lie llaL and rotate around a vertical 
axis, the grain being ground between the stone surfaces. 
Now the machines at niy disposal— those that I got 
with the bouse— had only borUootal axes 

In a flash of Inspiration an Invention was bom. For 
the first time In world history 1 rigged the ndllstones 
vertically, like grindstones It was a simple th^g, of 
course, to fix two round stones on a horizontal axl^ but 
any specialist wlU tell you that you can’t grind anytWng 
on such miUslones But the wonderful thing atout 
creative thought Is that It drives you to do the irai^ible. 

I Invented a way of grooving the millstone on the prin- 
ciple of the Archimedean splraL I painst^n^y hewed 
out the intricate pattern of the spiral in the stone, Imo^ 
Ining myself the grain that drops Into the mrove, feeling 
myself, with a thrill of real pleasure, feing caugbh 
enubed and Kroand by the mllWonM, and .amlng 
In a dtllghUul trickle ol Sour Id haire to do a 1°* 
Inventing before I got Ibal ol mine 
But I did It all as quick as lightning, so chock-full of 

'‘’wkTtbe'beJt. now What veas I to use for a telt-dr1«? 
Ai^lSt^ n”ttobedreamtorintbo« days. Tie 


number of factory bdtj that had pone to raako bool- 
soles durinp the hard times ol Civit War and the sub- 
sequent economic chaos was appalllnp It was a real 
dilemma. 

While wrestllnp with this problem I called to mind tbe 
chief of the Moscow fire brigade, an old acquaintance of 
ratnc from motorinp-secUon days, with »bojd I had once 
spent an enjoyable day oo a hundred-kilofnetre run, dem- 
onstratine the splendid performaiKe of a car, once an 
ordinary lorry, uhich f had relllted Into a fire en^ne 

Youll probably asV — what’s the fire-brigade chief got to 
do with a belt-drive? My ansft'er Is — the fire hose! I cnme 
Bwav Irora tbe fire-brigade chief the richer by two pieces 
of old hose. I Joined them together and coat^ them with 
tar, and became the proud owner of an e.ccellent belt 
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The ne^ thing wu a motor 

AU I needed now to start the mfU was an electric 
motor 

I knew that tbs Compass wx>r1afacps had once had two 
Of three stand-by motors of arnaU capacity— tbe very 
thing I needed. 

Its minion fulfilled with glory, tbe Compass and nil 
that belonged to it had passed Into tbe hands of a wtnd- 
Ing-up committee. I rush Ihllber Shouts of welcome greet- 
wTmt. 

“Alexei NDrolayevich. bow sre you getting on?” 
"Friends, sell cae an electric nmtor " 

•TVhtt for?” 

‘That's a secret for the time being A great Invention." 
I was told, however, that the wtnding-up commlUee, 
unfortunately, had no right to dispose of anything 
Then let me have ooe temporarily I’ll sign an under- 
taking to return It to you In perfect condltloo tbe moment 
you need IL" 

This, In the competent opinion of the chief accountant, 
was an acceptable arrangeouait. We drew up an agree- 
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nienl under which I received the temporiry loan of one 
electric rootor for the purpose of tesUnR my Inventlom 

With that paper In my possession I was about to shake 
hands heartily all round and run off for the motor, when 
It transpired that one more formaUty had to be complied 
with, namely, the signature of Professor Shelest was re- 
quired, The former chairman of the Compass was now 
chairman of Its wlndlng-up committee — an honorary sine- 
cure. 

I promptly went off with that precious paper to see She- 
lest at the School of Enj^eerlng 

Memories assailed melrom all sides the moment I saw 
that familiar bulldlncr. the moment I set foot In the court- 
yard. ' 

There it stood, the three-storeyed unplastered brick 
building, Imown as the “red bouse.'* There, with the aid of 
^'ta or elf^t undergraduates. Nikolai ZhukovsW had 
once organized his aerodynamic laboratory, housed In a 
single room I had been one of those seven or eight, work- 
ing away there with plane, chisel and glue together wiDi 
Aridiangelsky, Ladosnnikov, Tupolev, MikuJin, and Vet- 
cWnidn. One of them might be In the laboratory at that 
Very moment Should I drop In there? 

No, they’d start asking all kinds of mjcstlons Pote fun 
at the “free lance." Or, worse still, pity me. No, I’d go 
and see them later, when I was sure ihat I wouldn’t look 
ridiculous or plUfuL 

And over there was the tool-shed where our engine, the 
Adros, used to stand. Ganshin and I had designed and 
hunt It five years ago — the most powerful petrol engine in 
the world. I had promised Zhukovsky just before his death 
that I would lake it up again. And so I wouldl As soon as 
I had everything all set . . „ , , 

Loath as I was to go Into the "red house I was ob- 
liged to do so because Shelest was In there. I strode 
through the yard, pushed the door open, and, wlt^ut 
looking round, shutting out all memories, I ran upstairs 
to wh^ I had been directed. 

Shelest was standing in the middle of a large 
in which several students and workmen ^^cre busy witn 


183 



ForaXt^m.„T.T”V"‘' ' “ “»“>• u« 'i‘*i 

♦h.f n , ^ ^ *‘'l* drove a motor -cycle and oeroslelrfi. 

It iVstI ^ «d.lmcd Joyfully “Hero you ore. 

!. ^ ™ rlffSing a new ship Iwe. as \-ou sot. I'm 

«^lng one berth open for you ** 

olCTod"?^^ ‘“u“P'l!!r ‘^"‘ School Coimdl hod u- 
Sifnfio. SoKln odth this staRle 

loe whIsoSS'ltffji°™ S? ■“ “"=■ ”'>‘*“1 h *a •'hn- 

eneloes. ! construct our ovn slrcnll 

Eh?" He drow bock and 
"Flnl ni^aJo:TT)o^It1f •It'l'h I* continued, 

atadent toithccks IHe a 

few years. WeUi hn^* forRollen a good deal these last' 
Sd tb?n tore, “P,*.'”*- P“‘ so™ Kood work 

ol^^e lT« y- '• M Hive me the 

venture, amono *“ Edcic of some new 

»aa reSuSio^.^.r'" *^e E- Aialn I 

Intr. we had HtrerJi* down. In the saroemiild- 

sky Onobt I •similar laJwritory for Zhukov- 

hero*wiS Sliele«B^oJrf,?^l''” “F else and stay 

hi. Oder onw L'^ •»>“ fW. chance, accept 

ai?w5?hy*^n«F,Fl’“l.FF ' Eld launched at 

early pasabo rj hiventoe? Go back to that 

eroat wF^h? ■ndorgetlable e. a mu.’. Srst 

^ E"! no, only one 

I Bel It? Whaf«y*s. eee,™* moment Would 

myselt **y> ^ couldn’t stop 



“I’d like to sec anyone stopping you!" Ganshin sudden- 
ly threw In- 

The rest of the company laughed heartily Apparently 
it was an old joke. But Berezhkov waved it aside with an 
expressive gesture. He did not want anything to divert 
him just now from his narraUve. 
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Could I stop? he went on Could I quench the flame 
that was burning me up? No, I could not give up that 
little shop now, ^ve up those millstones wiSi my Archi- 
medean spiral to have saved my own life. I had got 
caught In that spiral myself, I was pulled Into It body and 
breeches All that was needed was just one more step, 
one more word, one more signature, and 
And tomorrow I’d hear the first rustle of rubbing mill- 
sbnes, tomorrow that wonderful mill of mine would come 
to life. I’d come back to the engines ycL Life had lota of 
Wonderful things In store for me, anyway 
Inwardly quivering with loipetlence, I kept up a polite 
show of lively interest 

“Yes, yes That's wonderfull TerriflcI But just now I'm 
cnCTos^ In one little Invention. Will >X)U please do me 
a favour?’’ 


“What Is It?” 

“Oh, just a trifle- All the lonnallUes hav'e been complet- 
ed, and only your slgnalurc Is required. I need an electric 
motor for a few days.” 

Saying which, I held the paper out to him with a reso- 
lute air 

“For a few days?” 

“Yes.” 

I said It without turning a hair, ao confident was I 
that In several days I could afford to buy a doicn electric 


motors If need be. 

”What do >-00 want K br? 

“Sign this first, and then 1 II tell you 



“All riffhl I’m alwova {^iad to help In any w’ay 1 
can wilh jtiur inv-enlknu." 

He (lot out hl5 fountain pen and alffncd the paper 1 
proTnptl> thrust it aa.ay deep In my pocket 
“Well, %hat do %ou »anl It for?" SKcleat repeated- 
“Betuecn oursehes, I m opening a flour-raiJL" 

“AuhaP" 

“An ordinary flour null One that jjrinda grain, ItU 
be the one and only mill In Mneov Ifistll serve private 
cualonKf* ” 

“WTiat’s that you said? Ser\c customers?" 

"Ye^ prhate cuitomcr*~lhe public. For Inatance, 
faa\-e some r>c prain at home, 1 daresay, which >xtu got 
on \our ration coupon." 

“Well, suppose I ha’-c?" 

“Why, \ou Just bring your rye down to my mill, and-- 
bev, prtslol— I him It Into flwr for yoti That's all A 
ckn'er trick ai old aa Methuselah " 

"Do you mean IhU seriously, BerohJeov?” 

“Absolutely " 

“I can’t mtka you out Wbat do vvu osnt this Sour-alU 
hr?" 

"To get rkh. I warrl to be a free designer and Inventor 
“Let me ba\e that paper back." 

“Oh, no" 

Ha stood looldncr bard at me for se^‘cra] seconds in ut* 
ter silence I sustained the glance coolly 
"Ah, »elL You're old enoucb to knmv what you’re 
doing," be said at length. "I can only regret the fact that 
1 was one of your teachers. Do as jtxj please. But bear 
this In mind— I will never forgive you UUsI" 

The ProJeasor’s words drined past my ears, 1 was 
worked up to a pitch ol exdleinent when nothing mat- 
tered. 

“You wait. Professor, you’ll see what I'll tchleNX. To tell 
you the truth, Ifa my daring ambition to be able some day 
to offer you a post as chief consultant to my firm,” 

"The milling firm?" 

“No, that's just the beglimlng It’s nothing to what 
m achieve In Umd" 



(w avayl Shelest said anffrily "Go away, and don’t 
^■ou dare come to me complaining? that life has been treat- 
ing you shabbily — It’s what you deserve " 

He turned hts back on me, and I went out 


The money left over from the sale of the rye and eor- 
jnarked for capital Investments went to pay for transport- 
Ino the motor to ray business premises 1 mounted II my- 
self, working as electrician and fitter 
Then, at long last, came the unforgettable moment 
]^en I pulled the switch down A blue spark fleu' out 
put meant It had made contact Amid a profound silence 
the hum of the motor gained steadily in volume Then I 
the transmission strap The millstone gentiv 
^wne into motion and started to sing There It was— that 
firet thrilling murraur of stone and metal springing Into 
me, that first stirring of a conslruction conceived In the 
human brain The other millstone was set firmly on a 
^■wden axle. I began carefully to bring the tuo atones 
ipffether, reducing the gap belueen them There came a 
harsh CTatlng sound, and a shower of sparks os the 
stones fouch^ The next moment I separated them 
The millstones revolved splendidly, and the sound of 
them was like music to ray ears. The novelty of the In- 
'■entlon consisted in ray having placed the millstones In a 
vertical position and used the Arcblraedean spiral In mak- 
ing the groo>tis. The question now w'os — would my mill- 
stones grind, was Iho principle correcl? 

Grain, grain, n Unborn for some grain! 

I hadn’t as much os a pinch of it left. I liad sold the 
whole sack, y’lnd so It happened that I found m>-self with- 
out any grain at the Ncry moment when I needed It for 
testing, a moment uben a constroctor is prepared to pawn 
hU V cry soul for the sake of getting Ids thing tried ouL 
It was e%cnlng already Too late to go anywhere and 
hunt out some grain Ah, well. I’d open the mill just as 
ft was. Open If tomorrow' Srst thins the momUtff, and 



teal It out ullh the prutn of Uie firat customer who c^e 
etonp And $o Uint difficulty uas liRhtly brushed aside. 

It was decided thcn^tomorrou' mornlnff I open shop, 
tomorrow mommff I start mIHingl A raised platform still 
had to bo krwckcd togetber on which I would stmt 
like >‘our truc-bom miller, kceplim an eje on the procew- 
Intjs. A sljjnboard had to be made, too I'd havTi to order 
one from Masha right away This \cr>’ minutel And hotue 
I dashed 

This was when I appreaated my stslcr’s gilti. A sheet 
of old iron was fished out from somewhere — It mlchl 
come off the roof for all I know — and Maslia dutifully laid 
out her whole slock of oil paints on the table and icU to 
work. 

“Lay It on thick, Masha, I'll boy >Tiu a gross of paint 
boxes soon," 

Masha |u»t choettod. The Ihlnffs that that future rich 
brother of hers had promised her th^ da>‘3l 
“Lay It on thJckJ" I rwwated "Make it striking and ar* 
reruns' Somethins thanl (jn’c people a 
After composlns the text for the slRnboard, I went out 
Into the >'ard, found soroe old planks in tbc shed, shout* 
dered them, and sloffsered back to my business premises 
throush the dark deseed streets to give the ploce the 
finishing loucbei and knock up the platform. I worked all 
night at this carpentry Job, and by daybreak — which 
comes late in tha autumn — Iho shop flitnres were all 
ready 

I ran home for the aignboard In a mad hurr>’ 

I found I masterpiece. The Inscription, In beautiful gold 
lettering on a dark-blue background, ran “First Moscow 
Mechanical Flotrr-Mill, Construded by Engineer Bereib- 
koT ** 

Tbe moment I looked at It, howfe\tr, I felt that It didn't 
hit tbe 50Qid»w, that people were likely to pass it by 
with a bare glance. Struck with Inspiration, I painted In 
at tha bottom In large letters, despite my aliter’s protests 
“Private Customers S^ed.” 

Then, after anatching a hasty breakfast, I demanded 
that Masha should help me put the sign up before she 




to work. We crawled along at an agonfilngiy slow 
since the paint on the signboard was still wet and 
'-'e had to be very careful in handling it 

Right In front of the house stood a thick post — all that 
of the fence that bad once been there. I had 
had my eye on It as an ideal place for the signboard 
D^irt I had no ladder, and It was quite a time before we got 
that signboard nall^ up At last the Job was done. 

^1 ran to the other side of tlie street The magic words 
Wvate Customers Served” were plainly visible from 
there too 

And so the mill was openl 

I let my sister go to that job of hers and was left by 
®y^f in the flour-milL I clambered up on the platform 
®hd stood waiting for customers 
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I stood there for a long tlro^ fretting with Impatience. 
But no customers came. 

I ran out several times and stared expectantly up and 
dc^ the street to see whether anyone was tottering along 
^1^ a bag of grain on his baclc 

But people just passed by I felt like stopping some- 
41 ?^ — person who came along! — shaking nim by 
hw shoulders and pointing to the signboard with a shouh 
See that? Run home at once and lug your pain downl 
1 tried hypnotizing some people, but it didnTwork. 

Not for a minute losing faith fn ray great idea, consol- 
ing myaelf with all kinds of thoughts, I’d go back to my 
step up on the platform again and lean, waiting, on 
^ ralL No one knocked, no one came in. 

Many a thought and rosy dream thronged ray mind 
during those hours of walling 1 thought of the fortune I 
Was going to make, of the great Inventions I was going 
to give the world, c j 

1 thought also of Professor Shelest, to be sure. He had 
turned away from me, but thero’d come a day — as true as 



I live there \rouJdl — Then he'd take hl3 hat o£I to tny tjh 
ent and my tucce&s. 

All those IhouRbts and dreams, bou ever, u'ere bnt faint 
glimmerings that came and uent, croud^ out by other 
emotions that are familiar to every designer No dreams oJ 
wealth, of fame or Io\x can compare tn Intensity uith the 
tremendous eicitement that grips mo whei>ever I conctht 
something new, and especially when I am waiting for the 
thing to be fested. 

And lh» Ihmg, strictly speaking, bad not been tested 
yet The most thrilling, the most devilishly eidtlng and 
inlerebtmg thing for me at that moment — far moreTnler* 
esllng than all the good things the mill could ever bring 
roe — was the question la the conception of the deslga 
c o rrect? Will my 6our-mlU uork^ 

It was getting dark outside. Disappointed and tired 
out, I was about to close the mill, wb^ suddenly there 
came a timid tap on the door 

I jelled with all ray might “Come InJ” 

The door was not locked— H bid been leA open for 
aistoaers— bnt do one entered Conld H have been my 
Imagtnillon, I wandered? Was 1 begtnnlng to have hal* 
in dna lions? 

I sprang down from the platform at a tigerish bound, 
and rushed to open the door There, on the threshold, 
stood the house manager, the one w ho bad rwlved roe so 
deferentially when I bad come to Inquire about the 
house. I can see tbit half-scared wondering sort of look 
on his face with Its apologetic smile as If it were jester- 
day 

He stood there, bent under the wdgbt of a big sack. 
You understand — a sackl 

■'Excuse me. Comnda Berezhkov," he began, ‘‘rvo 
only lost come from the office and didn’t see your sign- 
board till now So we are going to have a floor-mill In our 
jwrd now?" 

“^es." 

“And one can have one’s rye milled?” 

“Certainly As much as you want" 

"Prhala enstoroers 100 ?** 



“Of course. Didn't you see the sign Trfvate Customers 
Served'?” 

‘Is It all legal and proper?” my first customer went 
on probing 

“why, of course. It‘s NEP ” 

My statement did not lack assurance, although I had 
no trading license yet. 

“When I came home,” the house manager said, lowering 
his sack, “and saw your sign, I thougbl— thst’s fin^ I'll 
have my rye milled now I have a lot of unmJlled rye.” 

Without wasting further words, I grabbed the sack and 
swung it on the sc^es, as If I had been doing that kind 
of work all my life The acquisition of those scales, by the 
way, is a story In Itself — but then the whole thl^ Is like 
a tale out of the Arabian Nights 

After weighing the sack, I heaved It up on to the plat- 
form, jurap^ up there myself and started pouring the 
grain Into the cone My customer watched the proceedings 
with curiosity My own curiosity was Just as keen, to 
say the least Would It work? 

I preased the switch borne A blue spark shot out The 
motor started bumming and the millstone came Into mo- 
tion I opened the grain slide and began bringing the 
millstones together All of a sudden they set up a screech 
and a bowL A gruel-lIke stuff the colour of earth mixed 
with sparks began to drop into the box placed below to re- 
ceive the flour And the smelll It was like burnt galoshes. 

The startled face of the house manager put the wind 
up me tex), but I didn’t show it Cool as anything, I quick- 
ly drew the millstones apart. But now the grain was 
dropping Into the box whole. Ever so carefully, I started 
bringing the millstones together, but the moment they 
toudied they started screwing again. Once more we 
Were treated to a whiff of burnt galoshes. 

I went hot and cold all over What the. . The darned 
mill didn't woiil 

The next Instant It occurred to me that I wasn’t han- 
dling the thing firmly enough. The millstones had to be 
brought closer together so that the flour could form a film 
bkween them. I boldy Increased the feed. The screeching 
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ihe sparks slopped flying, and flour began to pour 
Into the box. Whew! At last 

True, the flour was poorly milled ond crunched on the 
teeth, but sUll, it was flour 

1 wrunR from my first customer hjs full measure of 
admiration at this cunning device of mine, then between 
us we tw'lsied a huge paper bag out of a couple of news- 
papers and he generously poured off several pounds ol 
flour— my dues as miller 

A minute later 1 turned the key In the lock of my door, 
came away Irocn It, pressing the bag with the flour to my 
bosom, and performed a dance step on the porch. 
Suddenly, a pretty \*olc« come put of the dark* 

“Make way for the Ikmr kingl" 

What the devlll There, by {be post on which my sf^* 
board was nailed, stood Podralsky’s pbaelon. Lolya, de- 
clining the help of her fond bosband. Jumped U^tly to 
the pavement and came tripping towards me. 

“Hulk! We happened to be In your neighbourhood. 
r\ e been doing some shopping, you know “* 

She began to dust my Ja^id with a strong sunburnt 
hand. Would jou belle%e iC I w'ss covered with flour from 
head to footl "Flour king" was right 
“I knew j-Du'd be a successr U>tya said, eydng me 
approvingly, then added what was apparently fav'our- 
He maxim. “Life belongs to the go-aneads.'^ 

Podralsky’s pink face beamed geniality 
“My conmUilaliotis, Berezhkov!" he cried. 

I shuffled about uneasily Would I have to invite them 
In? Masha was waiting for me at home. We had planned 
a royal feast of oladyas • And now— here von are — this 
une^tected meetlngl Was there no way of escape? But 
Puis>xat was tact Itself 

“Ekn't bother," he said, taking bis leave with a bow. 
“We Just happened to be passing WeTl drop In some 
other time.” 

“Please do! Ill be glad to s« you!" 

“So you're making a go oI it ^?" 

• Oiodfa — t kiad of thick pancaka.— fr 



J?atherl ' Seinp tliat the visitors ^ere ffofnj? I repeatetl 
delightedly, “Like a house on fire. Talk about good luckl ’ 
I MW them get Into the carriage, waved my hand to 
them, pressed the precious bag to my bosom again and 
ran off home. 
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It was a amJlIng Alasha who was kneading the paste. 
She loved to entertain guests 
But who Were wo to Invite? Ganshin uas ruled out — he 
Was hard at v^ork on one of his researches Our only hope 
Was Fyodor I'll eat my hat If I don’t drag him down foi 
oladyas today I don't remember whether I told you or 
not — Fyodor Nedolya was working as a fitter at the Kras- 
ny Metallist Worka The thing was b get b his bosteJ 
quickly But how? By tramcar? The prospect was any- 
thing but pleasing, especially now, during the rush hour 
And much too slow anyway No, IJtat mode of travel was 

fi r^mitive and old-fashion^. But what was the altema- 
ve? 

Without being aware of It, I found myself standbg by 
ray mobr-cycle, which still occupied its old place in the 
passage. Should I try It? After all, my lame loot was no 
nandlcap when It came to running about the streets, dash- 
ing backwards and forwards But try as I might, rav 
leii foot did not reach the foot-rest It had no support But 
Walt a mlnuteJ What If I raised the foot-reat? Or fixed 
a bar there, say? Why the devil hadn’t 1 thought of It be- 
fore? It was so slmplcf 

My hands were busy already with spanner, screwdrUer 
and hammer The foot-rest was raised. N’ow let's sff down 
and try It Splendid! Dolh feet stood firmly planted Petrol 
splashed In the tank The thing now vas to take the ma- 
chbe out inb the yard, start up the engine, and. . and 
come udiat ranyl 

And so wo find jour obedient servant the elated In- 
venbr, shooting out ol the gob on Jii* molor-cjrle. HeM 
ha\e liked to glance up at Masha's face b the ulndow— it 

/» 
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probably looked at ooce }mfu] and axukma — but he did 
not dare lo (car Ills t\cs off the road 

I ^fraduallv put on speed. Tljc uind wliblkd In my 
cars A\y. it uos ^Tjnil' Remember Gojjiil— ''Wlial RimJan 
doei, not lo\c suiit iraseP” 

I raced IhrmiLd, Ihe ccnlru Passed the Kremlin, o\cr 
v.hicb live ml il.ic had been flvini; for nearly four years 
nou Prcs.liisU>nka, Sadovava Krimsky Briofje, l^Iutb 
ikas , I Square Tl>en (he uukkirts The kxiff blank u all of 
the Krnsn\ Mclalhst Works stretch^ alon(j IJie tdreeL 
Escptuhere sitjns of neglect- brticn or dirty skyliRht 
panes birds' neats under the cases. Only a few of the 
'Aurks numerous chimney* Here tnjokinff At lari a 
st^p -the only one morking. Its windows clean and 
gleaming 

1 . 9 ^ ■ n^signboard tool Over the main gates, In Wg 
lelt^ RSFSR Krasny Metallist State works.” Nc'il 
^ it r^ bunting with an appeal to re\'ivc heavy Indus 
trj’— the basis of socialism. 

But where was die hostel? Fsodor had said, “A two* 
riorp\ed bouse almost directly opposite the fa^ry gale.” 
This must be it Slopl ' 

A minute laler I beat up F\x>dof’5 quarters. It was a 
Simple room. Some of the cot* had grey army blajiketa on 
them, others patchwork counlry quilta. 

^eral young workers were silting round o Uble, liv 
tenl^ to a newspaper article, which someone was rending 
out m tb^ I caught wght of Fjtxior and »a\-ed ray hand 
.to mm pie reading broke off Eyes were turned on me 
quesUoalngly 

'pood evening Aleael Nlkolayevkfa,” Nedolya said, 
eddir^for gen^ mformallon ‘This la Comrade Bertzh- 
Mn^be one wbo was my commander at KrooatadL” 
inc acted as a smile opcocr I was Invited to 

* Fjodor out Into the corridor 

Fyodor, and coma along with meJ” 

Wiiere to? 

n to my place lo eat o/odposr 
AlTjtt do you mean?” 

What I say Oladifas out ot my own flour " 



“Maturally, not the next man^s flour ” 

“You don’t understand! I milled it myself At my oum 
Qour-mJll " 

“Your oun?” 

“Yes, Fyodor, my own I’ve opened a flour-mil) today ’’ 
“AJeiei Nikolayevich, I don’t seem to get this straight ” 
“Yes you do! I can call a thlncf ray own if I’ve invented 
it, can't I?” 

“Well, yes ” 

"It’s a beauty, Fyodor You'll like itP 
Tracing patterns on the wall with my finger, I told 
him the story of the unique, vertically set millstones made 
out of ordinary cobbles. At last Fyodor saw it He voiced 
his delight 

“Wondertull And does It work ail ri^t?’’ 

“What ora I inviting you to oladyas for? They’re made 
out of ray flrat flour By the way, Fyodor, I’ve come down 
on my motor-cycle — the first time since all those months 
Tvc it outside." 

“Really?” 

“Come along! You'll ride pillion We’ll do the talking 
at home That mill, old chap. Is jost byplay, an idle fancy 
The groundwork, so to spealt If you only knew what 
a workshop I'm dreamlog ofl An Idea Depot, let's 
call it" 

“WondcrfuII But hadn’t you belter come to work at 
our factory? We need men like you Just now, need them 
ever so badly " 

“No, Fyodor, you won’t calch me taking on a staff job 
You needn’t stare. Everyone has his own scheme of life. 
I’ve got to be my own master A free Inventor Ever 
heara of a free lance? It’a one who values freedom above 
all You come and work with me, F>’odor Join the Idea 
Depot Well build a stunning motor car of our own In- 
vention." 

Fyodor dropped hb eyes and sliook his head 
"what? Domt >"00 want to? Come along, wc’II thrcsli 
it out over the oimyai " 

“I don’t wont oiadyas.’* 

"What ore >1x1 sulJdng for?" 



“I don't like oladgas" he repeated dogsfedlr. 

He did not argue — be was much too shy and taclfnl to 
lecture me He stood there shitting his u eight from om 
foot to aiKdber but when I attempted to look Into the 
room again, he birred my wav m a \ery determined man- 
ner He did rvDt want hli room mates to see his former 
conimander in this new light 

So I came away alone and went home. 
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Next da> three or (our women came to the mlU with 
sacks of grain, f weighed the bags, milled the grain and 
issued the flour ullh a business-ILLe air I charged four 
pounds of lour per pood Thai day I made about twenty 
pounds. I went borne to sleep, and assured Masha, as 
I polished off her o/oJpos. that the day was rtoi tar on 
unen Iriends wTiuld gather round our table and everyoM 
wxnld be amazed at ray success and utmld congratulate 
me. 

Going to the mil) (be next morning— It was its third 
morning— I saw. while still a good way off, an astound- 
ftg specladc. There was a Ireraendoos queue outside 
my stop and a mlUing crowd round the door The hubbub 
was tenifle. Moonted raUltIa held the crowd back and 
tried to keep order (At this point a leg In a brown trou- 
ser shot Bp from the sofa like a signal, and Ganshin 
queried Ironlcalty, “Mounted miUUaV" “Oh, all right, 
have It foot mlliaa.’' Berezhkov corweded) Waving the 
shop key cner my bead I squeezed my way throegn the 
crowd, >elllng at the lop ot my n'dIcb that I was the mil- 
ler 

Representattves of the mlUUa went Inside with me. 
I was asked to present my documents and papers certify- 
ing ray tlUe to the mllL What could I stow? The miUtia 
drew up a charge-sheet. In whkh 1 was accused ot engag' 
Ing In unlicensed business adivlUes and of dlstorbtng 
the peace. 

\Vben thU fonnality was completed, I asked 



"And DOW what?" 

“Now we’re going to seal up the premises The seal 
^11 be removed after you have paid the fine and taken 
out the proper documents ’’ 

"What the fine amount to?” 

A sum much more than I could ever hope lo scrape 
together was named. Now, If they'd let me do some mlll- 
mg, I’d be able to pay them out of the process But no, 
me militia wouldn’t hear of it Pay the fine first. Citizen 
Berezhkov, and then we’ll talk 

At that moment the door flew open, and In walked 
Podralsky, Juat in the oick of time. It baffles me io this 
how that grandmaster of block magic had managed 
to time hla appearance so well, bow he had contrived to 
^'JQeeze through the crowd that besieged the premises 
and pass the mliiUa cordon that let noMy In Somewhat 
^nshevelled after the crush, with two or three buttons 
®l4alng off fiis overcoat, but none the less pink, bland 
and Imposing, he reminded me of the old Podralsky, the 
owner of the hush-hush laboratory I wouldn’t have been 
surprised If he had started growing that natty moustache 
of nis again, 

'What’s going on here?” qaoth Pussycat, smacking 
^ lips wltn reltafa. 

I all but flung myself on my saviour’s neck, and 
pointed to the obnoxious charge sneeh Podralsky evinced 
no surprise. 

“Well, we'll have to pay that fine," he said off-hondedly, 
nnd Inquired with cool Insoudance what It amounted to 
Then, without further ado. he pulled out a wad of 
treasury notes, counted off the required oraounL and 
placed It on tlw tabic. I was so astonished that I could 
barely stammer out 

“Anatoly Vikentyevich, HI repay this debt In the next 
few days.’’ 

He did not let rac finish the sentence. 

“Nonsense Don’t mention IL" 

After that he presented to the autborlUcs various 
Identity papers certifying among other things that bo was 



Ihe legal julcQlM K%erQ] oulaUndlng IrTrentioas and 
outjlde S\oscov had placed at hfa 

<l‘Bn»y h« offered the represenU' 
^ guarajitcc that I would lake 
^.T ?i JL 4 ?*!>«■* wlUdn a weeL \Vitboul giv- 

he Mid, nudging rac, 

bbou the comrade* >our Indention, Berahkov ” 

i^nfully to the occatlon, demonalrated my in- 
” vofkcd. explained bow the Idea 
the thing I nude It 
s^d entertaining Podf»l*k7 took upon hlmsed to go 
d^ at once to the proper aulboritia and obtain the 
r^MTV peralU. I signed x-arioua jUlements, obliga- 
'll ®f “ttomey. daahed off a drawing u-hidi 

to be patented, and handed them al] o\er to Podral- 

At bU 

the approving eye erf the 
tJckeU and onnibering them, 
ticket with hla pri\ ate rubber 
[ ?? t D^gner A Imeolof”). and e\en produced a 
“^™te glrtog him the right to use IL 
I *1 title, LoJ>’a, too. bad managed aomehow to 
na nui e herself Into the shop, menrd by a noble Impulse 
I ^ ^he took thing! In hand and 

Pjlllne tht qunK In or*T by dWribuUng the Um 
4 ‘ by tht «y. ,i; Ujucd tlcktU tor 

*e\-en I days ahead, 

.o?f eo •t that for the time being. 

^ left the prei^ PodraUky went off to legallie the 
1 , wife, abouUng cheerily, stood on the door- 

^ ^ding the ikkeU. while 1 did a roaring trade. 
mH*h tram bead to foot 

r,i.4f ^ baling my lunch right there on the 
^OTTO so aa not to bold things up That day’* receipts 
»o^ted lo nearly ten poods of flour— almost a fortune 
those daj-s. 
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I knew Podralakj inside out — at least, I thought 1 
did 

I could see him coming along tomorrow, say, or the 
day after, with my documents, pdrring, pink, and ro- 
guish “Anatoly VIkMtyevich,” I’d say, "I’m ever so much 
obliged to you. How can I ever repay you?” And he’d 
ansuer, 'Take me into the business ” 

Pussycat, of course, had It all chalked out He knew 
that I couldn’t refuse him after what he bad done for me 
As a matter of fact he had saved my mill I wondered what 
he Was cmmtlng on, what share of the business About 
twenty-five per cent, I daresay. If not thirty 
But I wasn’t going to haggle, not me. B> all means, 
Anatoly Vikentyevich, let’s make It fifty-fiitv! But have 
the ^dness, please, to lake charge of the ousiness and 
run the mill yourself My Job Is to invent and create! I 
could imagine bow my partner would get things hum* 
niJng It would be Tono-Bungay back again with a bang! 

I could see a new building springing up, eguJpped with 
new mechanical devices. An elevator would deliver the 
grain to the top floor The flour would pour Into bags, 
which would be automatically weighed and tied 
Your obedient servant would desifm and construct all 
this with pleasure Podralsky would handle the commer- 
cial side I'd get fifty per cent of the profits That was a 
damned lot oirooncy! A good basis for future operations 
and creative quests as a designer 
If only Pussycat didn’t lose Interest In the business 
and change his mindl 

Apparently there was little likelihood of that happen- 
ing He took care to let me hear from him regularly The 
next rooming 1 ran Into Lolya at the mill aoor, where 
she Was as busy as ever, keeping order In the queue 
That energetic young person told roc that her husband 
had been running about all day jeslerday seeing to the 
affairs of the mill and would be at It loaay Ne\t she 
passed on to me his advice that 1 slwuld Immediately 
rig up and start a second set of millstones going PoJ- 
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raUky uould probably send down l»o first-class factory- 
made millstone*, which he had stumbled on somewhere 
or other He had gone for them already 
In fact a cart presently aiTl\ed with a small set of 
ralllstones a* uell as boards, plywood and other materi- 
als, accompanied by a dour-looUng huDclng chap A 
workbench was promptly knocked together, and the 
dour-looking chap started to fix up the second set of 
millstones under rn> directions, while 1 went on with the 
mlllmg 

Lol>a was acting the mlnislertng angel to me. This 
‘^rce lance" credo of mine tickled her to death- She kept 
on repealing that Ibe business had to look good. It 
wouldn’t do for us invenlors, God forbid, to be confused 
with prl\"ate tradesmen, wilh the Nepmen Our business 
had to be properly legaliied, and this, she g«\e me to 
understano, was rw easy >ob Howes'er. the obliging Pus- 
sj-cat, who popped up from time to ttme, definitely prom- 
ised to see the thing throogh. 

I went 00 with the mlllLrig for severs! more days, and 
was then relle\'ed at the mauine ^ a mastef-mlller, who 
had been specialty emploj-ed. The mil! continued to yield 
me a profit of ten poods of flour per day The place was 
chock-full of flour, so I started charging money Instead 
That was when I came bursting In on AUsha In the eve- 
ning — 1 hadn't been home for two or three day* — waving 
a whmiplng fat wad and yelltng, "A fortune! A gold 
mlne!*^ 

That Idea, that mill of mine, bad really turned out to 
be a rich %ein. I pa>‘ed off all my debts — the muriatic 
add, the lease of the house, and all the other things I 
had obtained on credit- I relumed the electric nxrtor to 
the Conipois wdlhln a week, as I had promised, after 
having bought two other* elsewhere for cash. 

As Tor Podralsky, he’d drop In for a mlnirte or two, and 
then I wouldn’t see hbn for days at a stretch. 

One dav Lolya said. 

“Anatoly is coming down tomorrow morning He has 
completed all the legal focmalltle* about the mill fle’l) 
IcU jou about It htmseU.” 


Then came Uiat morning — (be twelfth morning of my 
oiill 1 came up to (he house and stopped dead In my 
trac^ A new signboard adorned the post "Ftour-mill 
Progress,' Inventor Podralsky ’’ 

What? Had the man swindled me? Robbed me of the 
rnlll? Yes, that’s exactly what he did Pussycat had 
simply swallowed me, gulped me down whole It appears 
that all the title deeds and documents were made out In 
his own name — Including the patent on the Invention, the 
leasehold, and all the rest 

He presented the papers to me himself, or rather copies 
of them certified by a notary 1 wanted to hit him over 
the head with something heavy, but the dour-ficed chap 
he had recently hired stood there looking as If he meant 
business 

me describe that picturesque scene to you. 


Tall, lean and extraordinarily active, Bereihkov bad 
^^t jumping up In the course of his narrative to act the 
parts In the scenes he was describing, laughing heartily 
one minute and putting on a tragic air the next 
Outside, through the open window, the sun was al- 
ready shining Moscow was astir, and the trams were 
running 

Suddenly the telephone rang Bereihkov broke off, his 
face paling, and snatched up the receiver We sat listening 
to his eicTaraatlons. 

"What’s that? In a fog? What? How about the crew?** 
Obviously something very Important had occurred, 
but from Berexhkov'a tone one could not gather whether 
the news was good or alarmlog At last he shouted out 
"Yes, all right I'm coming at once!” 

He put the receiver dowm I noticed for the first lime 
since our acquaintance that his hands were shaking 
"They’ve set her down,” he threw out Jerkily 
We expected details, but Berezhkov hurriedly changed 
Into hla shoes without uttering a word. Questions were 
fired at him. 
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towing. brickwork with the rectangular voids of Its 
window openings 

Now I can paint that flour-mill of yours In whatever 
colours I like," I said Jokingly "I can put In towers, and 
suspension ways, and other things In your style ” 
^Ber^hkov was now taking a greater interest In th'^ 
hOw that I was writing from his stories. 

Oh, no," be said ^I’ll cross It all out for you We 
must stick to the truth " 

"^ut. Aleiel Nikolayevich," I couldn’t help exclaim 
“I’m sure that you let your imagmatlon run away 
with you, too, sometimes ” 

Bereihkov turned round He was wearing an autumn 
coat of heavy brown cloth, a cap of the same material, 
and a smart quiet He tied with ew careless skill My 
exclamation had made him smile The cast of his features 
and especially the set of his Up, however, made him look 
as If he was always smiling AJthough he was over forty, 
ule had not even started to pull down the comers of his 
large freshly coloured lips If anything, they had a 
slightly upward tendency Inat created the natural pattern 
of an engaging smile. 

"If you don’t believe me, I won’t tell you any more," 
he said. 

I had to coax and wheedle before he finally came 
round 

"In those days,” be said, “one would often come across 
huge co%'’ered vans with the Inscription ‘Podralsky 
Blouri here In the Sadovaya Perhaps you remember 
them? if you looked closer, you might have been able to 
make out a few words In smaller liters, reading some- 
thing like this ‘Flour made at the mill constructed by In- 
ventor Podralsky ' What d'you think of that? That’s called 
grabbing and ‘looking good’ at the some time, the way 
I-X)Iya taught" 

“Didn’t jou fight them?" 

“Over the mill? No He otFered me a peaceful settle- 
ment— ten per cent for the idea I shouted, 'Keep the 
damn mllll May It cboko you! I’ll Invent a hundred more 
gadgets like Kf’ And I turned and went out But i came 



“They’ve made a landing,” he repeated. 'T behcve 
e\*erythlng’s all right. The crew Is safe and sound The 
enpne woriced smoothly till the last" 

' What about the record?” someone exclohned. 

He nodded e.xcitedly We gathered that the record bad 
been beaten At that moment of emotional stress Bereih- 
KOT was otmousl) anxious to withdraw Into himself and 
questioning, jTt he mastered himself suIS- 
clejitty to smile at us all before running out and wave his 
hand from the door 

Presents we heard the chugging of his motor-cycle-In 
me >ar(l The next minute the sound of the exhaosx came 
irm under the windows facing the slreeL 
1 a last glimpse of him through the window as 

M stot down the stre«, his body and close-cropped head 
(he had forg^en bJs cap at home) besit low over the 
handle ba^ He jolted over the cobble-stone road, wbkh 
at that hour, and the wind bellied hb thin 


Ooe su^y autumn day. some time after Ibe "night of 
wones, Bereihkov aiKl 1 were driving round Aloscow 
In a car Th* iHn h«j k— j i t 


, ' * WCTC CunuiJt lUUIiU 

arranged at my request I 
d told me of — auloiviky*! - 


vant«^ to s« places he had told me of— Zhukovsky’s - 
° Mnntkov Pereulok. the Moscow School of 
^n^g. which Bereihkov had attended, Podralsky’a 
^ workshops of the Compass, 

and Btftthkov's ftour-mllL 

® ^ace remained, however On the 
corwcdSarT»tyok^ where Berezhkov had once naUed 
Th* ^1*1 building was now going up. 

aS streerperipec- 

buildings in the course of c^troc- 
&v,.r cranes— those emblems of the 

against the dear sky 
the car and showed me the spot 
uhere his mill had stood. For a while we surveyed the 



tween sheer walls of buildings Into the hary viataa of Mos- 
cow's dtyscape. Few places In Moscow In the thirties 
were so roomy for cars as Sadovaya Ring was, Smolen- 
sky Market bad long since passed out of existence, It 
was difficult to Imagine that there had been a jostling 
rag-fair here under the open sky Everything bad since 
been pulled dov.n’to clear a way for the stream of motor 
traffic, had given place to a single broad belt of asphalt 
divided down the middle by a white line, on each 
side of which six to seven cars could move along In 
a row 

“Without that tin of paint there’ll bo no novel,” Berezh- 
kov announced In sucn a lone that one would think he 
had written at least a dozen of them. “A good thing I 
remembered it This Is just where It h^pened, I came 
out through that little aireel over there.” 

After giving me all the bearings, he followed It up with 
the story. 


SO 

One day, shortly after Podralsky bad pocketed the mill, 
Berezhkov happened to be passing Smolensky Market 
The prospects ^ our free-lance Inventor were as obscure 
as could be. 

He wandered aimlessly Into the rag-fair, and loitered 
about there, asking the price of this end that without a 
thought of buying anything, as he had only three rubles 
in his pocket, or rather what was the equivalent of three 
rubles at the time. (No stable currency had yet been 
Introduced, and money was counted In millions— or 
“lemons," as they were then called) Suddenly he saw 
someone offering for sale a Un of light-brown enamel 
peUiL 

“That doesn't describe It, Ihough,” Berezhkov said, 
“It was a rich mellow brown, not the banal tone of cafd 
au lalL You know the slightly browned aldn that forms 
on scald^ milk. Well, the colour was something like that, 
something very warm and rich FytxJor and I, while lying 



to AUiha Ln (kspjlr, Trag^dyl Dbwterl They’ve swlo- 
dJed me out of ni)’ miJl!’" 

"How did the affair end’” 

“The end wa« terrific. One day at breaWut — it waa 
somewhere around the year nineteen tv-tHty-two or 
twenty-three— 1 uas looking through the moming newa- 
paper as usual and nearly fell off my chair It carried a 
notice in big type announcing that l»o state steam mills 
bad been opened I read with breathless Interest that any 
citliem from no* on. could ha\“e hla grain milled at these 
flour mills at the cost of one ruble per pood, Podralsky, 
Ifke other pri\ate railfers, had been charging five ru- 
bles Now. at one fell stroke, he had been wiped out of 
existence, crushed like an Insed. That advertisement 
spelt ruin, swift and utter fuJn lo all prh'atc millers. I 
forgot my own troubles — you will bear of them In due 
course—and gloated aver the news, as you may well 
lnwKlr>e.'‘ 

“And what about Podratsky? Was be crushed for 
good?" 

“Not hel He popped up again a few years later And 
In the most unlikely spot you can Imaglmr 
“Wbcfe was that?" 

"You'll know In good time. Let's keep lo chronological 
order " 

Berexhkor was about to add aomethlng, but his 
Ihongbta went off at a tangent He glanced down the 
streel through which a-e were driving and his face sud- 
denly crtnklei with imoseroent He ebn^ed to hlmaell 
Suddenly be asked. 

“Have you got anything about the tin In juur book?" 
“What tln?^l aalo, sajprlsid. 

"Why, the tin of enamel paint" 

“First time 1 bear of It Y'oo ne%-er mentioned a word 
about It" 

Berethkov rapped out io bbiueU, "Stopl" 

We atopped at Stoofenaky Alarli^ In the middle of 
Sadovaya Ring All these nanres, by the way, are anach- 
roniams now A broad circular thoroughfare baa been 
cut through the stony maze oI the dty, running out be- 
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In the course of our furtber conversations Berezhkov 
told me that every time he got some new idea he v^ould 
describe It fervidly to his sister, then lead her up to the 
book-shelf, where the tin of enamel paint stood inviolate, 
and ask her slyly 

"Well, what do you have to say about this tin now? 
Haven’t you a feeling in your bones that scalded milk 
will be put to use soon?” 

And he’d draw his hand through the air with a 
rhythmic caressing paint-brush movement as if he were 
k^Ing time to music 

One of those ideas was a switch Just an ordinary elec- 
tric snap-switch. If you turned up the Patent CWfice rec- 
ords for the year 1^ you would no doubt find an ap- 
plication fllen away there for an invention indexed as 
^Berezhkov’s Electric Switch ” 

I give the story In fats own words 

It started like this, he began. Coming home one eve- 
ning, I began groping for the switch. What the devlll No 
light! The switch didn’t work. 1 bad mended the darned 
thing twice lately, and now something bad gone wrong 
again. 

Imagine a man coming homo alter what was perhaps 
a decisive conversation, mentally repeating to himself 
that women never love failures — coming home to a room 
filled with the memories of rrow ruined dreams, and 
Anyway, I was upset— never mind the reason why (my 
love affairs, as we agreed, are not to come Into your 
book) The fact was I was fed up with mending that mis- 
erable old switch- I tore It down end chuck^ It away, 
and went off to bed. 

The next morning I got up In quite a different mood 
During our student days Ganshin used to wake roe up 
with the words, “Get up, great deeds await you ” He 
swore that Count do Saint-Simon, the famous Utopian, 
had his servant wake him wllh those words every room- 
ing I uttered the phrase the moment I woke up that 
momlnff. and decided to go out for a prow] about 
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In hcaplUl In Lenincrid — thsl'i to wy *bout a j'eir 
before — hid hit on Ina Idea of a luoiof car of the moat 
imorthodoi Ijpe — one mlUiout a carburcllor and ullbout 
a gtar-box, and I mentally saw It painted Just this 
Io\‘eUe»t of nch broun colour*.” 

Bereihkr, sat tatting to me over the driver's seat 
leaning his cheat comfortably against the upholstered 
back. Cars passed us In an endless lixeam, most of them 
Soviet males— lorriti and passenOT cars, ZlSes and 
black gleaming “Eraoebkas,” os »e fondly called the M-1 
sedans. The rwlses of the dly invaded our little house 
on n heels— the ffwlsh of rubWr tjres, motor boms of 
every kind, the throbbing o( engines, music from the 
street loudspeakers, locomollve vrElstles from the rallwav 
•tation neai^, but upon Bererhkov. true son of this mod* 
em morld, this noise had no eHect On the centre line of 
traffic, amid all the hum and n»\ement, protected only 
by the thin metal (xn’ertng of the car, be felt perfectly 
at borne. 

Tbe story ran as follows. Berexhkov asked the seller 
“Hov much (or that Uu?” 

The seller named bis prke. It was just the sum Berezb* 
kov had — not a kopek more or less. Ha paid the man 
right away and loolc his purchase. 

He came home to bts sister with the tin of paint 
*TVhit's that?” she said. "Something for dinner?” 

"No. IPs a tin of enamel paloL A gorgeous colour 
Browned skin on scalded mllx*' 

She was ptttilci There mas no money In the bouse 
for ordinary milk agio or no sldn Berezhkov, horm'er, 
solemnly armourtted 

■T'iq going to paint my new car with Ik My name Isn’t 
Berezhkov, Glasha. If we don’t ba\a a car of our own 
soon.” 

This Item of news was received with a sceptical Utile 
smile, which goaded BerezhLov Into a still more solemn 
declaration 

"It wlU be the finest car In Moscow People wBl stop 
to lock st Ik Meanwhile meanwhile lei the tin stand 
on tbe book-shelf , 
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No, that has not been planned so far We hope to 
't the metal soon ” 

I thanked him and went away without having dis- 
used my plans 
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1 stepped out Into the street In a state of great excile- 
,ient My idea was simplicity Itself— the switch was 
j be made of glass I would mention here that my Ideas 
ilways take the form of a definite design, a mental 
mage of the thing At the very moment the idea had 
itruck me in the shop, I sow the thing materialized— 
its el^fant form characteristic of that t>T)e of material. 
Its colour — I pictured It blue, for some reason— all 
its inner arrangements, an attractive and convenient 
button. Above all I envisaged the press of my own 
original conatcvcUon for punchlag these switches 

I walked along as If stepping out to some light music, 
in love already with my new Invention— the “Bereahkov 
Switch.” It sounds comic, of course— Berezhkov 
Sw\lch~but my \maa\naUon always worked at luU 
blast DO matter whai I was Inventing— a motor, a 
flour-mill or just a snap-switch 

At the same lime thoughts of niy future kept crowding 
in upon me. Yes, my business In life was to Invent and 
go on Inventing 

Ah, when v\-ouId I establish that designing firm of 
mine, ray ow'n drawing office, my business house? Over 
the door I’d put up a neat little sign "Berezhkov Inven- 
tions Office.’ In a spirit of sheer boyish mischief 1 was 
strongly templed to add another line to the signboard* 
‘'We Invent evcrylhlng on earth.” Imagtno the sensadoni 
But the b«t thing would be an elegant panel wjlh the 
single u'ord "Berezhkov” on It under glass. And every’ 
passer-by vi-ould know that behind that modest sign, 
behind (hat door, was the famous office of great Inven- 
tions 


Moscow to try my luck and buy a twitch while i wMi 
at It 

Quite a lot of excellent tlate-nm shops bad been opened 
In AIoscdw Ladles' and eenta’ suits, coats, shoes dlf- 
ferent styles, silk lamp-shades, ties, gloves and furs \\ere 
displaced In the umdows. All kinds of beautiful fabrics 
fell Id a cascade of folds— the textile Industry wss reviv- 
ing But nowhere did I find any switches. 

Leisurely— I had enough Ume on my hinds — I made 
my way to the electrical supplies store in Mvasnltsksya. 
now Kirov Street E\cry Muscovite knows the place. 

And would you believe It — they had no switches there 
either I demanded the manager A nice little old man 
came out 

“Can you please leU me why there Isn't a single 
switch to be bought anywhere Id Ak>scow?'* 

“Our factories are rwt making them for the time being 
owing b a shortage of metaL'*^ 

“^at mdal?" 


“For the covers. They were made of brass or Un. Now 
those matarisls aren't b be bad.” 

“When do you expect b have bem?" 

“I couldn't tell yoQ. Not for a long time, Fm afnld " 
“HTm. What about making tvribhes from some other 
material?" 1 sold. 

The manager smiled. 

“They’d have b be Invented." 

“Invented?" I aaerfed. 

Right there anu then — believe me or not — I batched 
tbe Idea of a new swltcb complete b every detalL 
The head ofbee of the Electric Trust wss b the same 
bonding, one Ught up I went upstairs at once, and 
soQgbt oot the ^ef of the manulicturlng deparirnent 
I bid him I bad been all over Abscow and couldn't 
find a snap-switch anywhere. 1 learned from him what 
I bad learned b the soop downstairs— that the facbrles 
were short of metal at Uw momaiL 

“htasbe,” I inquired, “you are preparing the manufac- 
ture of switches of some other dulgn? From some other 
milerlsP" 



' No, that has not been planned so far We hope to 
pet the metal soon ” 

I thanked him and went away without having dis- 
closed my plans 
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I stepped out into the street In a state of great eicile- 
raenL My idea was simplicity itself— the switch was 
to be made of glass 1 would mention here that my Ideas 
always take the form of a deflnite design, a mental 
image of the thing At the very moment me idea had 
slnick me In the shop, I saw the thing materialized — 
Its elegant form characteristic of that type of material, 
its colour— 1 pictured It blue, for some reason— all 
its Inner arrangements, an attractive and convenient 
buttoi} Above all I envisaged the press of ray own 
original construction for punching these switches 

I walked along as If stepping out to some light music, 
in love already with my new Invention— the "eereshkov 
Switch,” It sounds comic, of course — Berezhkov 
Switch— but my (maginaUon olways worked at full 
blast no matter what I was invenling—a motor, a 
flour-mill or Just a snap-switch. 

At the same time thought* of my future kept crouding 
In upon rae. Yes, m> business In life uas to invent and 
go on inventing 

Ah, when would I establish that designing Ann of 
mine, my own drauing ofAce. my business house? Over 
the door I’d put up a neat little sign ”Berezhkov Inven- 
tions Office.’* In a spirit of sheer boyish mischief I ua* 
strongly templed to add another line to Uic signboard’ 
“We Invent ev’erything on earth.” Imagine the scnsallonl 
But the bwl thing would bo an elegant panel w’ilh the 
single word ‘‘Bereihkov'' on It und^ glass And ever) 
passer-by would know that behind ifial modest sign. 
Dchlnd jnat door, uas the famous office of great Inven- 
tions 
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^io5cov to try my luck and buy d switch while i wai 
at IL 

Quite a lot o! excdleni slole-run ahopa had been opened 
la AUttcow Ladles’ and gents’ suits, coats, shoes ot dif* 
fereiil styles, silk lamn-stiades, ties, gloves and furs uere 
displayed in the wmdowi. All kinds of beautiful fabrics 
fell in a cascade of folds— the textile industry was revtv* 
Ing But nowhere did I find any switches. 

Ld surety— 1 had enough time on ray hands — I made 
my way to the electrical supplies store In Atvasnltskaya, 
DOW Kirov Street Every Muscovite knows the place. 

And would you believe It — U m^ had no switches there 
either I demanded the managci^ A nke litUe old man 
came out 

"Can yon please tell me why there Isn't a alngte 
switch to be bought anywhere In Moscow?’* 

“Our factories are not making them for the time being 
owing to a shortage of metal ^ 

■TWiil rocUi?" 

“Fof the covert. They were made o( brass cr tin. Now 
those matesials aren’t to be bad.’ 

‘'Whm do you expect to ha\e them?’ 

“I couldn't tell yon. Not lor a long time, I’m afraid." 
‘Tfra. What ab^ making switch^ from some other 
materlai?" 1 said. 

The manager smiled. 

"They’d have to be Invented-" 

“Invented?” I oueried. 

Rirtt there and then — believe me or not — 1 hatched 
the Idea ot a new switch complete tn every detalL 
Tb* bead cdflce ot the Electric Trust was In the same 
building, one (Ugfat up I went upstairs it once, and 
sought out the mief o( the manuiacturlng depirtinenL 
1 told htm I bad been all over Moscow and couldn’t 
find a snap-switch anywhere. 1 learned from him what 
I had learned In the shop downstairs— that the factories 
were short of metal at the momeitL 
"Minbe," I Inquired, “you are preparing the manufic- 
tcre of switches of some other design? From some other 
material?" 
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There were aJl kinds of ideas, any amount of them, 
Berezhkov went on. They came thick and fast I can’t 
describe them all, but there’s one — that affair atwut the 
repairing of the gas generators — that ought not to be 
skipped over in our book. The plot opens with my being 
offered to undertake engine repairs at the Woollen Cloth 
Aim During the years of economic debacle this mill had 
been standing idle, or, as they then called It, was “fro- 
zen " In the present case, this eipressfon was to be taken 
literally 

It was Vrlnter To bring the mill back to life the first 
thing to be done \vas to revive the power plant, that Is, 
start the two gas generators housed In the basement I 
remember going to Inspect this basement together with 
the newly appointed chief en^neer Coal and firewood 
were already odog carted up The workers, evidently old 
mill bands, who bad stuck (o the place through all the 
years of hardship and disorganization, were building up 
a long stack of firewoodL Some of them tacked on to us. 

The massive door hanging on hu^ rusty, forged 
hinges was snowed onder nelding To the efforts of 
several pairs of hands. It swung back, scraping away a 
thick layer of snow In place of the steps leading down, 

I saw cmly Ice, a solid mass of Ice. It appears mat the 
basement was flooded, like a mine, and the water had 
frozen right through This Ice, I remember, struck me 
as a symbol of dead and frozen Industry, which was then 
begtolng to revive. 

The gas generators lay buried In this mass of Ice One 
of the old workers turned lo me; asking* 

“Shall we e%’er get these motors going?" 

“Of course we shalU" I said confidently, allhouch I 
had seen nothing so far beyond Ibe Ice, Mentally, I added 
as I used to In my youth, “If I can’t do It, nobody 
will ’’ 

To get to the machines and repair them— if they were 
repairable — all that Ice would have to be chopped up 
and cleared away 


311 



Ai I matter of fact the passcra-by vere already cydus 
me curiously That a as rather odd, consldainK that 
1 hadn’t become famous yet Wby, man alh’e, I arai 
walking along gesticulating and talking to myself I I 
always do act that crazy way when I'm exdl^ cr,«s 
anything 

And excited I was It was too early to think of the 
imentk>rs offkre yet I'd need a sound basb for that — 
capita) a repulatJon, and what not In a wxird. I’d need 
lode' 

A sudden thought brought me up sharply There were 
no end of inventors kno^ng about iMoscow Coaid it 
be that no one bdore roe had ever seen that predous find, 
had ne\er reached a hand out to pick it up? What If a 
new switch bad alreadv been patented at the Comndtiee 
of Imentlons^ Foe all I knew, ae\efal patents may have 
been taken ouL 

To the committee at oncel 1 must stake my claim be- 
fore anyone dse got In ahead of mel 1 jmnp^ bTt° ^ 
paislng tramcar like one of Jack London's gold-msh 
heroes win Jumps Into a dog-alelgb and dashes off like 
mad to get there first 

It would nuke loo long a story to describe all the 
xldsslludes ol my Invention. Briefly then, no one had 
forestalled me at the patent office. 1 made my punch at 
the workshops of the School of Engineering, then spent 
sevtral months at a glass works near Moscow, where 
I was boosed, fed, petted and made a general fuss of as 
the bringer of future glory to the gtasavare trade. After 
nmneroos expertmenls we got lovely switch covers In 
deilgirt/al hues — ruby, topaz and amethyst. But plastics 
(or carbollt, as it was thtt called) beat us. The govern- 
ment commlUee whldt was handling the question of 
switch mannfactnre gave preference to the plastics fac- 
tory, which had presented samples too. 

As you see. I had no tuck. My glass switches did not 
reach the shelves of the shops The tin of enamel paint 
riood in my room unlooched 



accounts would be promptly settled If I agreed to accept 
in payment building materials which were in great de- 
mand on the market 

Market? No sir, no markets for me! What d’jou 
take me for — & tradesman, a profiteer? I was a free 
lance of engineering I was an Inventor A Jack of all 
trades 

And then the management offers me another tremen- 
dous contract — the complete electrification of all the 
mill's buildings It was a job after my heart Electrical 
engineering was a passion of mine 

I took the contract, but before getting down to It I set 
ray wits and Imagination to wort with the result that I 
demonstrated what was a miracle of its kind— ray gang 
got through with the job In an amazingiy short time. 
Although the committee appointed to accept the work 
tried haxd to find faults. It was obliged to admit that we 
had done a first-rate job The committee’s criticism con- 
cerned only a few unimportant points, which ray gang 
soon put right. We made a fweet dean-up till we had 
everything spick and span then followed days of idle- 
ness, days of waiting for mooey 

According to the contract I was going to be rolling 
in riches A tidy sum was still due to me also for the re- 
pairs of the gas generators All In all I was to receive 
about twenty-five thousand rubles— these In the nev 
chervontsi currency which was on a par with the gold 
ruble. 

Out of this sum I had to pay off the repair gang and 
pay taxes I figured that Ihb would eat up about half of 
what I would get, and the rest would be my net profit 
The mill management had already Vkritlen out a cheque 
for the v.'hole of the amount I had seen It In the counting- 
house uith my own eyes. There remained only one or two 
bookkeeping formalities to be completed It was only a 
question ol a few more days My eyes were drawn ever 
more often to the tin of enamel paint standing on the 
shelf 



I conlracled for all this uork, ind auldJy formed a 
ffann of flte men, al Vhe head of U'hfcK I fell to ^ork 
»ilh crou-bar and shovel Wc hacked auny at that 1 m 
for days and da\? At last uc came doum to one of the 
generators U »as In an awful state — all rusty, the 
bteel Jacket had burst the brick lining had oumbW 
a’aa\. and the copper parts had all bem stripped off 
We ga\e it a thorough oyerhauUng and cleaninfh took 
the uhole Uimg to pieces, scraped c\eiyihJnp with v,lre 
brushes ash^ it Vkllh kerosene riveted the jacket and 
lined it uilh fire bricks. Missing parts uere made to our 
order on the outside from m\ draftings We fltfed there 
in. and then, at last, came the hour uhen our generator, 
ft rested from the clutches of the Ice, made Us first pop 
amid loud dicers The huge fij^ihcel started, snd the 
fthole bea \7 madiloe came into molioo, pounding auay 
arid quivering It was a gala dav at the mill It had now 
receh’ed the poutr for driving its machines Brickliv'ers, 
carpenters and roofers ucre al uork In all the buildings, 
marines «ere being repaired and cleaned Ev'erythlog 
sprang to life as If bv magic The mill’s veteran ueavers 
oidn't shun the dirtiest uork so long as it would help get 
the mill started quicker Pulling Uie gas generators bock 
to uurk ft as an InevpressiDly dirty and tiresome 
job, but ft^e threw ourseKes into U — m> gang end I — 
with such enthusiasm that It b«ame a labour of love. 
Success at my favourite job of handllag engines, the first 
thnlling sounds of engaging gears, t^ Jov of the mill 
workers — all this tended to put me in the best of goo<l 
humours 

There was a fly In the ointment, though. It was no 
easy Job to get money out ol the mill office. True, uhlle 
the ftork ftts golt^ on, the counting house would 
occasionally cough something up ftben I kicked up a row, 
but I gave all Ibe money away to my gang to keep things 
humming 

I was to remember a conversation that look place In 
the office one bot summer day I had come, as usual 
demanding pajment, and ftas given to understand that 



years and a half since I had been in Kronstadt, and what 
had I created since? Ah, Berezhkov! But never mind, 
there wasn’t long to wait now . 

On the other side of the aeroslelgh two people were 
talking Some very persistent young lady was shooting 
rapld-nre Questions at a harrassed guide. 

“No braxes^-ou sayj“ a girlish voice e-idalmed "How 
can that be? This is an aerosleigii. Isn’t It!" 

Where had I heard that voice b^ore? UTiy, of course. 
Then, too. It had had the same stem ring to it. It was 
the very lone in which the prim maid had demanded of 
Professor Zhukovsky, “Is tiiere such a thing as an aero- 
slelgh?” 

I went up Would that young lady recognize me, I 
Vf-ondcred. Would she remember the fellow who had 
whizzed her down to the door of the children's home on 
his motor-cycle that spring evening years ago? 

Would you belteva tt — she recognized me at once. 
“Why, you’re Zhukovsky's pupil," she said And straight 
away she opened her guns at me, to the immense relief 
of the guide, who promptly made his escape. 

“What fa this kolchug-wurolnfuro?’’ 

I mentally thanked LadoshnOm for having enlight- 
ened me on that score, and proceeded to describe the 
metal as tbou^ I bad Invented it myself 

1 observed, during our conversaUon, that my compan- 
ion was not at all hard to look at Another discovery I 
made was that nothing became a woman so vreJI as shin- 
ing hazel eyes in combination with golden hair Hair 
done up in braids was considered Idnd of old-reglrae style 
those oays, and so this charming young lady wore hers 
bobbed. It was bleached almost white in places. Her slim 
pretty figure was dad In a light checked costume. All the 
girls, as I presently learned from Valentina (that was 
the prim maid’s name), bad such costumes made for 
them when they left the children’s home. 

"So they have turned you out into the world?" I said. 

"Yes. And I think I am going to work in the aviation 
line." 

"Splendldr ^ 
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And to, in « f« dsji Him. I 
turn of money MeanwUlt I Miultereii about Mosco*. 

‘'’chl?' SbiK'*!'dSlde<i to ^ and M* 1*“ 

the decoratton ol »Mch, by W way, S' 

B band 11 V as the Firet Agricultural tad Hao^afts Ei 
hJbltlon -tthich had just b«o opened in what was 
called Neskuchrt)' Garden. Frankl)^ I knew ilWe 

about the problems of crop enrtneering. for ^1 ^ litJSn 
had some cTperience as a miller NelUw the wom^W 
grain cleaners, whkh I knew by Masha s acttmiiii o 
exhibited there, nor e\-en the glganUc flour-miJ] michme^^ 
of the Krasny PuUlovels Plant held any grtal attiadiOT 
(or me. Td bad enough of flour-mlllsl 1 wanted to sm 
some of the other exhibits I bad beard about , . 

The worklnc day was over TV siadiact acxcos Krim^ 
Val was crowded A sircara of people was maklDg iw 
the exhibition entrance. The red calko bead scarves ol tne 
pirla stood out among a sea of caps. I had become 
Siabbj that last j'ear and looked anything but a danoy 
e%tn In that poorly dressed crowd. In Imagination, how* 
eser, I saw in)-»eU dressed in on jmmacuJale new auiv 
and a smart autumn osercoat 

I went directly to tV MeUI and Eledrtaty P»wl^ 
which I knew to be the blpjrest and the only relnforeeii 
concrete boildlng at the einiDlUon. It was a fine pa\inDn 
In the form of a hexahedron with tlx graceful porticos 
But most important of all. In front of the slender square 
coltunni of one of these porticos. I caught a glimpse of 
the Io%-ely tUhouetle of an aerotlcigb of the latest cM' 
strucUon made of kokbug-olamlnUiaL That same km- 
chug aluminium Ladoshnikuv had once told me about 1 
don't suppose be CNxr ga\e me a thought out there hi 
Leningrad. But ne\cr mind, the day was not far off when 
he'd hear of rael 

The atJosldgh was roped off, but I managed to reach 
the propeller with my hj^ and lo^ the ptating I re- 
called my trip to Serpukhov, to Kronstadt It was two 
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the country Many youngsters from the children’s home 
had been working there at the “Smlchka" farming 
commune 

“Oh, I see. That accounts for war charming sun-tan 
and the bleached strands,” I said 

Her reply was a withering glance and the sudden an- 
nouncement 

"I think ril become a forester” 

“A what?" 

"A forester You know ” 

This wouldn’t do at all I’d have to get her out of this 
pavilion as quickly as possible. I Just couldn’t see myself 
inventing for the rest of my life somewhere in a primeval 
forestl 

I lingered purposely near the exit, and manoeuvred 
my companion towards a skilfully decorated wall A fa- 
miliar hand had painted clusters of ashberrfes and twigs 
of maple leaves above the stands These autumn leaves 
resembled LadoshnIKov’s farewell bouquet 

Valya was delighted 

“If only I could paint like Ibafl I’d become an artist ’’ 

Said I 

“That's the work of my slsterl" 

Sensation! But f'd belter clear out before my slater 
Masha ran into us and spoilt everything by saying, "Ah, 
so you've come at last to visit my miserable place of em- 
ploymentr 

Valentina’s re3f>ect grew apace She learned among 
other things that I bad been wounded at Kronstadt 
(after asking what was wrong with my leg) and that my 
hands were roughened repairing the Woofien Cloth Mill 
At the rate we were going I would be making her a pro- 
posal before the day was outi 

Dusk was falling What we needed was a glamorous 
setting, so I turned back to the Metal and ElecWclty pa- 
vilion Tile sky above It was all aglow— there was an 
inner courtyard there In the centre of which stood a gush- 
ing fountain worked by a big centrifugal pump Just then 
the fountain was sparkling with a thousand coloured 
lights The eyes of my wife to be were sparkJIng too 



*“1 don’t know It’s difficult lo choose. There ore so 
mam' Interesting things til round you." 

“Tbere’s only one IntcresUng thing In life,” 1 declared 
emphatically, ‘'and thafa Inventing Look what scope J’ou 
have!" 1 wi\’ed a hand at the Metal and Electricity pa- 
\11ko. and added with my usual characteristic mooesty, 
"I invite you to next year’s exhibition — to the stand with 
Bca-eihkov’s exhibits You will see some amazing thing* 
tberel" _ 

“I’m sure I vllir Val>o saldu ‘You're a pupil of Zhu- 
kovsky’s, aren't you." 

Her hazel e^'es looked anything but stem. It w as a long 
time since anyone had believed In Berezhkov But she 
believed In mel 

Great Ideas are said to coma suddenly It struck me 
all of a soddoi tluit here was the (Hri I bad to marry And 
marry her I wouldl Naturally, I kept the Idea to myself 
for the ttroe being I walked at the side of my fulnre 
wife, listening to her plaint about there being Im many 
Interesting Iblng* In life She told me about herseli 
The “combaUng-llittefacy" group, the young naturalists’ 
circle, the WIR *, and what not A conversion that bad 
less bearing on the problems of englaeering It would be 
dif&cult to tmaglae. but f found it so thrilling that I fur- 
got everything and stumbling over one of the exhibits — 
a motof-car engine — almosl measured my length 1 
was Just dying to take my companion’s arm, but I had 
already had h Impressed on me that this was not the 
done liiitig among modem ytmtlL We walked on and on. 
There, stepping out at ray side, were slim sanbomed legs 
clad In sodu and obviously bome'made cloth shoes. 

After a while It was borne In upon me that this Valen- 
tina ol mine w as m Idde maid. \Ve went into the Forestry 
pavilion. It was a magnlflctnl pavilion, I must say 
Streamers above the entrance read “The Country's As- 
sets." “Forests Are Our Power and Wealth.” Valya d ragre i 
roe trom »tend to stand She grew quite eidted 
and began telling roe bow ibe had spent the summer In 
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ette of mv Vrife to be. She was leaving me, leaving me, II 
seemed, for ever 

At the comer she stopped, and raised her hand. In the 
light of the lamp sometnlng gleamed and rolled over the 

f ’ound. She had thrown my present away and was gone, 
ran after her, darting bltfier and thlUicr, hut I couldn’t 
find her Nor did 1 And the present she had thrown away 
The only consolation left to me was the thought that 
the nut's twin sister lay in my pocket 
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At last pay-day came round It was a glorious room- 
ing Masha had been looking forward to It almost as 
eagerly as I had, for she had to pay an urgent debt 
Incurred for the sake of her worthy brother I remember, 
It was a first autumn frost and rime lay about here and 
there. 

As you know, I wasn't yet the happy owner of a re- 
spectable overcoat (that was still to comeJ), and had to 
put on ray shabby old half-coat— the only outer gar- 
ment I had— which was discoloured beyond repair by oil 
stains and rust h\y cap was oot exactly brand-new 
either Masha Icx>ked mo o\-er critically, shook her head 
and slipped her arm through mine We sallied forth. 

I went along, whistling Ughl-bcirtedly Masha, too. 
was bumming a txine. At the rallJ gates, however, I ran 
Into some of the workmen of ray repair gang, and from 
them I learned some staggering news several members 
of the mill administration. Including the chief account- 
ant, had been arrested the previous night Concern for 
the fate of my cheque made me quicken my step Masha 
started to mutter something about her always having 
been against those stupid contracts and made me quite 
angry I assured her that I had nothing at all to worry 
abouu What did these arrests have to do with me? I had 
earned my money honestly and legally I had offldaJ 
contracts and acceptance c^lficatea m my hands, I was 
fully within my rij^ts, and my cheque was safe. 



1 took her by the elbuu. expecting aomc caustic remark 
about bourgeois manners. But none came. I did not offer 
of rings, but nenl up to one of the kiosks 
uitn her and told her to choose somclhing as a keepsake 
to remember this mccUng by 

kiosk, by the fl.ay, was selling blcyxle spares and 
tws, among them cute little nuts. Shiny, nlckel-plited. 
neiahriral nuts— an exact rcpltca of the pivlUon. I 
bought tuo nuts, and dropped one of them Into the 
pocket of \ alya's checked sulL 
"K«p it as long os you IKc." 1 uhlspcrcd. 

With the small change I bought ray betrothed a 
not pirozhok, and stood there blissfully thinking that 
soonJ^uouJd be able (o treat her to a dozen pifozhki If 

‘[Valya, I Mid, “huny up and start studying, and 
weTJ »ork together Well astonish the world with our 
t Valya stood there with her month 

Ko* mwvcikpcs prospecU," I wld. 

d'jcKi CDein?- .he 

It rit’t Wd p,**, but 

fim ol tb, "Free De- 
H 'ollo'-od by HU cipojitlon 

Umllelloo. ubich . Job neceJ- 
“ 'oee crenllve IhooehL 
did yoa enm such big raonty?- Vslys whls- 

“At the mUL" 

“But bow?" 

■'“f'.'y ‘“■“K ™y lirelns " 

ara"L=S*:.£i«» 
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A sudden look of keen and searching scrutiny came 
Into his eyes. Caught unawares though I was, I realized 
that he was sizing me up, forming his first Impression 
of me, and first impressions are rightly considered the 
strongest It w’as perhaps a crtUcal moment But what 
could I do? I Just look^ him squarely In the face, as 
much as to say— there, look me in the eye, see what a 
nice open countenance I have Here you see a man with 
a clear conscience, a man who has earned his money 
honestly But he seemed to have formed a different Im- 
pression. 

He opened the door Into the passage and called 
someone. A military man wllh a holster at his telt came 
In The Inspector said 

“Detain Citizen Berezhkov, will >xtu ” 

"It’s a mistake!” Glasha (^ed "He hasn’t done any- 
thing!” 

The inspector looked at her 

"Don’t worry, citlxeness No charge has been made 
>et’' He paused, then added commandlngly 

"Take Citizen Berezhkov to my office. Let him wait 
there with the rest” 

The mllltao man touched hjs cap and said 

"Come along, dtizen.” 

Masha stood clutching tie barrier Everyone in the 
counting-house started whispering One could catch the 
words,^'Thcy've taken him Yea, I was led off 


My place of temporary confinement was the outer 
office of the assistant manager I found several other 
contractors sitting there, evidently wsiUng to be Inter- 
rogated I had had very Ullle to do with these men. Most 
of them were coarse characters who bad made their 
money in dubious w'ays, and had IltUe Interest for me. 
But at that moment their company was more than 
welcome. „ 

"What’s happened?" I ssked eagerly "What have they 



On enlcrinn counling houic I took u iulft look 
round The itaff was uorkliic, c\cr>ona was In bis place. 
1 up to Uie uoodcn barrier behind »hlcfa stood the 
desks and asked 

’"Can \ou please help me? The ddef uccountant told me 
to come lor Tn\ chu-que today “ 

The emphi\ce 1 had addressed uas about to ansscr 
me tt-hen a \uico came distinctly across the room, asking, 
who are svxj’" 


Mumed round and found m>sclf confronting a com 
piete stran^r Somebott I olua^-s rc».ognlie people ubo 
arc mcntalt) alert and quick at grasping things lie uas 
one of ^osc people. Me stood • litilo Hay oil. swarthy 
and ralh^ stert of stature, waiting for my reply Who 
co^d he be? The neu manager? ^ t' / 

“<\nd who are nou?" I countered 
He came up and said dr>l)- 

Etoncmlc 

painful kllenco ensued Out of the comer 
^*1 escrywic had stopped working 

and HIS Hating at me with curiosity 
"Bofcifikov.” I muttered lamely 
^Contractor Alescl Nikolaj-rvich Berezhkov?" 

)-es.” 

Ck" trouble. Vour cso u In mj 


“HU* louFMlf? And 
InvesUgatoTs this could only 

\ ® ^plete Iota that I could only stand 

uiOT like a tool, sa>-lng nothing 

■oSSIlS.E™'””™-’*””''' 

Uio otlien Jiut 

5SLn 5UU UUr flt/in.hllo I’ll htri to 



He was not alone. Two paces behind him followed a 
military man 

"Well?” someone asked quickly “How Is it?" 

All eyes In the room stai^ the same question. A brief 
Incident occurred here which still stands >ivldly In my 
memory, The contractor’s face suddenly went livid Stop- 
ping In the middle of the room, he shouted furiously, wav- 
ing his huge fists 

"It’s a hell of a llfel They don’t give you a chance (o 
Ilvel” 

The escort commanded sharply 

“Stop thatl Quick marchl No talking therel" 

The contractor’s arras dropped limply, and he muttered 
with a gesture of disgust 

“Thewve run me la They don’t give you a chance to 
liver And he clumped out of the room. 

The neit contractor was called In He was there for 
over an hour, and came out with an escort too He, too, 
had been remanded In custody Hours passed, and our 
numbers kept dwindling 

The men went before the Inspector one after another, 
and all of them were marched off to Jail Dinner was 
brought In from the canteen, but I coaldn’t touch the food 
I kcpl repeating to myself that I was, thank God, entirely 
blameless, and my conscience was clear, yet I could not 
shake off an imeasy foreboding of trouble to come It be- 
gan to grow dark, and the electric lights were turned on, 
but the Inspector still continued his interrogations At 
last I was tne only one left The minutes dragged by, then 
the door w’as opened and I was called In 




The* inspector was sitting at the massive manawlal 
desk I caurtt his eye again — It was as frigid as it had 
been some hours before In the counting-house. His face 
was not In shadow, as an interrogators face should be, 
If we are to believe most authors ^ter a whole day spent 
in Interrogating men be was obviously fagged out The 



arrcilcd Uie chief acctmntonl fort Why lia\c Uicy hTtoghl 
ui hcrt?" But tbe> Jukt glanced at me ullh suily eyes 
and fffoulcd somethtng unintelligible. I continued ex* 
dtedly. oddrevmg the company ot large. *Tt>c Inspector 
lu5t told me that he uo» from the Department lor Combat* 
mg Economu Counter Re\olullon ilou's that? There* 
been rwcoiinter-rcTiXjlntlonhcre. ha* there? WhathftNC'ire 
got to do with it? What can Ib^ charge us u1lh?*' 

“Oh. go and " Kameono vnapped «ilh a foul oath. 
Another asked IrrUably 

■ Arc >ou a fool or are )ou Juat moWng out you are?” 
‘I m not a fool " 

'Then jourc a bloody nulMnccl .Ntajbe >ou’'e been 
planted hero to spy on ui? 

”Wbat d'jou mean?" 

"Ob. go to belli Why don’t >t5u lea\t people ilonel' 

I found no ajmpaLhy here Alter a look at Iho suitor 
faces ! took a seat in (Ke comer The leflow uas right— 
1 tea* a mitxance Ercryone here uas upset, lor oeiyime. 
at some tlnk; or other in hU life, had kpctn mixed up tn 
scene shidy buxboesa. For that «8S uhal making mcney 
really amounted to. I reminded ray'sdl of the bints that 
had been dropped to me about hav Ing ro> accounta aquareu 
by raeani ol Uuildlng materlala that »-ero In abort 
supply That ua* it— now I knew uhat the troublJ 
was. Good (or me that I had refused rven to listen 
to such proposals snj u-ould ho\e no fishy dealings vilh 
an\body 

6ur Inspector, folkraed by two military men, troased 
the room sib fitly uilhout looking at an)or>c. Ho had some 
papers In hit hands. A mlnulo Ulef one ol the conlraclori 
was called before him Into the prhale oJ6ct He was a 
tall borly man wflh big hands and large fed In hlgb- 
boota. His fsce noticeably paled os he got up The two 
or three dajw’ growrth of beard on bla cfaln Kiddenly 
stood out aharper He cleared hta throat hu^ly as bo 
went The door ibul behind him. 

The atmosphere In the room grew tejise. 

An hour passed In absolute silence. At last, alter 
another half hour or so, the burly contractor cam* out. 



“Well, you soe, I didn’t quite finish the School of En- 
gineering By prolesslon I well, er 
“You didn't graduate?” the Insp^or broke in 
“No I had just one or two more cxania to sit for “ 
“And yet you’ve been giving yourself out to bo an en- 
gineer?” 

“What do j-ou mean giving myself out? When did I do 
that?" I cried 

The inspector selected a pencil from a tall lacquered 
wooden holder and laid it on Ills deilc The meanmg of 
the gesture was lost on me, but what I did realke at the 
moment was that he was conducting the examination ac- 
cording to a perfectly clear and Ihought-out plan 
“So you never called yourself an engineer?” he went 
on Imp^urbably 

“I may have done It some Ume or other, but not serious- 
ly Not in serious raatlcra, anyway " 

“Weren’t you senous about that flour-mlll jou opened?’’ 
"Flour-mill?” 


In a flash It dawned on me Why, of course, that sign- 
board at the mill with the words "Engineer Bereshkov," 
which my sister and I bad so thougbUeasly painted Ini 
But Iww could the Inspector know that? 

‘Well, er "I began basUly, “there was one occasion 
when I called myself^glneer Berezhkov on a signboard 
'But I didn't mean anything How can I explain It? You 
see, that mill was a sort of Inspiration, Some Inexplicable 
force was at work. ” 

His eyes na r rowed 
“An inexplicable force?" 

“Yes. You may not believe me, but It was Just a lark 
to me, an exciting game And Just for the fun of the thing 


He Interrupted me again 

“How much did >-ou sell the mill for?” 

“I didn’t sell It I was swindled out of It” 

“Were you? And didn’t you get i>ald anything?” 

"Not a kopeki A swindler by the name oj Podralsk) got 
all the papers made out In his own name.” 

“THd you take legal action?” 



salkju tints In hu tuaiili> Ijce stood out shorplv under 
Uw bnt^t elcctnc liRht Uaninn back sUi>htl) in hU 
armcruir, be regarded rao Incuriousl} as 1 approached 
hli d«k. and fur a moment, «hlle crossing the room, 
I cjugbl a took in liis c\e that struck a chill to my heart — 
it 'Mnl onh fngid. it uas Implacable. I rectified ullh 
a quickened mhillmn tliat mj tale, as far as be uas con- 
cerned. US', -oaled 
“Sit doun “ he said 

I compiled Green cardboard folios stood neatly slacked 
on the dcik. pushed to one side No doubt the dossiers of 
I remandtd in cuiiod>, 

1 UUHigtit One such dossier la) before him. Ho tarried for 
■ moment then uith a faint wgh abanJOTcd his comfort- 
i^le postwe leaned over Umardt the desk and opened 
me bie I had a furtive glimpsed various papers, and on 
lop of them ill, my ch^ue. The Inspector drcft a blank 
orra Mt of his brief-case headed In bold tv pc “ExaraJna- 
file '1th lha laconic 
Elements ucre a punishable offence, 
f !”” 1,^ *t(Wlea I had read. I eipecled liira to open the 
proceedings offering me a dgarclte or a cup of lea, 
« (^pplng Into an easy desultory comeriatlon caJeu- 
^ criminal more at his case the 
be^ to be able to catch him off bis guard But the man 

Skbo Mt nr-max Him A^l a.j *’> 


uiiu on Dis guard but me m — 


T luu iiuimng or me 

oomn to tbe business In hand 'althoot anv i 
or dgareltes arid such like. 

“Name?" 

“Berezhkov ” 

"First name, patronjouc? PUce of birth? Ace?” 

^ '™te than doun 

Profession?^ 

question uith apkanb “.My 
AJIO- • riloht hraluUon I .nx»ari 
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"What? I’m tfuilty of no crlmel Every ruble I have 
made here has been honestly earned I can account for 
every kopek I don’t know what crimes >-ou are talking 
about” 

The Inspector laid a third pencil down in a row with 
the others Suddenly the meanln^j of that gesture became 
clear to me. He w'as absolutely convinced that I was lying 
a^ln. Those pencils were his way of ticking off my lies 
The three pencils stood for three lies How the thundering 
blazes was one to prove to him one’s Innoccncel 

I whipped my wallet out of ray breast-pocket 

"Here! ' I snouted, "f have all the agreements and 
vouchers with me " 

He checked me with a gesture of his hand 

"Don’t bother I have copies of all those papers too 
Don’t get exdted, sU down, think it over calmly I can 
wait Have some water ” 

"I don’t want any waterl” 

I sat down gloomily He turned over the leaves of the 
dossier, linger^ over one of them, then looked up and 
resumed 

"Well? Aren't you going to speak?” 

I answered In all sincerity 

“I swear to you I don't know what you’re talking 
about” 

He was unimpressed. His voice, when next he spoke, 
had an edge to It 

“Very well Then I’ll tell you myself ’’ 

Tersely and clearly, with Inexorable logic, he set forth 
my crime to me. I sal crestfallen, listening ^^y accuser 
had every figure, every dale right the case be was build- 
ing up against mo was walerti^t In every detail He 
didn’t leave me a leg to stand on. Faced with the weight 
of all that evidence, I found rayself listening, fasdoated, 
to his speech and almost beginning to believe rayself 
guilty 

The chain of evidence was roughly as follows. To begin 
with he told me how I had received my first contract 

"You got It at a time when the members of the mill 
manageiticnt, vbo arc notur un<hr arrest had not yet 

m 
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“N'o I didn’t wont to ho\c anj’ihlnn fo do wHh him." 
I sec," the tnspcctnr sold. 

He look another Midi out of the holder and laid it oo 
the desk. I stared blankly What was he doing wilh those 
perils, 1 wondered? Why vu he la>'ing them out on the 


He paused, ai if giving roe e chance to add something, 
then said crisply 

Am 1 to understand, then, that \ou [ra\T snur mill 
away as a present?" 

The relentlessnesa that I bod caught In his ej'cs was 
nen apparent In his voice. I uos in despair Twice within 
a les mtautes he had caught me out as a liar What was I 
i ; j*”", 1 persuade him, make him change that 

terrible decision, which I read again In his eyes? I reallxcd 
to nry horror that ^xirda sere now powerless, ytt I 
plunged oa 

1 ,15^ misjudge me. 1 has'e nothing to conceal 

I (^-e j-ou im axird I did not sell the milL” 

V MA sbragged his abouJders. Obvlouil> 

he (hdn't believe a a-ord I aald. 

2^’a get ^ prolesslOQ straight, then." 

He dip^ his p« Id the Ink and began writing, utler- 
mg Iheaords aloud 
“I^’ate bustnessman. tradesman." 

“I'm ru>t a tradesman!" I shouted. 

It ^ Private bushieis- 

man, contrador ” 

^sald nothmg 1 felt cniabed. He laid his pen down and 
a^t j-DU There’s only one way you can 
^^What about?" 

^Aloot the crimt, j-ou haro batn an acojmplica to 
1 leapt to my feet. 



He jerked hia head towards the neat stack of dossiers 
pushed to one side of the desk. 

‘The culprits have confessed In face of the evidence 
brought against them,” he proceedeii "You have be^ 
doing the same thing Under the second contract wbl^ 
you have recently completed, you were again due to re- 
ceive an enormous sum of money, even making allowance 
for all youx ezpenses For three weeks’ work you were to 
pocket a sum many times m excess of what any honest en- 
gineer In the state service could have earned In the same 
period for the same work. In this particular case we arc 
dealing with a crime on the part of the management 
of this mill D'you mean to tell me that you didn't know 
of It? It’s no use acting the Innocent Iamb, trying to 
fool the lawl I’m giving you this last chance to make 
things easier for yourself by a frank confession. Who 
were you In collusion with? Through whom did you give 
bribes?" 

"I gave bribes to no one.” 

"You deny the charge then?” 

-f do." 

"In that case how do you account for the fact that ynsu 
were allowed to help yourself out of the public purse to a 
sum of money a hundred times In excess of what any ex- 
perienced enf^eer would have received for the same work 
at the highest existing rales? The others were allowed to 
do this because they gave bribes. And you? Was It Just 
out of courtesy? Or was It through the inter\’ention of 
that Inexplicable force again?” 

That was the second lime be bad repeated that phrase 
of mine, and each time with Ironical emphasis. 

“Yes," 1 said defiantly, "It was that inexplicable force.” 

"Is that ail you ha%e to say In your defence?" 

He paused Struck by a sudden Inspiration, I did not 
speak either. 

- “Very well. ue'U Iea\e H at that,” he said grimly, "I 
suppose you reallie that the law Is not concerned wllfi 
inexplicable forces?” 

“And what about taknl?” I cried "Isn’t that an tne-x- 
pllcable force?” 



tak^^n fo Ihfpalh erf crime They signed a contract with wu 
bul tk-re uas no adual collu5lon Of cour«. In caminfr 
uul Ih.it conlrict vhj enriched jonraelf at the cxpt'nhc 
commitUng any chargeable 

He named the e^ct sum pa)ible to me for (he repair 
of the gM generators, which, allou-Ing for all my a- 
P«^, came to about t»enty-five thou«nd rubles for 
^t ^nths .rf hard dirty work, and worked out at about 
three thousand a month 

hMdred a month - bt ,ml on. "Vou rahed In liaSy limn 
enouch tor \-oo You're out to 
michjy, I let. An<l your opportunity larac uhen 
S' ““Imlnlrtrillon loci to 
Ihe pjtt ol corruplloa Here', »bere th,! InejpUtablo 
yourj cirua Into play again.** 

It "as u, mode 

• rSrni!, ***'' •*“ •>"' Ihcrimlnatlnn tort. In 

”"S“, S“ “'i‘l“ly to Rhe rein to 
lath rt r?hto »ll'torine acorn that hurt Ilka the 

Inr ‘ It "aa no nae »ai- 

Ir^ Indignant and shouting The only IhlDg that could 
Mp me waa proota to the contrary, but by thU ttoe I 

Sf loS Jraa^d (5. SSln 

^ogic to the end-and at the end of It stood ruin for 

cJSjtfSitf tnapedor pro- 

J«^to state the facts again In an octwanlly ImpmaSve 

if "etarted some months 

eiposed.” ™ crimes ha\-e now been 



1 picked up the sheet of paper and said triumphantly 

“This is an absolutely perfect cjrcle. Check it Send for 
a pair of compasses Here, watch rae centre It " 

I Inid the paper down again and dott^ the centre with 
a single movement of my hand Then suddenly I gave a 
start The circle was out of true. I would never have 
thought a thing like that could happen to me, but there 
was— I could not mistrust the evidence of my own eve— 
the eye of a designer My own talent, my own hand had 
playai me false. It was a terrible thing to disgrace one- 
self, a terrible thing to land in Jail, but more terrible still 
to me was the loss of my talent It dawned on me at that 
moment that I was losing It The words “businessman, 
contractor,” seemed to be burning through the paper I 
stared at the pencil In horror, as though it really sto^ for 
some monstrous lie In my life, or rather pointed to the fact 
that my life had gone wrong somewhere, that I was on 
the wrong track. I can’t tell you what I suffered at that 
momeatl 

Luckily the Inspector wasn’t looking at me. The draw- 
ing claimed bis attention, and he stood up to examine 
It I had already recovered myself sufficiently to realise 
that I bad to follow up my advantage without losing a 
precious moment 

“A geometrically perfect circle," 1 repeated confidently, 
“and here’s Its centre." 

I pointed to the pencil dot I had just made, the dot 
that had revealed to me with such a shock the Inaccuracy 
of i^ circle, 

“Check IL Send for a pair of compasses Here’s an- 
other circle," 

I yiread the sheet of paper and drew another circle on 
It Wnat the — 1 My hand bad gone wrong again One of 
the segments was slightly out agala A prof^Ional eye 
or a pair of compasses could have detected It easily I 
felt lilfe filnglnc ray pencil awav In utter despair, but I 
controlled myself and said coolly' 

"Now, here are some concentric circles." 

This Is perhaps the most difficult thing In drawing — I 
mean concentrically reproducing a faulty clrcunifcrenas 



The itupedor looked at me closely Apparently that 
arirmnent look him b> surprise. 1 rushed on. There are 
uordj mat a man instlnctKelj a\olds ulien speakimi 
about himself But a desperate man breaks all comen- 
tions And 1 \k as desperate 

“What if 1 am a man al>o\e the a\erat’e lc\cl?" The 
uords <^e tumbling from raj lips. “What if the man 
sirurtg In front of j'ou at this moment Is endimed ^ith 
more than ordinary glfts^” 

His mouttu etched in Uiat firm clear line, uhlch, I had 
wen noticed, was the mark of a preerainenny analytic 
curved In a faint Ironfall smile. 

'\\^t of It? be aald. "We have no supermen. A cnnie 
IS a crime, no mailer uho coaunllled It ^ 

What of iO" I queried, still tlngUng with the Are of 
hi^Iralkm. “Gh-e me a sheet of dean paper” 

For the first time a look of Interest gleamed In bis eye*. 
Here you are." ■' 

I«nn »lth U» ptUilcd bcadlur 

'“'I *><« i>i"e 1" 'rant 

'I’' "raidi "Privilt biulneu- 
™ if" »ho I am, tht 
vMc^e tiouKhl aiuh«i Ihroucti my mind. I lunMd the 
Uk three pendlj, »hldt 

.m'lkl's!!!?, l» “xtiFlse them, then uiildied 

on the desk drew 
was 

nsbikl Chft “** deselop uhat was a 

school ' **"* t” seoloc forms et 

^^oSl ‘"t*"' the .Id of , nrfer 

or cnoipu^ Clrrles, wmldrcle., uo—thev .Iw.vs 

"ttt without the sUgM- 

esi enort on my part. 



which I had developed by hard work at drawing and 
designing True, I had not designed or drawn anything 
ot Importance In Uie last few years, but my recent dectri* 
cal Installation and fitting Job, which calls for accuracy 
both In drawing and execution, had been good eye prac- 
tice. 

The Inspector put the rule to the paper, shook his head 
again, then, with o smile, suddenly said 
"Measure off twenty-lwo mllllmelrcs, will you!” 
"Twenty-two? Certainly ’’ 

Standing up, I marked off another section of the line 
on the same sheet of paper The hispisdor, with the same 
smile of curiosity, put the rule to It My mark tallied 
exactly udlh that of the rule 
“'Yes, a remarkable talent,” he said 
It was my turn to smile, and I did it hugely, beaming 
with satlsfacUocL 
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Thinking back, however, 1 believe that the Inspector, 
surprised ^ough he was, had someth^ at the back of 
his mind when he uttered that phrase. The knack of free- 
hand diawing and spacing off measurements does not 
necessarily stand for talent A man. for Instance, who can 
add up long figures In his head faster than a calculating 
machine or compose rhyming verses offhand Is not neces- 
sarily a person of talent 

It was pardonable lor me to forget that In the exdte- 
nient and distress of the moment But not so with my 
Interrogator, who, apparently, was perfectly well aware 
of It yet he had said, "A remarkable talent” 

- “An Inexplicable force,” I said triumphantly , 

He took me up quickly: 

"You think so? Is that how you define talent?" 

He was now talking to me not In the tone of an Inter- 
rogator, but In the free and easy manxrer of one Intelli- 
gent man discussing with another the mysteries of 
nature. 



00 I Hfffwmt scale. It's hard to do even with special In 
stniments Any neu’ inaccuracy, however sli^t, becomes 
glaring On the other hand. If I succeodea— and 1 no 
longer believed I would— the Illusloa that all the drcles 
were absolutely perfect would be complete. Here goes 
IhenI At one shoke I drew a concentric circle that c^a^) 
followed the cur\'aturo of the first one. I could hardly 
believe mv own eyes \Vbew, I had done lU AVy disgrace, 
of which 1 alone, so far, was aware, had been wiped out 
at last Illusion had won the day. the faulty circle was 
disguised Another strokel Anouicr coocenlrlc circle. 
Good. 1 had done It agnlnl Wasn't It a beaulyl My eyes 
must hfl\e been shlnmg, my ears were tingling and my 
face was flushed, the Inspector, a shrewd, hard-headed 
man. was looidng at me with quite different eyes. They 
registered surprise And I kept him In that state. 

"Here's a straight line. Here’s a parallel one. Another 
parallel one, Here's a perpendicular'’ 

Tha lines were faultless I traced them by band, firmly 
and cleanly, as If I was doing them with a ruler The 
pendl left a dark heavy line. The effect was slriklDg But 
I still had a last stunoing (rick up my sleeve. I took cml 
of my pocket a slide-rule— I always bad one on me— and 
a penloiife. 

I picked up arwther pcodi and quickly sharpened It to 
a needle point Then I drew another strelght line — a very 
hne Qoe. 

"Now I’ll space It off." I said "Please note 1 am doing 
It by sirtt as accurately as Ihls Instrument here." 

I pushed the slide-rule towards (he Inspector and be- 
gan to mark off the line with the lightest of pencil 
atrcAes, announcing as I went on 

‘Two millimetres Six mlUlmetres. Eight Twelve. I am 
numbering them. Will you please check it?" 

I gave the Inspector a sheet of paper He picked up the 
slide rule, shaking his bead aelf-deprecatlogly as It were, 
then smiled and started to tneaaiue. I had no doubts 
about my measnreiDeola being correct 

being able to maik off roeasuremenU 
with perfecl accuracy waa another of my boyhood gifts. 



talent throngh the dirt? You did offer a bribe here now, 
didn’t you? What made you do It?” 

This waa the last trap he had set for me. Perhaps he 
thought I would fall inro It, or indirectly give myself 
away by maintaining a shamefaced silence I flared up 
and sprang to my feet 

“Damn It all, look at me! D’you think I put this jack 
et on today specially for j^ju? And these boots? Just look 
at them! I hardly saw anything of the money you're 
talking so much about Where the blazes then could I 
have got the money to pay these bribes?" 

The inspector deliberate 

“All right, Bereibkov” he said gruffly, pressing a 
button One of the men In military uniform came In 

“I gave orders this morning for contractor Berezhkov's 
workmen to be here," the Inspector said to him "Are 
they?" 

“Yea, They're waiting outside ” 

"Ask them all In. I shan’t need you for the time being, 
Berezhkov You'd bett^ wait outside. ITI call you In 
again later on,” 
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I went out and sat down to wait Outside the window 
it was dark. A solitary electric lamp burned faintly under 
the celling viTiat was poor Masha doing, I wondered 
Going witbout her supper, for one thing I sighed, and 
rummaged In my empty pockets Hullo, what’s this? The 
nut I bad bought at the exhibition. It flashed across mo 
that if I was sea!nied It would bo taken away I thought 
of the girl who had thrown Its double away \Vhat would 
*be think of me now? 

I went over my recent conversation with the Inspector. 
I believe I had manag^ to convince him of my Inno- 
cence. And If I hadn’t? What would Ladoshnikov, Gan- 
shin and Fyodor think of me? 

The minutes dragged by as I sot there brooding over 
my fnte. 





“Thtre Is i Russian proverb that runs ‘Talent In man 
Is like a frost on the ground,"* I answered- "That’s a 
popular definition An elemental force— 'like a frost on 
the grooni’ " 

I sounded confident enough, but actually I felt that 
this definition was not altogether adequate and com- 
thoughts flashed back to that panicky moment 
wbm I had repeated to raysdf, “I am losing ray talent, I 
M iMing my talent" 1 recollected the circumference that 
1 had drawn out of line, the faflure that bad been vlsibk 
to me alone There was something wrong with that talent 
^mine, something that I could not exactly put my finger 


'Ye^ an Inexplicable force," 1 repeated doggedly 
n an englneer-any one GKe him a ruler and a 
P^ of compasses, and It wlU Uke him a minute to do 
I do In a sawd. The ratio as >-00 see. Is one to 

to Mm 111 a perfectly honest 
times or a hundred times as much as that en- 

I ta tils particular casa, 

I ^^d say-no, you are not enUtled to IL" 
why Dot? 

*Tou are not honest." be said genUy Touh-e caught 
^ Wri fair to 

trai ™s man. 

He umt on m the aame gentle tone. 

Un^s a^lrt^ **“" *“ ^loney.gmh. 

wng Is a dirty busIneM at all times Why dSg^r 



b U the only contractor who has personaUy taken 
part In the actual work, conscientiously carried out his 
TOniracts and not made use of materials from state-owned 
waretouses for speculative purposes True, you were to 
1"®*° *JorbItant fees, but actually the money was not 
and so no charge Is being brought 

Altboi^ I had been expecting such a decision, a hot 
of joy flooded my breast 

I ve had a long talk with your friends, too,’' the In- 
fpww went on. His eyes, which an hour or before 
u^d been so hard and Implacable, suddenly lit up with a 
gleam of amusement **I hope you won't forget our con- 
'’’^^tlon. You may go now You are free," 

Naively I asked. 

‘•Tw* ®^ut my money? My cheque?" 
iu ^ *^>®on sequestered. It wUI remain In 

tue^e, the Inspector said coldly 

• •" Suddenly I found myself stammering 
out that money is legaUy mine by contract I havea^ 
money b pay off my workmen.” 

, ^ “On t think thilaw will be on your side b this mat- 

Its a case of CTtmloal negfligence and mJsraanage- 
°° be part of the admloIstratJon." 

Out you admitted yourself I had a rare talent, didn’t 
you?” ^ 


b Went the exclusive privilege of private buslneas- 
Haven't we got talented people our own. Isn’t 
uiere room for talent In our system of state-run bdustry? 
J^cuse me, but I Just can’t accept such an Idea You can 
teke the matter to court If you like. For my part I shall 
[^commend payment being made at the official rate on 
uie bails of actual time expended " 

I was about to protest that this money would not even 
vhat I owed my workmen, who had been hired at 
*^^yblng but official rates, but the inspeebr wound up 
curtly: 

“I wish you good evening Don't iet me delaln you ” 

, I went out Into the stre^ It was drluUng Slanting 
shafts of light streamed from the windows of the milL 



All the workmen of my ging were escorted Into the 
inspector's room. I was eaten up by anxiety, althou^ 1 
never cioubted for a single moment that the men would 
corrobonle nry evidejice. 

In about half an hour they trooped out apiln. Then the 
Incredible happened Who should come mlo Ibc outer 
office but Ladoshnlkov and Qanshlnl They were 
uabeied Inlo the Inspector’s room LadoshnlVirv headed 
the little proeesskan, looldng down at Ills feet In their Wg 
top-boots It was a wonder he nolkaed me at all 
“Aleieir he cried 

‘Tool Whit are >t?u doing here?" was all 1 could say 
'T fiew over by plane. The LAD-3. I got Mashfl’t wire 
this morning, and. " 

The escort cat short oor conversallon Ganshin, who 
had become almost a professor by that lime, bucked me 
up with a smile. Like all bis smiles, thoogb. It bad an 
Lrcailcal twist 

Presently I was left alone again. My two friends hid 
gone Into the Inspector's room. Time dragged on still 
more drearliy, and the suspetue was worse than ever 
Ladoalmfltors worda suddenly echoed In my ears, "Flew 
over by plane. The LAD-S." A roelal airplane nude of 
kDtchng-alunliiluin. Was the thing ready so soon? La- 
dofthnllOT had lost no time 

Come to think of it, thongh. It wasn't such a abort 
time It waa tux) years since we bad seen eatJi other last 
1 had challenged him then, “Give me two or three years 
and youll see what a tree designer can dot,” And now we 
bad metl 

1 don’t know how long 1 sat there, waiting to be called 
In. My Irlendi passed out and nelUw of U»m attempted 
to exchange a word with mw It struck me as being a oad 
sign, altboogh neither of Ih^ looted partlcuhirly de- 
lected. 

The thing was cleared np when 1 was eacorted Into the 
inscjslor’a room again. 

"Wfil, Alexei Nlkolayevteh,** the Inspector saldi, oslng 
this mcee Intimate form of address for the first time, 
"here’s my decision. Of all Uxise I have Interrogated you 



again. He tossed It up Heads or tails? It was heads 
A good sign, that His mind made up, he dropped the 
rain in the slot lifted the receiver and gave his number— 
the number of Professor Shelest's telephone, 

“Hullo," a voice came across the wire. 

"Is that Professor Shelest?” Berezhkov asked, forcing 
a cheery note Into his voice. 

^es. Who’s that speaking?” 

"It’s me, Berezhkov” 

He expected an exclamation of some sort a word In 
response, but Shelest said nothing At last the voice at 
the other end said 
"Berezhkov? Who’s Berezhkov?” 

"Professor, you can’t have forgotten me! Don’t you re- 
member us building the aeroslelgtis together? Ana efter- 
wards well. It’s me, Berezhkov, your puplL" 

“Ah. Very glad." (He didn’t sound IL) "What can 
I do for you?” 

“I have an Invention, Professor If you don’t mind I'd 
like to show It to you." 

“I’m sorry, but I can’t spare the time.” 

Berezhkov asked naively' 

;TVhy?" 

"We settled It once and for all, I believe, that your In- 
ventions are not In ray line.” 

“But this Is something quite dlferent. Professor I’ve 
designed a wonderful ” 

Barezhkov remarked that at this point he had stumbled 
over his words In the most abject manner The boastful 
flavour of that pet phrase of his smelled a mile off, and be 
had Intended to be modest and humble. The word had 
escaped him however, nature had asserted Itself And 
Ber^hkov took the bit between hb teeth, all hb good In- 
tentions forgotten 

a wonderful thing There's been nothing like It 
since the day of creation It’s Are you listening?" 
"Yes." 

With a glance at the door of the call box Berezhkov 
resumed, dropping hb voice 



1 cnuld hear the pounding of tho gas engine. Last mlmile 
preparations uxrc being made Ificrc for tl>o start 1 
stopped. I doirly remember ray sensations at the time. 
I felt as if 1 ucre standing atone at some wayside sta- 
tion, looking at a brilliontly-lit train that would rush off 
In a minute or t^o and leave me standing there all alone 
again I longed to see my friends — Ladoshnlkov, Qan- 
shln — to thank them. But no^ they were the last pcoplo 
I cared to meet lust then. I did not want them to sec the 
abject failare that I now was Walll Give me tlroel We 
shall meet, but in other circumstances My name's not 
Bereihkov If I don't pull off som^lng marveltous, un- 
heard-of, tefrlficl Tberell come a day yet when HI go to 
Ladoshnlkov with the real Thing, when ITl abow him my 
n^ cooslructJon — an engine so powtrfuL so remarkable, 
L i ^ build that big swift aircraft he 

ud been dretraing of for so long But just now I would 
kam away from my friends 

Fittgue made itself fell more and more. I trudged 
aJorg under Moscow's clouded evening sky It was not 
mack now, that sky, as It used to be In tbo« bleak j’cars 
« «»nomIc chaos. It was underlll by thousands of city 
sifftui. and glowing ^ndowa, and throb- 
uLng with tho Incessant flkkerings o< tramcar trolley 
anns Hew much longer would I be trying to find my 
pt^ In this vibrant pulsating world? How long would 
I be astonishing It? 
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BjerahWa niiraUve proceeded as follows 
4 h» * month after his Intcrrogittoo by 

^ Inspcc^. found Bercibkov confempletlng aTeJepbono 
® ^ ^ Ws shabby old ticket 

^ clwly that the tin 

it to the use for wWeb 

“°*"K Info the boi bt p.5«<i up 
£ althouEh It »■« unoiiplcd. At 

itir *“ ‘•“f- luildo suit .hot the 

door tlshl behind him. He p.1 outTcoln. then beslUled 



again. Ho tossed it up Heads or tells? It was heads 
A good sign, Uiat Ills mind made up, he dropped the 
coin In the slot, lifted the receiver and gave his numtxsr — 
the number of Professor Shelest's teleplione 
“Hullo,” Q voice came across the wire. 

“Is that Professor Shelest?" Berezhkov asked, forcing 
a cheery note Into his voice. 

“Yes. Who’s that speaking?" 

“It’s me, Berezhkov ” 

He ezpected an exclamation of some sort, a word In 
response, but Shelest said nothing At last the voice at 
the other end said 
“Berezhkov? Who’s Berezhkov?” 

"Professor, you can’t have forgotten mel Don’t you re- 
member us building the aerosleigbs together? And efter- 
wards well, it's me, Bereihloov, your pupil ’’ 

"Ah. Very glad ” (He didn’t sound It) “What can 
I do for you?” 

'i have an invention, Fhisfessor If you don’t mind I’d 
like to show It to you ’* 

“I’m sorry, but I can’t spare the time " 

Berezhkov asked naively 
“Why?" 

“We settled It once and for all. I believe, that your In- 
ventions are not In my line.” 

“But this Is something quite different Professor I’ve 
designed a wonderful 

Berezhkov remarked that at this point he had stumbled 
over his words In the most abject manner The boastful 
flavour of that pet phrase of his smelled a mile off, and he 
had Intended to be mcxlcsl and humble. The word had 
escaped him however, nature had asserted Itself And 
Berezhkov took the bit between his teeth, all his good In- 


tentions forgotten 

“ . a wonderful thing There's been nothing like It 
since the day of creation It’s Arc you listening? 
“Yes.” „ ,, 

With 0 glance at the door of the call box Berezhkov 
resumed, <froppIng his voice. 



“It’s an engine erf an entlfdv nev t>-pe. I can’t explain 
It over the ’phone, you umienfand. Let mo show >-ou the 
drawings, IhTjfeisor " 

Again there was silence. Then Berezhkov heard 

"Very well You may call at my flat at six tomorrow 
evening" 

And so the next evening be was approaching Pro- 
fessor Shelest’s door In a atalo of considerable cidte- 
menL He had with him a roll of paper with several draw- 
ings of his construction — so for it existed only on paper 
He was riervoos, bat hopeful Nervous because of his 
shabby appiearance, and hopeful with a buoyancy that 
nestr flagged that the rolls of driwdng paper which be 
carried so lovingly under hU arm would revolullonlie 
engine theory the world over 


In lelllne Um story of hlj life. In which lechnfcnl IdeM, 
the a rnem i rs and concepUona of a bom Inventor and de- 
signer were Interwoveo ta an Intricate pattern like 
so many cross veins, Berezhkov tried to describe those 
Ideas In a way that wxMild nuka them Intelligible— 
cfy»tal-clear, to use a favoarCle expression of his— to the 
layman. 

1 ^ duhed oB hi less than a minute ■ 

sxetm of the remarkable engine he had gone to see 
Shelest abouL 

^^^Imagtne a primns-slove,” be explained to “An 
ordhiary piimi^stove. Imaglno further that we Imprison 
a b^nUl tnbe. Then we begin to blow air 
through that tube and set up an air-flow For that pur- 
^ starling motor at 

end of the tube. Tba air, healed by the and con- 
freatly expanded, will rush out et the other end 
. * of treroendoos force. 1 suppose yoa wonder 

prevesiled from spreading la 
dtrectioa? Quite simple. We bend the bnmer 
like this, see? Now the Jet of flame, under tremendous 



pressure, rushes towards the mouth of the tube. We have 
now created an air-flow Next we get the air-flow to act 
on the blades of a steam turbine (slightly modified, of 
course), and then we can Just sit back ana watch it The 
thing will rotate by Itself so long as there’s fuel In the 
tank." 


Such was the simple, and to Berezhkov’s mind, the 
great Idea of the remarkable engine that he was going to 
see Shelest about 

“Please, come In," sold Professor Shelest 

The hl^Iy polished parquet In his study shone like 
gteas. As lu^ would have K, It was thawing outside and 
Berezhkov had no goloshes He had been quite a lime 
scraping his wet boots on the mat out In the hall Stand- 
ing now In the doorway he felt acutely emburassed at 
the thought of the wet tracks his boots would leave on 
the polished floor 

Shelest was sitting at hJs desk In an upholstered leather 
armchair Tearing himself away from what be was 
doing, he did oot get up to meet his visitor, but sat re- 
garding him coldly But when be saw the flush of embar- 
rassment tn Berezhkov's cheeks, the bard look of hla 
eyes softened and a humorous twinkle came Into 

"Come in," he said more kindly 

Berezhkov walked up, sat down, and laid the roll of 
drawing on the desk next to him. Ho was too agitated 

“£^at the wonderful thing of yours?" Shelest asked 

“Yes." 

"Well. let’s see it” , , . 

Berezhkov feverishly unUed ibe bit of string and took 
off the newspaper wrappings Shdesl stood up, took the 
drawings and sat down on the edge of t^ d^ with his 
legs erased, facing the electric duindellw He showed 
a dark profile bent over the white open sheet His Iron- 

grey hair still retained Its you^uirioss „ 

"See the Idea, professor— a Jet of flame ” Berezhkov 
? u'nd^tiind Truly a remarkable discovery” 


IG— aioa. 





‘ Isn’t It?" Berezhkov ciclalmctl There had been • 
touch oi Irony In Shelest’s tone, lie (ancied 
"Yes Gai turbines ha\e been consldcjcd Impracticable 
because of Ihcir low efficiency But it looks as u j'ou ha\‘c 
exploded that fallacy I don't sec your calculitlcns, 
though." 

“I er I haven’t done them >eL This Is only the first 

tVptrJi Just the Idea \ou see, a jet of flame under tre- 


mendous pressure- " 

“Ifm Tremendous pressure? v\nd what’s going to 
happen to ^Tiur fuel?” 

“I don t understand " 

“CHi, jou don’t^ It’ll be turned Into what we call “Ze- 
lensky Quid’ — an Incombostible." 

“But but In that case the pressure could be—" 

“In that case," Shelest broke In crisply, "allow roe to 


acquairit ynu with a certain work.” 

Thousands of books were ranged along the walls of the 
study on massive sbeh-ea. Shelest kept sets of numerous 
Russian and foreign technical periodicals, which be 
lovingly bound hlmsell on a home-made binding machine. 
He aoickly found Ibe book he wanled— a thick 
and handed It to Berezhkov It was a new edition of his 
Iimdsmental course of lectures entitled Tht IrUemal Com- 
iiustiort Engln$ 

“Ha\*e you read that?" 

Berezhkov nodded uncertainly He had attended She- 
lests lectures as a student, and had grasped the subject 
and pissed his examinations easily, almost without 
^indng at his textbooks. Bnt this edition of Shelest® 
book wa* new to him. 


^ 2 ° that wonderful Idea of yours dealt with 

™re, Sbdc»t continued nilhleisly "For your ioforuu* 
1 ^ ^ Investigated pracUcally and theoretically 
.1-^ cmmtry and abroad. You might at least l^ve 
YTwi has been done be^ 

^hhu7 Ateantirae, my advice la this tie ^ 

lug up with the bit of itring again, and don’t ever show 



else. Is there anything more I con do for 

B^ezhhov did not answer Shelest glanced once more 
drawings, then at their crest/allen author, and 

. a vacancy at my Institute for a Junior 

draughtsman I con lei you have that Job If you want" 
Junior dmughtaman?” 

Yea. I can give you a note if you like, and you can 
start work tomorrow " 

“Work?" Berezhkov queried again. “No, Profeaaor. 
neverl" 

^^rryi that's all I can offer jxiu ” 

“Thank jtdu." 

Berezhkov rolled up his drawings, gloomily took his 
leave, and started for the door He saw the now dried 
of his wom-down old boots on the parquet In the 
he paused, turned round, and said In a barely 
audible voice 

“All right, give me the note " 
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At last he came traJlIng drearily home. He tossed the 
crushed roll of drawings on the chest in the passage His 
sister came running out, but ahe asked no questions She 
had no need to 

"Go and lie down, Alexei," she said. “I'll bring you 
something to eat in a minute.” 

“I doni want anything” 

“But go and lie down, do Warm yourself I've healed 
the stove in your room." 

"I don’t want anything Leave me alone. I’m done for " 

“What you need Is a good sleep, AleieL In the morn- 
ing you’ll be your old sell aMlo.” 

’l won’t In the momiug I'm going to work.” 

‘To work?” 

“Ob, don't pester me. Can’t you leave me aloDel” 


16 * 



HU sister nude him something to eat and breu’ed some 
te-fl then made him lake off hU txwis and put on dry 
socks warmed at the stove. And he. Iter pet. Iter darling, 
did nothing but moan, repeatinif ^ 

“Leave me alone. Go away I don't want nnjdhlng 
“But j-oall for^ to »hut off the stove ond all the heat 
will go up Uw chimney " 

“Up the chimney? Aty life’* gone up the spoull** 

Lcl^t alone, be lay there for « long time wtUwul undresa- 
ing The tin of enamel paint stood Inviolate on the 
top shelf Before ^ng to see Shelest that day, Berezhkov 
had struck a pose In front of that tin, declaring with a 
triumphant fioorish of the rolfed-up drawings, “Now or 
nwerl" 

\ye, never He got off the bed, took the tin down 
and pried the Hd open with a penknife. The paint had 
dned and thickened, and lU brown dull surface had little 
cracks running os'er IL Berezhkov poked his finger In It 
There it w&s, that ddlght/ul paint, which ho bad so often 
used In Imagination to palol his own car with and the 
warm rich cokwr of which he had lovingly Ukenod to U>e 
browned skin on scalded milk. Would be never see it mak- 
ing a smooth silky coat on metal under an dastic brush? 
He had put away a special polnt-bruah and a large bottle 
of dear imt oil for that occasion. He got them ouL 
brought In a dean saucepan frooi the kitchen, put a few 
dnmu of the thick dried paint Inlo it and mlzod it thor- 
oughly with olL 

Then, the saocepan and brush In band, be tiptoed to 
the door, opened it warOv and stole back Into the Jdtehen. 
In the lumber-room be loond an old woterlng poL He 
carefully spread some newspapers on the Idtdiea table, 
laid the watering pot down oa It. dipped the brush in the 
paint and made ols first stroke. The brush nuved with a 
soft swish. This wouldoT do, though. Not eoough scope. 
H« stepped back to survey his handiwork. No. it wasn't 
the thing The old pahit hadn't been deaned off, and the 
place* where it had peeled allowed through tbe fresh coat 
and looked rough and blobbed. No. his car wouldn't look 
like that Th* paint would inake a smooth attractive coat 



^•y on a dean glossy surface of metal Now what could 
he paint? Ah. that was HI 

galvanized Iron trough In which the washing 
hung on the wall Bererhlvov passed his hand 
WfT the metal Yes, Just the surface he needed He stood 
trough up on a atool, with one end leaning against 
the wall at a convenient angle, dipped the brush in the 
pan and started painting again Now that was better 
pplendldl WondeHull A ddightful shadel The electric 
lamp was reflected In the fresh enamel with a brilliant 
point of light Berezhkov jumped up and gave the lamp 
a gentle flick. The gleaming spot on the painted metal 
set swaying, throwing out liny cones of light Thai 
la how the aunhwins would be reflected In the smooth 
peamJng body of the car as It raced down the road, rock- 
ing on its springs 

But tny God, this was Just a troughi A battered old 
trou^ symbol of a ruinea llfel He couldn't look at the 
thing any more. Farewell, for ever farewell, beloved tin 
of enamel palntl 

He went back to his room The partly used tin drew 
him like a magnet He took It tenderly in both hands, as 
H It were a dilld, and hdd It so for a ^ile. Then he knelt 
before the stove, which bad nearly burned down oircadv. 
leaving a heap of red-hot coals over which blue little 
hames flickered By the side of the stove lay splinters of 
klndle-wood He broke off a splinter, dug out some of the 
paint with It and threw It on to the glowing coals. 

It started smoking and bubbling, then flared ^ip like 
fireworks Berezhkov sniffed the air to sec whether It 
smelled of burnt point But It didn’t The stove was 
drawing v.ell 

A host of memories came surging back as he gazed 
Into the fire. Here, with a flash, he saw bis snap-switch. 

It lit up the room with o brilliant spurt of flame, and 
then. Then all that remained on the coals was a light 
dead ash Hero was his world-fomous Idea Depot Then 
carao flickering glimpses of the Oour-ralll, of the dream- 
engine,— hii whole life as Q free loncc, a free designer, 
a man who was his own master, went up In flames. To- 



raorrou he uould pel back Inlo hamesi, good-t^e^ 
h\«. (rcedora, twconie a drudRe *\h, ucU, It couldn’t be 
lidpcd— bU life had Ikco a failure. 
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The neil morning r>e\crthclc>», found him In quite a 
different mood 

“h happens sometimes.** Btrcihko% said to roc, "that 
on getUng up In the rooming >ou can't rcracnibcrfortbc 
rooroent v^at happened to )ou the night bctorc. There U 
a moment of semi-consciousness the first sensation that 
comes right alter slew, that remains stuck auay some' 
uhere In the roemory 

Ha wit lensatkm on auakenUxe that rooming 
that sometblng remarkable. somcUung imusual u-ai go* 
Ing to happen The next mocnem he recolledcd uhat 1( 
u as. be Its losing to start a-ork that day as junior 
dnuKhtsman- That familiar Inner voice suddmly spoke 
op, "Got up great deeds aealt joul" Bcreihkov burst out 
laughlitg as he laj in bed Great deeds— the lfon> of Itl 
Yestardav'a dismal thoughls^cregDne.ihouglL Hesprang 
out of bed. adde awake and buoyant, and ilrwched 
htms^ till bis joints crackled. 

He dressed with a feeling of mounting wdlemcnl. 
•with that sense cf strangeness and eapeclatkwi sthl 
strong npoo him. His sister fos.'ied nrotmd him os If site 
were se<tag Wm off to school lor the first time. Before 
leading the bouse he urns subject to a careful inspcctiun. 
The fresh crease In his trousers, the white starched collar, 
and the bright lie provided o touch of eiecauce, 1/ not 
dindjism. 

"A shabby dandy,” he remarked, goring with rueful 
humour at his patched old bools, which u-erc pollshsd np 
to 5hlr>e like a mirror 

His face, hostner, showed no a'gn of scar and t_ar 
Hli eyes had a youthlul sparkle la them. He turned rcond 
in front of the looUog glass, adjusted hU tie, and smiled. 



His threadbare coat, though, was a source of keen mental 
differing to him — to use his own words The frajod cuffs 
had been snipped off and hemm^ In, and this made the 
sleeves shorter Berezhkov complained he looked like a 
hoj' who had grown out of his clothes But never mind, 
he d take the coot off In the office. 

With two sandwiches in his pocket for lunch and thirty 
for tram fare, Berezhkov kissed his hand to his 
sister and sallied forth upon his life's second voyage. 
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** Junior dniugfatsmtui 

I boused in a ilngio room 

tool mo there one day It was not a 
‘•■'4 or thirty live 
^^tra^M^and had two windows. And that wi aU 
tna premlsea the IniUtote. loimded by Protassor Sheleat, 


^Id boast of at the tone. The bookkeeper and the sccre- 
uere accommodated In o comer oi their own In the 
building next door. 

BereiMov v>as ^\en a desk, drawing paper and In- 
stnmimls and storied sharpening his pencils in anfidpa* 
oi getting something to do feeing a new man, hou- 
ner. he was allowed to do nothing but take his bearings 
hie first day 

The room was pretty crowded Tliere were some ton or 
i^eKc people — drau^tsmen and design engineers— 

I ^ fn It at sloping desks Berezhkov sat listening to 
^ low-TOlced conversation. Sometimes bo got up. 
threaded his way among the desks, and slopped to look 
AH taking care not to be in onyonc'b way 

the desks were draw'ing and calculating Shelest’s de- 
of a two hundred horse-power aircraft engine A gen- 
«r*l view of it hung on the wall In a wooden frame. Be* 
rwikov stood for a while examining It The projected cn- 
Pnp was called Ihc “AIS" llhe Initials of A I bliclcsl) 

Its Inventor and head of Ihc InsHlute, the fifl)-\ car-old 
^pfiissor. turned up towards llie end of the working day 
energetic and masterful With a nod of grc\ ling to 
the room at large, he went over lo the desk of engineer 
t*ukln. llie head designer TTic latter, a good nalured man 
’*ilh fair hair and a tendency towards stoutni^ss, got up 
^th 0 defensUe Utile smile and gave Shclist his chair 
•hey began talking In low (ones, discussing the drawing 
^^t lay on Lukin's desk 

^thout thinking twice, our Junior draughtsman left his 
5eat, Walked across the room and planted himself behln*! 
Shelest's chair. The professor glanced at liim out of ihc 
“11 of his e^o ullh .nnnoyance, as If to sj>. “Wlio's hi 
'•led you, sir?" But Bcrezhkuv stood hU ground, Ifc was 
raUwr thick skinned in such ituKcfS. 

hhelevl resuoitd the conversation. Ignoring him cn- 
t«ely. Berezhkov stood tlrere for some minutes, esaminrd 
the drawing first from coa side, Uku fnun Uie other, tJ. n 
walked back with an air of utter unvOXKcm. a* if h' hJ'I 
®crvly been taking a turn about thr room to vUcU-.r no 
Icgv llowcvcr, one muvt lud forget Dcrcrhuiv » evtraor* 
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(linan knack of grasping things at a gtance, hli anixaing 
quickm^b of oppirhon^ion Insensible in some matters al* 
mobt to the point of tliafness. he possessed in hU own 
pATtkrular spher. an ttsionlslilng e)'c and keen sense oI 
nearing By mirclv glancing at the drawing and listen- 
ing to a rermrk nr taro ol Shelest's he had fully grasped 
uhat it aa*. all about 

The situation from Mhal Bereibkos' could gather, ^as 
as fotluu*. (he designing of the engine mbs nearing com- 
pletion the main secltona and the assembly drawings had 

been executed the design ns a whole had been uTirked 
out with the CTceptlon of one importonl detail— the 
cx Under head, which v as heo\'> and clumsy, and did not 
fit Into the space provided for It The designer was unable 
to hit on a conx-enlent arrangement for Oic v'alscs, arw 
sohe the problem of val\-e gear Failure to solve the c>l- 
mder head problem meant failure of the design as a 
whole, or cntaQcd at best, a rrvisal oi the whole lay out 


The drawing of that cylinder bead lay op Uikin’s desk. 
He looked at Shelest guiltily They had sat at that desk 
many a time, discuising the problem. Lukin had drawn 
the unfortunate cylinder head In all ways he could think 
of, but it had remained as clumsy us ever, an unsolved 
problem. The working day was ovxr The ADVT staff went 
Dome. Passing the director on Ihdr way out, they wbhed 
him good afternoon and received a silent nod in reply 
Shelest had no Intention of leaving yet Ho called over 
engineer NIeltnd, chief of the calcuiating sectioo, and 
another designer to consult (hem about the cylinder head. 
Berezhkov was strongly tempted to go up lo them again, 
but he checked the impulse. 

He left the building and made for the tram stop, but 
passed It absent mindedty Ho lived a long way off but 
he uanted to walk home, jost awing along by hlmsdf He 
was evdted by his first day's work. His thoughts, as he 
strode along, were stUl In that office with the unpalnted 
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sloping desks, they passed before him, those desks, to- 
gether with the faces at them, the drawings, the snatches 
of conversation, he saw tlie engine drav.mgs his future 
colleagues were making, the swarthy profile of Professor 
Shelest bent over the elusive detail 
And suddenly — at first vaguely, then more distinctly, 
until all the details and dimensions stood out clear and 
sharp — he visualized In his mind's eye a very elegant and 
very Ilrtt cylinder head Tlie vaWes, which had stubbornly 
refused to fit Into Lukin’s scheme, were daintily (to use 
Berezhkov's own expression) disposed on it 
With an odd smile on his face that went unnoticed m 
the falling darkness, Berezhkov walked down the streets, 
seeing noUiing before him but that cylinder head At home 
he ate his dinner hastily, answering his sister's quest-ons 
with absent-minded monosyllables and a vacant stare, 
then sat down at once to draw the Image that nas fixed 
In his mind In teJIlne me of this Berezhkov tried to Im- 
press on me the psychology and working of a designer's 
mind 

“I want to tell you,” he said, "that 1 never start draw- 
ing unless I see the thing No matter what I am design- 
ing, I shut my eyes to see It first before 1 pick up my pen- 
cil or my drawing pen. When I use the expression ‘to see 
a thing’ I mean the drawing of It With us professional 
deslgrrcrs,” he explained, “the drawing Is identified Wvtli 
the object Itself ” 

For Instance, if there Is a breakage of any kind and 
Berezhkov Is shown the faulty part and osked to give bu 
opinion, he will always soy. “Show me the drawing, I 
can't see a thing in the natural stale." If he Is asked. 
"Look at this member, Is H done right?” ho will answer, 
"Show me the drawing " The actual thing la not Identified 
In his mind with the design. It does not conjure up an 
Image of the design. But In looking at a design he can 
■ lure the thing Itself, It becomes almost tangible, and 
sees it as a thing that lias weight, dimension, and 

""And so he came home with a ready made drawing In 
head Tbe \htwg now was to commit it to paper, trukji 
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1 photo print oJ It, M It were, the wey one doej uilli e 
up In his room end set there 
^ ° *“ “ morning, deat to all In- 

oonr suppef and so upsetting 

ilof ^ S’i convinced that this 

IK ^ i^lh of him. He always llhed to 
^ “ rL“ ‘^s*’ ‘•racing by the use of light 
^^hcavy Imes. A drawing like thal, be said, spoke aid 

y“c»-tho "troubled times" of 
toSid ^ *“ »Peal.-he was seldom to be 

a thrill of In5 ‘^1 *^*100 tfoard, he now esperlenced 
&Ii»f anH ] ^ewf^' up ni3 pencil, niarldng off the 

tos^^S l-" !>«•"' »co that 

ton^r,^? "“a"' “J “6“™^ and that the draw- 
edort'^on Wa SStTir" ^ wllhont any 

slirn of th^iiriu^ ^ ^ recent work on the de- 

na^ something to do with ,1. It had bein practice of i 

Bereshkov’a creation, 
slgned^e^; e^^'5 'i" '*‘**1' H' I’*'! 'J'- 

er2t“i^^^r5!7■ apptrmUy, iH^bed soch 

*poko aboui U sUra of his cireer that he 

opportunity rvf nl.vi ^ fP*^ Naturally he missed no 

sriiTdS^’ft S™S!r "i, 

under his arm. He desSbldui” P'P°' 

tog words. “'Scribed his emoUnna to the tollow- 

to t^e hi* newly llnlshed worir 

noUs^'^w^'o^Jy^^J^fe 



Imagine how he feels — an arllst who lias not made 
® name for Iilmsclf yet, has not won recognition, but 
13 In love wiUi his own work, although he has qualms 
about Its being accepted That was how I felt that 
morning ” 

He walked Into the office with his drawing, sat down 
quietly at his desk and put the roll away In a drawer A 
few minutes later Dereilikov was called over by his direct 
engineer NIeland, a dour-looking man of about 
forty-five with a hard mouth. 


Make a drawing of this nut bolt,” he said, handing 
him a pencil sketch. “It’s dimensioned ” 

_ ror the AJS engine?" Berezhkov inquired 


Berezhkov examined the sketch aiUcally 
Who made this sketch?” be asked 
The chief was nettled. 

”I did. Start work ’’ 


I beg your pardon,” Berezhkov murrnured 


The Jimlof draughtsmau went back to Ills desk with the 
nut-bolt sketch — Ws first elementary task. He started 
^rk on It, and kept glancing at the door In anticipation 
^ Shelest's arrlvaJ At fast ho came in. Like the evening 
Wore, he nodded a general greeting and looked at Lu- 
kin, The latter smiled again shamefacedly, as thourt 
pleading guilty A look of anuoyauce crossed Shelesrs 
swarthy nervous face. He went over to his own desk, and 
sat in his armchair for several minutes without saying a 
word to anyone. At length be turned to Lukin 

“Let’s have fU" 

The tone was Ii^tient, the gesture aoximpanylng it 
an energetic one. Tliey became engrossed again In the 
cylinder head Berezhkov bided bis time, then got out his 
roll^ up creation, and went over to them with it Shelest 
broke ou the conversation. 

•'What do you want?" he said brusquely 


253 



“TVell. j-ou see, Fh-ofessor, ao Idea occurred to me jes- 
Icrdjy e%’eninE — " 

“It didn’t occur to tou, 1 suppose, that yxiu might ha\e 
vilted untH 1 was disengag^'^ 

“Well, you see. It U'as about this cylinder head," Be- 
rezhkov answered. “But it can wait I’m sorry” 

With a polite bow be turned to go, but Shelest said 
qulcklv 
“U^at is it’" 

Berezhkov praused before answering 
“! thought of a certain combination, one that might 
make possible a more convenient arranpcment of me 
When I got home, I dashed cuT a drawing of 

“Where Is it?” 

“I ha\e it here. But I’m not quite sure. ” 

Berezhkov was not shamming modesty He was really 
'"*0 nen.’ous What If Shelest, at first glance, delected 
Mme fault or serious error, which he, Eereshkov, bad 
been too eidted to notice. 

heart In hb mouth, Bereihkov smilingly tm- 
roUed the drawing 
^ho!” Shelest ejaculated. 

Fluih^g with pleaaore be took the aheel of drawing 
paper In his hand He was loo good an expert in 
not to realize at a single glance that he held In 
^hand the solution which be had almost despaired of 


'Wlut surprised me, 1 remember, was Luldn’s attitud’ 
towards me,’’ Berezhkov forlber reJated. 

would make an enemy 
But be was mistaken. Luldn’i eyes lighted up wllli 
gen^e pleasure as he oamlned the drawing 
Vn .1 ^ "‘'^y congratulations. 

na\e soKed the proMcin.” 

Bereihko\' did make some enemies, though. 



office he contrived to fall out 

wij en^neer Nieland 

j described flifs man as follows Engineer Nle- 

^^'Isnipered man. who had taken his degree 
h Revolution, and was preparing his diasertaUon, 

fi^ xf^ qualification for the woA of scientific caJcuIa- 
M riow, a calculator Is no mean figure In a drawing of 
Is Ihe antipode of the dealgner, a sort of official 
^uc whose duty It Is to question every design and every 
project, and to uncompromisingly reject any idea of the 
awjCTer that falls to pass the acid test of analysis Nle- 
M 41.''^^ coriiidered a peerless master of calculation, and 
^ ADVI designers acknowledged hts authority The 
trouble with him was that be refus^ to reconcile himself 
w his appointed lot as calculator, albeit head of a depart- 
®®nt, and was consumed by a secret end incurable pas- 
sion, which meiorably Impelled him to draw, design and 
machines, although nature had endowed him 
gifts in that direction 

The clash occurred over the unfortunate nut bolt which 
Berezhkov had been told to draw He bad been at great 
pains to make the bolt thread look dainty' and had drawn 
a round light nixi Tlie drawing. In the ordinary course of 
routine:, found Its way to NIeland’s desk The next raom- 
Ing, almost before he sat down, BcrexhJtov heard his 
chleTs voice, 

"Berezhkov, come hereJ" 

Berezhkov’s drawing lay on the cblcTs deak. WilJiout 
saying a word Nieland picked up a red pendi and 
crossed out the work 

"Kindly do It again according to ray skelch And 
next time don’t fantasize.” 

“But why? I tried to make the nut as light os possible, 
“You need not have troubled Why try to bo clever 
when there arc standard dimensions Do it over again ” 
Nieland turned away, signifying that the Interview was 
over Berezhkov glanced at the fretvhand drawing that 
lay next to his crossed-oot design, and hazarded another' 
remark 

“Won’t that nut of yours bo rallicr heav'y? 



t worry Do uhat jou\e been (old to do.” 

“Bui 1 can't help tbinkmj{ — " 

"WTuit can t >mj help thinking, young man?” NHand 
broke In on a nsing note 
Here and there In the room heada turned round. 

j thinking” Bereahkov went on unpertorbed, 
that not bolt doesn't quite harroonlie with the 
characteristic of modem alrcrafL” 
111 *4u ?.* know what j*ou call eleganL I don't use words 
like that 


I dar^y yxju don't But 1 / 1 may make ao bold-" 
Nieland s face went livid, and he sprang to his feet 
iNo« of ^•ou^ sarcasms pleasel"^ be barked. “Yoa 
tu%en t been Invited here to teach me wimg man.” 

Tj V In IKa 4^r», . . r 


Talk in the room was usually conducted In an under- 
tiimed round at the shout Nle- 


& '“‘“'i »l til' N’'- 

eneinctrtaff dlrtcloiy Uut 
hb <i»k • Ummp with It 
I’;*' come out ol this beck. Tike IL 
‘ stiodard nut bolt” 
cood," Berezhkov ■newered, 

“Certelnlv 111 ihow yen In e minute." 

I.w.i '*“=<■ <0 Urn aerodymunlcjl 

Zhulumky’s deyo • mull 
lorv al embryo ol a mujeum on the hte- 

■d^eht.Vl “ eonUIned seren- 

thtwe Mini of different melr^ And although 

ul^™ ‘•'ey all had light nula 

them m “““"■CO ‘'™4d mitj. hid 

n^ end went back to Ihe AD VI rooii The 

Mth “*•»«• Nleland-s desk aide by aide 

draadng That cUnclKd the 
dSSSlSlff'^ * "Od the nuU Imm the 

or three rJ ih* [*i IdenUcal In charncler Tuo 

w tip to have 0 look on or>e pretest 



so Bcreihkov bceon Ills work career \VlUiln a 
longer Junior draughtsman but a full* 
“edged designer of (he ADVl 

remember oil the jobs he managed to get 
(rUo!!ff bursting wiUi 

l?*vftL3® ^ Institute 

ftnm fflycn some new and serious problem to tacUe — 
m^ing that called for considerable time — for him to 
j his solution, his design, within three or four 

»t*if the years so foolishly wasted, he threw hlm- 

f upon his drawing board, creating — If only 

^/.tho time being, on paper— aircraft engines, feeling 
*; *®3t mat he had found himself, experiencing a surge 
I cTMtlvc enerw, which spouted from him os from a 
aeep bored artesian well when It reaches the water-bear- 
stratum. 

It sometimes happened that errors, mJscalcuIalJoiis and 
^ong sectioning were discovered In the drawings which 
he brought to the Institute. He was often beaten In ar* 
punents, beaten tw higher malbemstJcs and references 
to researches of which he was Ignorant In order to fall 
In line with the other engineers and designers of ADVI, 
to keep up with them In learning, and, what was most 
Important of all, to equip himself properly for the task of 
hfs life, Berezhkov was obliged to work very hard He 
Spent nights at homo poring over the works of the clas- 
sics in mechanics and heal engineering Ho mastered for- 
eign languages. He stddled Shelesfs book The fnternal 
Combustion Engine untlf ho knew ft by heart and could 
quote from It offhand 

I already mentioned that Berezhkov never liked to com- 
plain alxjut life’s dlfflcuIUes It was not from him but 
from his friends, his slsfer. and hJs colleagues that I 
learned how bard be had had to work to make up for Icat 
time when he started In ADVI, what a tremendous capac- 
ity for UT3rk he had. and how, after going without sleep 
for two or three nights running, ho bad always remained 
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hU cheerful, jocular old self, had always kept his 'Vork- 
Inp form." 

In the course of a j-ear he climbed the following nmgs 
of the official ladder from Junior dmughtsman to 
designer draughtsman and then to Junior designing 
engineer 

It was about that time that (he Institute received an 
order to design a petrol aircraft engine for the Air Fleet. 

Again it was B^ezhkov who made tlxj design. Made It 
ra his own before arty of his colleagues could tackle It. 
There wasn’t an assignment of any Importance handled 
during those years by the InsOlutc or In which the Insti- 
tute was indirectly Involved, that did not arouie Bercih- 
^’s IntereiL He was greedy for everything that was 
*^ous to be In The thick of things. 

"With Shelest’s blessing, work was started on the con- 
stroiuon of the Aurom aircraft petrol engine according 
to Berezhkov’s deslgna. 

The «glr>e was being built at the fonner Icinu 
4u?r j ^ Aurora at the Prometheus Woria, whl^ in 
those da)a was a rather prUnlUve motor-car repair shop. 

went there every day, took the warm csstinga 
cwt of the ttt^dlug sand hlmsdf. stood over them 
^ wcrt being machined, carried the finished parts of 
trophies and saw Ihrm put away 
}<»k*i*wore, ebarmed, and kept drtv- 

uit driving 

all this Berezhkov groped for words 
Die Mgemess and 
SirilUntiTi!!* forward to that 
ooIgD will have at last ma- 
th^ unriH to life In the a^pe of a machine such as 

bad been buDt 

d^^ atMted-fanure after failure which 

reihkov works staff almost crazy Be- 

the u ^ development erf 

had ^ Aurora, to which be 

mnr» talent and piasskin, was one 

more failure added to the sad list of sISl^ englnei. 



“Bine met tho same fate. It was a long Job 
started, and when It did pet started, the real 
bepan The futile strupple lasted nearly a 
l^r enplnc was carried out and damped In 

sfaed like a corpse In a cemetery 
other attempts ended tho same way There wasn't 
® or a works In the country that could give our 

* «n °i^ a production engine of Soviet make, 
why?" I asked B^eihkov 

^^^'^opnientr was his reply "There Isn’t an en- 
Paring works that doesn't Imow that word Thiscoun- 
try had been building locomotives. locomobiles, ships and 
guns for years, and every new construction re- 
fu j^'^opment But we had never yet had experience 
development of aircraft engines We didn't know 
It Was, \Vc didn't know that ordinory grit in a de- 
signer was rwt enough, that be bad to have bulldog 
and an Iron ^11 to see an aircraft engine 
trough all Its Ufe-acaulring atagea. It was this develop- 
ing business that got us. 


Ever greater efforts were being put Into the creation of 
a home-produced aircraft engine. The work was carried 
on simultaneously in the drawing offices of several works 
^d research Institutes 

In 1925 ADVI received another coramlsslon from Air 
Force Headquarters to design a hundred horee-power en- 
gine. Extra irads for deslg^g and staff Increase were 
placed at the dlsp<^ of uie Institute. 

Work on the project lasted six months By that time 
the Institute had received premises of Its own— a small 
building on the outskirts of Moscow Some dozen and a 
half machines were moved out there. It was winter. The 
piece was undergoing repairs and decoratloa The de- 
signers and draughtsmen were accommodated In a log 
c^In that stood in the middle of the ADVI grounds. It 
was known as "the buL** Tu*enty-flve to thirty people 
Were crowded into tut* small rooms. There was a draught 
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Hn U.r J .s ih i. n -n trc.tln^' ni-rrihi.!!* 

\cf> nen,4.jt 11^ hajt vvrtU»nintballuIlUfirfc,Pri.O' 
Uvcnl cfli: nmj aiiJ f.u-fo wojIJ U Ifccie 

lo Jkujj tU* pn jfvl. 1-1) vh La 1 L 1 lo IL 

It »a» a »aiCT s«fln> Jay in 'la\ f'.'i. anJ Ut-’cthVuV 
0rci'<''l a.carJ.nz1v m y^h.'e tt. j^r» anJ a p..!a»'hah> 
flurt wiih j bfyjj bn^lil Le CKir llili he »t4c a 
ru;) blu. ja^Vtl unl/ulUrifd Tlit> uf»exUir7i;Cuufrjli» 
the »Ur«t jnJ. pri'tnptcJ h\ a (nljvc eu»UJ ro-AjJ, he 
boocht a ‘mail Lu'ttxilMxe TLu\ att.rrj he prrKnlcJ li.fTi* 
iell wloic SLdc«4 uO Uw tlaj of tSc mu twii; 

dear (clluu, ■ idicMt CT»iancJ. ’’vou II he the nwn 

of me." 

“UTiy, uhal'a ll* malta?'* 

HuabeJ anJ cxeitol. IWrezhlov *ai f^inulnely pa/tJiJ. 
AlUK»uj;h he ujt nol imlllna. (IwcofnrrV of til» fre Ji UpJ 
uerc tunwd up*3r»li more noticeably than utual that 
wlDCbic ODl that Innate naltcm of a iralle of hl>. 
‘^'hat axe ibow do^era fur? Wu'n: nol yolnfj to meet 
>TKfr Ctrl, are >vu? TAa them om and leave them here." 



Btrei^ dutifully compiled Then Shelest sniffed the 
suspiciously 

^oi^ve gone and scented yourself, too, I believe? No, 
1 m not going to take you ” 

m^n barber, Professor HI wash my face If you 

, aitve, you don't seem to reaJlie where we’re 

,^^5?’’ you put oo some trousers to match that 


[ . er ..I haven’t got any to match," Bereihkov 

"The only other pair I have Is brown," 

That's still worse. Really, ni be on tenterhooks all the 
UJM you’ll be sitting there," 

^But why? I wonh go off like a bomb, will I?" 
u 1 * what you ^11 do What If you suddenly take 
^ IL^your head lo come out and speak?" 

J^y not? Fm prepared to defend our project" 

For God’s sake don’t Lesve that to me You’re sure 
»_pcit your foot In It " 

I give wu my word — " 

“There’ll be Important people at the meeting, poIIU* 
clans. And you have such funny Ideas somelimes Alydear 
^y, don't you see It will be better for our project If you 
keep your mouth shut" 

"Ail right," Berezhkov conceded meekly 

[^n’t go blurting anything out for goodness’ sake " 

"I swear I won’t aay a word " 

“All right And please sit next to me there, irm.** 
Shelest looked bun over with a doubtful eye, but made 
no further comment Bereihkov earnestly repealed his 
promise. 

And yet, three hours later, dosplle hts resolution and 
the promise he had given, he popped up at that confer- 
ence ond. . The chairman ropp^ his pmdl on the 
watcr-Jug, calling Bereihkov lo orden Shelest lugged at 
his arm to make him sit down, Dmitry Rodionov, Chief 
of the /Mr Force, turned round towards him ond looked at 
him closely, but Bereihkov, blind and deaf to the uxirld, 
uent on talking nineteen lo the dozen. 

This Is how it boppened 



The Idea of the dcslfin was oalllned at the meeUng 
Sbeleit In fl brief spee<Ji. Every now and apain he lelt 
the roitrura and went over to the drawings of the 
which had been hung np on the walls, wielding a 
varnished pointer with amoolb confident moveffleata His 
3w^b> hrok nosed face — a face atlll jnnthfuliy taut 
and fresh— set off his grey e>TS, which looted large and 
luminous Oiol and self-possessed, he made htonoroui^ 
marts in the course of his speech, but one felt nevenhe- 
less that that dlstlogalsbed Russian sdenUst and out- 
standing public figure * as nervous lor the late of the en- 
gine which his Institute had designed. 

After his report the discussloa began. 

Tbe speakers wtjb extremely vague, Bereihkov ^ 
laled. we listened aaxloasly to every speech and remaric, 
although we knew that there wasnt a man there wbo 
couM say of tumself, “I have designed and developed my 
owm aircraft engine." Marry of those present were airt- 
chair sdentlsts wbo had never deslgnw or cocisU rctcd a 
thing, and had never dreamt of applying their knowl- 
edge to pradkal things. They could only venture a gn^ 
that thU was all right, and that wasn’t All of us wim 
were engaged In the creation of the first Soviet alrcralt 
engine were floating la a sea of doubt 
The extremely vague — as Bereihkov put it — opinions 
expressed at the meeting were for the owt part favoui- 
able to the project Sitting In the second row next to 
Shelest and other ADVl colleagues, and closely follow- 
ing tbe proceedings, Berezhkov Kept glandng all the time 
at a man u'ho was sitting In a wicker chair by the win- 
dow, a little apart from everjxme else; Including the chair- 
man, iboiring his praSIe to the halL It was Dmitry Ro- 
dionov, the A. F Chief, the very same Rodionov who, 
several years ago, when preparabons were being made 
for the assault of Kronstadt Berezhkov had often seen at 
close qiurters with a rifle stung m'er hli shoulder Would 
Rodionov recognize him? Hardly It was so long ago 


Clad In a khaU summer tunic, Rodionov sat Jn a some- 
attitude, too erect for real com- 
ojx tils Jean face with the rounded mole on the tip of 
ois nose was covered with a reddish healthy tan. set off 
“y a paler forehead showing the mark left by his cap He 
*pcnt much of his time at afriieJds, military exercises 
nianottjvrcs, and with flying squadrons scattered all 
the country He made no notes, and asked no ques- 
uons, but sat listening otlenlively and looking closely at 
umse who spoke Bertthktfv remembered him In the Bu- 
“y^^ovka hdtnet with the red star and the dark piping, 
had never seen him bareheaded before His hair came 
w a surprise to Berezhkov It was dark, red-tinged, and 
he wore It parted !n a perfectly straight line, brushed 
hard and smooth on cither aide of the parting wlth- 
oiu a single hair out of place 
In those days Rodionov, like many others, was de^ly 
concerned over the failure of the designing organliatlons 
and Industry to supply (he Air Force with a borae>buQf 
aircraft engine WhlW admitting to himself that the root 
oI th^ failures was by no means clear to him, 
Rodionov chose a course which he always followed on 
similar occasions, and that was to get to Imow people 
I>etfer, to listen to what they had to say 
After many speakers bad bad the floor, a man ^t up 
to speak whose name BereihkDV did not catch He no- 
llceo, howev’er, that Rodionov leaned forward slightly In 
his chair with ■ look of heightened Interest Berezhkov 
asked Shel«t who the speaker was 

“Novitsky “ Shelest whispered. “One of our chiefs He 
finished a course of studies Ibis year Coming on fast 
Ho’a in charge of the Engine Section here, on this com- 
mittee. He has a big say ’ 
w “Has he?" 

“Rather The last word. If >-ou ask roe,” 

“So he’s the one who’s keeping us stuck away In that 
hut?” 

“In a manner of spealdng, yes. He could push things 
on If he wanted, I suppose. Bnl you have to . . .“ 
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"na\e lo be ubal?” Eerczhla>v aiked curiouily 
“De quiel, my dear Let’i hear ttbat ho hai lo wy 
about us." 
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It ckar from the »peaker‘s opening words Ibal be 
was a \en able and cle\cr man flavlng a full comroaiHl 
of engifK UMxir\, as then laughi, be had no dllDcully in 
dcallnc uitb the lew IrKiol obj^tlom and doubts that 
had bom vorced at the meeting A rather slodcy. heaWly 
built man with \'cry bright brown eyes, he not Inire- 
quenlJy during hi-, speech turned towards Rodionov, as 
though be uerc reporting to him. Novitsky, on the ttbole, 
spoke favourably about the prolcct. The fact that the 
design made no claim lo origlnalily uas not, in hb 
opinion, a dra^bscL 

“To bcsiln uilh," he said In his slow weighty mannen 
‘Ve should least of all atm at what Is new and untried 

In the same leisurely manner he Ucked off « hat be con* 
sidered to be the design's cn^U and Its vulnerable 
points, then, sucnmlog up. declared that the Idea ^as 
scc^lable and Its solution suctessfuL 

“Twaddler Bereihkov’ muttered. 

He had conceived a sudden dislike for Novitsky. Shelest 
looked at him in surprise. 

“Why? I think he's very sensible." 

Novitsky’s voice sounded distinctly In the halt 

*Thls is the first project of Its type with ns." he said, 
clearly fonnulatlnc bis ideas "The work testifies lo the 
Inmroved standards In designing, which have been 
achieved under the guidance of one of our leading ape- 
dallsls, a msn who Is honestly cooperating with us. 

Shelest acknowledged the doubtful cocnpllnient with a 
slightly Ironical bow 

“We have our own young cadres," Novitsky resumed, 
addressing blmsclf again to Rodionov, as It w-eie. 
“whose lives are whoify bound up with the destinies of 
our Soviet Republic. I muat aiy, though, that they are 
not yet In a position lo give ua projects of this kind." 



^Bereihkcrv stared down at the floor, frowning “And 
are we?” he mentally protested with a sense of In- 
jury “We've been working on that design under beastly 
conditions," he thought, “and what has he done to help 
us? UTiat has he done for the Soviet engine? What right 
has he to speak about us In that condescending way?” 

He flred toe questions off In silent Indignation, barely 
oppressing an Impulse to Jump up and start heckling 
that sturdily built man who stood so firmly on his feet 
^d enunciated his clipped phrases wilh such weighty 
deliberation 

Ncn,dtsky, meanwhile, was rounding off and drawing 
inclusions The engine, he said, should be built, al- 
though It was merely a stniclure on standard lines 
achieved some years ago by foreign engineers 
“This en^e." he said, “wUI thus fall short of present 
^rld standards And what we need are engines that will 
come up to those standards” 

"And beat them," Rodionov put In quietly 
"Quite right, Comrade Rodionov We’ll have our work 
cut oat for us there. And we must say clearly, without 
mlacing words, that the absence of such engines is tn- 
compatible with the prospects of AJr Force development, 
with the tasks of home daencc.” 

It was an elementary Indisputable axiom, but Bereih- 
kov Jumped up and shouted out 
“And what about a hul — b that compatible with de- 
fence?” 


Novitsky asked 

“What hut?” . 4_, j , ,11,. 

Shelest gripped Berezhkov’s aim and tried to pull bira 
down. But Berezhkov plunged on , . , 

“The hut In which ihlrty draughtsmen and designers 
have bew cooped up all the wlnfcrl And house repairs, 
which are making practically no headway? And the 
machines, which haven’t been unpacked all this Ume? is 
that compaUble with defence? \Ve have one battered 
old HQite reference book for the whole staff Did >ou 6 o 
anything about it. Comrade Novitskj’P Is that compat- 
ible with defence?” 



The ciulnnan intenupted him. 

■‘Order, comradel” be cried, lapping the 'ftaler-jBg u-ilh 
hli pencil ‘Thnt'i not to Ihe point.** 

Rodionov’s Aolce uos heard 
•Tyhy isn't it to the point?" 

Jt quiet In the halt Rodionov spoke Irom uhere 
he sal In a quid Indoor voice. 

“Have \’ou been working on this design?" he asked. 
“I have.” 

“What Is j-our name?" 

Rodionov's ei'es narrowed ns ho asked the question. He 
secmcfd to be recollecting somethlne Bcreihkov felt that 
he had been rccognited and gave ms name gladly. 

The A. F ChiH amlled with his eyes alone, and sali 
“Go on, Comrade Berezhkov Let’s hear what the 
designer hu to say Well, welL" 
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ThJa ImpaUeiTt *TVeII, well" was a pet phrase of Rodion* 
ov'a, by the w ay It waa with him not a mere meaningless 
eioletJve, but a Itvtng part of his 5p«£h, eipresslng 
all shades of meaning from kindly encouragement to 
angca* 

Kodionov'a tone, hU entire pose, and the gleam In his 
told Berezhkov that be had not only recognized him, 
but was Wilting with Ihrely Interest to hear what he 
WTOild say The Trust and good-will that Berezhkov read 
those shrewd attentive eyes were stimulating Ha 
wddenlly felt perfectly at his ease In that hall; his flushed 
face resumed Its natural colour, and the old Berezhkov 
ooL Ho gave a detailed and colourful descrip* 
Uot of the “but” In which the Institute had been housed 
throughout the winter, the red-bot little sten-e, the crack- 
rurrathre at times was gi^ed with 
Isumter, In which he joined In. 

-n» funny at all, though, comrades,” he went on. 

Its a tbmel Comrade Rodlooov will forgive me for 
saytng so, hot I think It'a a disgrace to us, a dlsgraca to 
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agreeable things have been said 
^ a^t improved standards In designing Franldy, 
tivJu I ADVI are acutely aware of being 

®™!^gly starved and stunted.” 

second Bcreilikov had a distinct glimpse, 
sort of close-up shot, of Novitsky, lolling coimortflbly 
I ® armchairs at the chairman's table and Ils- 

oimg vith a calm smiie of loffy toleration But Berezh- 
ficnv fully conscious oi his right to speak up 
>>^dly In that hall, and ho said P 

I wn positive we shall be able to design wonderful 
^^^^structions, beautiful engines, that will win first place 
m world competltlorL But we designers have got lo be 
pvm a chance to show what we can do We have no ap- 
testing stands, we lack many measuring instni- 
^^ts, and we still do not know, for example, what’s 
^ing on inside a cylinder Unfortunately, I have no say 
m^a disposal of government funds" 

Tnere was laughter In the hall 
^ut If I had, you may be sure I’d use then with Im- 
figlnatloa,” Berezhkov rammed his point home. 

Shelest regarded Bereihkov approvingly and not 
'•^thout surprtse. He had often Intended to speak up on 
^all of the Institute as forcefully as Bereihkov was 
now doing, but had kept putting It off Somehow ho did 
not have Tt In him. 

“It would be funny If It were not so aad, comrades," 
Btreihk^ continued “We can't have aircraft engines 
designed under such conditions In this country And all 
the more Inadmissible Is it to call this Improved stand- 
ards." 

Bereihkov sat down. Rodionov's voice was heard 
again. 

“Is It true. Comrade Novitsky, that the Institute Is In 
such a scandalous condition as we have Just heard de- 
scrlbed?" . ^ ,, 

Novitsky heard the question out standing. 

"Well, >xiu see. Comrade Rodionov, (he Institute la not 
our department” 

"Weft well "What of 11? 



Novitsky did not answer Rodionov rose to wind up the 
proceedings. This was the second time in his Ute that 
Berezhkov had heard him speak In public. He spoke 
briefly, ctearlj and unhurriedfy uithout raising his voice. 
One felt that whal he said ueoL 
“What of it?” i« repeated. “We'll make it our depart* 
menL If »c of the Air Force don't take care of an insti- 
tute that ib designing aircroft engines, tbCT who will? 
We ha\e ecqualnted ourseKes with the project and to 
some extent uith Its designers. The dlsaidsJon has shown 
that Ihev know their business and are keen on their work. 
They also koo* bow to stand up for themselves," he said 
with a glance In Berczhko\'’a direction. “\Ve must help 
the Institute, supply It with the b«t and up-to-date 
instruments, provide the designers with all the llteralure 
they r>eed, and tackle the bouse repairs In real earnest 
We shall Inelijde these expenses In the A. F estimates, 
and mike a certain allowance In foreign currency, too. 
Take these taatlers tn hand. Comrade NoWlsky Fl^are 
the necessary docunienU for my sjgnature." 

This was a decision, made and amicpunced on the spot 
bv the A F Chief With this his speech ahrupUy ended 
and the meeting was closed 
TbeADVl designers left the large building In Varvarka 
Street where the ^ F Headquarters were housed, flushed 
with vtctorv The street wras bathed In the soil warm 
radiance of a late afternoon sun. Near the entrance stood 
a flower girl with a big basket Berezhkov ran up to her 
aixi bought another bullonbole. Uien looked at Shelest 
with a defiant air 

“The answer to the maiden's prayer — that’s the mod- 
em phra^ I believe?" Shelest said. “Qo on, run along, 
charm ail Moscow for all 1 care." 

was my speech. Professor?" ^ 

"Teirito" Sbelcst answered with a pleased smile. “In 
a word, i la Berezhkov " • 

“A la Berezhkov? Statesmanship, eh?” 

Berezhkov laughed happily He did not realize then 
bow Pinc h truth there was in bis humorous remark. 
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I give the further story of the ADVl-100 engine as 
Bereihkov described It to me. 

The design was approved, he said A sample engine 
was ordered from a motor works on the Dnieper, In 
the Ukraine, a former French-owned enterprise, which 
used to build Hispano engines We forwarded the 
project, all seventy sheets of It, to the works with due 
solemnity 

But the works rejected our blueprints, declaring that 
A fthposslble to build an engine from such designs, 
jwd they were In their rlehls "fte system of preparing 
the shop drawings was still far from perfect at the Insti- 
tute, and Important details, such as llraits of tolerance, 
and the order of assembling, were somelimes omitted The 
drawings travelled back and forth from Moscow to the 
l^alne, we visited the works, argued ourselves blue In 
the face, came back washed out and furious, made the 
detail drawings over agolo In accordance with the works’ 
demands, and sent the sheets down again, but time passed 
and construction work was not even started You wouldn’t 
believe It, but a whole year was wasted in travelling back 
and forth and wrangling 

This constant fault-finding was simply maddening For 
Instance, the works people had no'er seen cylinders with 
air heads before, ana they Jibbed at the Idea, said It 
couldn't be done. We argued, fretted, tried to put our foot 
down, but It was no use — they Just wouldn’t accept our 
drawings. We were all agog to see our creation In the 
metal, and there we were. Instead, wasting month alter 
month, arguing and squabbling 

“You can’t Imagine what torture that year was to usl" 
Berezhkov exclaimed. 

One day, after these hosUIIUcs had been ^Ing on for 
some time, Shelest sent for Berezhkov The InsIiTutc had 
already moved Into the newly repaired two-storcj-cd build- 
ing which contained the workshops, the research testing 
station, a large drawing room and the private office of 
the director, /Wished in ook. 
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l«y « bulky p.cUEt. ovlteiUy coo- 
l«^g booLi. Md oti top of II . blue^dTKMd Mi'elope. 
B„t "‘‘I SbelBt. "You look tbE: 

fhiinO linlshetj redraudno those deshmj, 

EOodoess And I still believe in j-our energy." 
^j^ese drawings are giving me nightmares. Profes- 


“P “ for you." 


- ss.p n juujuey lo 

to go dofleU to the ^ oris ttgaliL 
lo sUrt another offenaht?" 


w S44C nuikj again 

, *tirt another offenaht?" 

thia timi ^ different plan of operations 

« be^ mvTi. .^it to me that 

relatloTu nHfh ^ blame for having strained our 

Ita blSing has to 

tmcholoTTisi hsnditng people. Voa’re 

*? ™d«r»l»nd wbaf fmian." 
eve. R.^. . 1 ?^ looked at him udlh i shrewd twinkling 
• diputed nod. 

as S >«»ii>.-^Sheiest went cn. "But be wise 

tIon1n^SrL'i^s‘“ olurai and fasalna- 

moving" "dw yoo'U get things 

thii?" 

chief engineer " 

•TV? ^«*^^bkov Mid with a Sighs 

^ again. Be more aubUe. Take thla vSh v-oo." 

the package l>Ing on his desk, 
he Mid. d^here that ihould Interest him," 

brIUlant in ^ “P«1«iced and talented engtneer — a 
™bl7^u 1^ ' Jbonld ssy If fm not mlslsk- 
ire. are'^g'tg^V'hSm-”*"*®'’ Look whsi 
InJ’Tlr ’T*Pj>'"ip gleamed the pit Iclter- 

O^ the cover On i Shelest tnnwd 

“To my bi his hand 

and devoted knight^™! 

“unpeo ol motors fran a wsr-scerred old motor- 
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rnodest labours are here murderously re- 

knew that review In the last volume of his 
one ofaelest had critically analyzed the views expressed 
^ foretm speclallaU on questions of aircraft 
wgine theorv, which In some Instances he had qualified 
“^uperflcfal, vague and often biased He had been the 
to deal at leng^ with and suhstantJate the idea of 
^or riridlly The7rench Journal had responded with an 
review written in a rather haughty tone. 

1 hate parting with this relic,” Shelest said “U^at’s 
^ don't like making gaos In my library I’ll have to 
^ the Institute’s copy now ^how him these publications, 
^ They come from abroad," Shelest said, qufddy turn* 
tQ? over the pages "Look at this French design of 
^Under beads — mey’re a replica of those we have 
Signed for our own model The sight of them abouJd 
ffldt his he^ end he’ll do It lor 

You can depend on me to make the most of thlsl” 
Berezhkov gave play to bis Imagloation, and already 
pictured hla forthcoming Interview 
“And here are cylinder heads of quite a different type," 
aald Shelest 

Besides the books and Journals there were also several 
foreign picture alboras Shelest opened one of them — 
representing French art of llw late nineteenth century— 
end b^ran carefully turning over the pages. 

"He loves these things,” Shelest said "Let him feast 
his eyes on them and give hlinael/ a treat I have no Inten* 
tlon of giving them to him as a present though. They’re 
meant fo win him over A dlfllcuU mission, yours Is. 
Alexei Nikolayevich, but then >'ou’re-— " 

"Say no morel” Berezhkov cried “I’m off] rll fascinale 
that devil or die In the attempll” 


The next Sunday found Berezhkov nUghtlng from the 
train at station Zadneprovye In Uw vldnlty of The works. 
Ife had specially timed Ws arrival on a Sunday soostobc 



able to make a ptrsonal call on the engineer at his bon 
Knotting the latter to be a stiller for ceremony, hoRcu 
Beret h kov did not dare to Intrude ■svilbout an Invitalk) 

He u’as a long lime turning the handle of Ihelelepboi 
at the railway station In an attempt to put his ca 
through. The apparatus ttas an old Ericsson of pre-revt 
lutlon manufacture boused In a cl ump y vooden boi fas 
tened to the uall These telephones were still In use h 
some pro\ innal tottms The scratched chipped surface sill 
bore traces of the old \anush and gB\e one an Idea uhal 
the box looked like some hktnty j’ears ago uhen It bad 
a high ligbt-oak polish There was a crackling noise In 
the recehtr and a distant sound of \x»lces, then sudd^y 
these u-ouJd disappear and all utmld go dead, as If the 
current had been smit off Berezhkov examined the receiv- 
er, discovered a loose screw with n worn thread, and was 
about to dKe Into his pocket for his penknife, but checked 
hlmseU with a smilt 

“TWsIl do the trick." be mutlered, and simply pressed 
the screw down with his ffnger and began caUing again. 

At last a vTDlce broke thnnigb the tnckliog Dolses. 

“Hullo." 

Our hero all but warbled 

“Is that Vladlmlf Georglycvkh?" 

“Yes. \Vbo’a that speaking?" 

"I’ve Just cocne off the train, 
from Moscow " 

"Who from?” 

chose to e^ade the question at the raoment 
^ slightly relaxed his pressure on the s cr e w , and the re- 
aver immediately wrenl dead. Alter a while be pressed 
•?“hi and slarted calling 
Hullof Hullo! Vtadhnir Qeorgbxvlch, Is that you?" 

I^es. I can hardly bear you." 

letter In a blue envtiopel" Berezhkov shouted "And 
* — ■ulograph^ May I bring them down?” 

But the chief engineer, apparenUj, did not like to have 
hU Sunday rest disturbed He said drllr 

1 m Sony, but I ba\e the doctor here Just i 
you please — " 


f the train. I have a letter for you 
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Berezhkov chose not to hear the rest o( the sentence. 
He relaxed his pressure on the screw once more. In 
a second or so he u as shouting^ again 
“Hullol Hullo! A book for j'ou autographed ‘To the 
devoted knight-errant and champion ” " 

“What?” 

“ ‘Devoted knlcht-errant and champion*’” 

“But who’s it irom^” 

“It’s rather awkward to shout It all oxer tho railway 
station* May I come douTi?” 

“But who are j-ou?” 

“What? What? I can’t hear\ou” 

“I asked, whom do I have the tionour — ” 

“Oh, jes, I ha\Q >-ouf address” 

'AVbom do I have the honour — ” 

“What j^jur buggy? Don't trouble, HI take a cab" 
“Oh, all right Come dtra-n ” 

Ber^kov nung up with a “Wbewr of relief 
“Miracle of modern technique," he murmured, glanc- 
ing gratefully at the old veteran of a telephone, and ad- 
dressing a slurt humorous speech to the queue outside Uic 
call-box the uhilc he got out hts penknife and &.ted the 
contact In Uie rcceher by the simple expedient of shifting 
various scrcu's from one place to another 
He emerged from the station wIUj a small suitcase and 
found him^f on tlio market square. 11c loitered about fur 
a while, strengthened hts spiritual and pli^'slcal powers 
right there In the sunslilne wiUi a solid portion ol Jellied 
meat and scseral tlilck pancakes uhleh ne uashed doun 
uilh a small pot of sour cream, then hired a rickety old 
cab, and sallied forth to the ktikj of coming battle, that 
Is, to the house of engineer Lubarsky 
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The toun stretched along the banks of the Dnieper* 
Sow tho gleaming sliecl ol water camo Into slew It 
looked cool e\cn from a distance, Berezhkov said to 
Ibo cabman* 



able to malte a personal call oa (he en^loeer at hl5 home. 
Knoxiing the latter to be a stickler for ceremofiy, bon ever, 
Bereihkov did not dare to Intrude ulthout an Invitation. 

He was s long time huvilng the handle of the telephone 
at the rajluav station In an attempt to put his call 
through- The apparatus was an old Ericsson of pre-revo* 
lutlon manufacture housed In a clumsy wooden boi fas- 
tened to the uoll These tel^bones were still In ose In 
some pruvindal towns The scralciKd chipped surface still 
bore traces of the old vsjulsb and gave one an idea what 
the box looked like some twenty years ago when It had 
a high light-oak polish There was a crackling noise In 
the receiver and a distant sound of vTolces, then suddenly 
these would disappear and all would go dead, as If the 
current bad been snot oil Berezhkov eiarnlned the receiv- 
er, discovered a loose screw with a worn thread, and was 
about to dive tnto his pocket for bb penknife, but checked 
himself with a smile. 

"This 11 do the trick," be mullered, and simply pressed 
the screw down with bb finger and began calling snln. 

At last a voice broke thnxich the crackling noises. 

“HuLlo" 

Oor hero all but wsrbled 

"Is that Vladimir G^irglv-evlch?" 

“T'es. Who’s that speaking?^ 

“Eve just come off the train. 1 have a letter for you 
from Moscow " 

“Who from?" 

Berezhkov chose to evade the ijuesUon at the moment. 
He slightly relaxed hb pressure on the screw, and the re- 
ceiver Imraedlalely went d«<L After o wUle he pressed 
the screw down again end started calling 

“HuUol Hullol Vladimir Oeorglyevich, Is that you?” 

"Ye* I can hardly bear you." 

"A letter In a blue envelopel" Berezhknv shouled, "And 
* — autographed May 1 bring them down?" 

But the chief engineer, apparentiv, did not like to have 
hb Sunday rest disturbed He said drilr 

Era aorry, but I have (he doctor here just now Will 
jtni please — " 



Befezhkov chose not to hear the rest of the sentence, 
tte relwed his pressure on the screw once more. In 
* was shouting' again 

nuUol HuJIol A book for >tm autographed To the 
knight-errant and champion 


”^,®voted knight-errant and champion.’ ” 

^But who’s It from?” 

Its rather awkward to shout It all o\er the railway 
station. May I come down?” 

But who are you?” 

What? I can’t hear you ” 

I «ked, whom do I have the honour — ” 

I have your address.” 

Whom do I have the honour—” 

Wnst, your buggy? Don’t trouble, Dl take a cab" 
^11.^1 rlgtit Comedown." 

Berezhkov hung up with a "Whew!” of relief 
Miracle of mMem technique,” he munmired, gianc- 
^ gratefully at the old veteran of a telephone, and ad- 
^^slng a abort humorous speech to the queue outside liie 
^I-box the while he got out bis penknl/e and fixed the 
™Mact in the receiver by the simple expedient of shifting 
srtous screws from one place to another 
f ^wged from the station with s small suitcase and 
himself on the market square. He loitered about for 
hJt ll®* sffengthened hU spiritual and physical powers 
ght there In uie sunshine with a solid portion of Jellied 
and several thick pancakes which he washed doun 
^ a amall pot of sour cream, then hired a rickety old 
b. and sallied fortli to the scene of coming battle, that 
to the bouse of engineer Lubaisky 
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town stretched along the banks of the Dnieper, 
the gleaming sheet <3 water came Into view it 
|^*d cool even from a distance. Bcreihkov said to 
^cabman. 

tS-Oiac. ^ 


‘'Dri\e doun to the water, old bean! We’ll ha\'e a dip." 

He ran down the footpath with his jullciise, and wis 
soon tumbling about In Uie water, doing all kinds of 
tricks he remembered from the skylarking daj-s of bis 
bojbood. Then, while drying In the sim, he shavt^ at hU 
suitcase, and changed into dean clothes— snow-white 
pressed trrtuscrs, white shoes, and a light “fantasia” shirt 
A light summer jacket Ihroun o\ er his arm completed the 
e^pment Berezhkov \lewed bis reflection in tne mirror 
of the water with satisfaction. 

“Now old bean, don’t raise a dust" he said, getting 
back Into the cab 

The towTi was buried In the green of trees, front gar- 
dens and orchards, A little (o one side, against a back- 
ground of pale-blue sky, towrered the bls^ Iron srooke- 
^ck of the works Although II was nol smoking— It 
Wng a Sunday— Berezhkovs wandering glance was 
draw-n In that direction as If by a mogneU It was at that 
where he had been so oflcn with his drawings, 
L aeatkJD was to sco (he light ol day, was to w 
emb^ted In metal It was there that they kept putting it 
ofl, deauadlng e\cr oew drawings without end, wonyjng 
the life out of him. 

"nve house of the chief engineer with Its pretty gable 
roof and balconies, Its UtUe (erwer and slender aerial 
masts, stood tn delightful grounds o\erlooklng the Bee- 
per Berezhkov paid the faro ond dismissed the cabmar^ 
op^ed ^ w fck^ nervously and stepped on to the garden 
'hl^ was strewn with golden rher sand. The thud 
ol ternils balls came from soroewbere behind the blossom- 
ing trees. Women’s toIccs could be heard. Berezhkov 
went in the direction of these sounds. Presently, through 
gaps In the foliage, he saw the plij-ers. The chief en- 
' “Paying against two women Sunburnt, a well- 
m\. youthful figure, dad all In white, with rolled np 
and a wedge-shaped little beard In which two or 
^h-cT hairs glistened In the sunshine. Lubarsky 
court, sending in low vuUcys with a 

“You serve, dodorl" be called out 



A dark-comple-tloned woman, rather heavily built for 
that ffome, smiled back at him, “Aha," thought Bemhkov, 
"so that’s the doctor you’re so busy withi” 

The doctor’s partner was a girl, apparently the engi- 
neer’s daughter Berezhkov stood hidden behind fte 
shrubbery, not daring to step out He suddenly felt nerv- 
ous On nls previous visits here with the drawings of the 
ADVI-100 he had been received by Lubarsky In hts office. 
He had argued there, fretted, and demanded, but the chief 
engineer, with an Imperturbable suavity that infuriated 
him still more, had always managed to send him away 
with a flea In his ear 

"He’U turn me oull” Berezhkov thought, watching 
Lubarsky and, despite himself, admiring his skilful 
strokes with the appreciative eye of an old sportsman 
"Sure as eggs Is eggs, be wllll Well, there’s nothing 
for itl” 

Taking his courage Into his bands, be stepped out from 
his place of concealment and said, "Good momingr with 
a modest little bow 

The play stopped 

"Ah, It's you, ' Lubarsky drawled. 

His tone was annibtlatlog It seemed to Berezhkov that 
the man had seen rigUl througb him at a single glance. 
He stood there with his suitcase, smiling rather sheepishly 
under the disconcerting glance of the host's narrowed 
eyes The chief engineer was In no burry to break the si- 
lence. 

‘‘Sit down,” he said at length, pointing to a bench, 
"Wall a minute, please.” 

Then he turned to the women, exclaiming In quite a 
different tone 

"Victory in one ralnulel Go on, doctor I’m ready ” 

Berezhkov sat down, and his eye wandered absent- 
mindedly to the doctor’s bag lylog on the bench and the 
lady’s bicycle leaning against It 

And he was supposed to fascinate that manl Why 
should he demean idmself, fawn on him? Aiter all, he 
hadn’t coma here to beg favours! Damn It hadn’t the 
blighter been ordo^ to coostrnct the ADVI-100 engine! 

V8 





Then »b> uas be trying to dodge it? And ^hJit did bu 
niean, tDeeUng the designer wItE Ihil Insulting narrow- 
ejed look, as if he u ire some cmiy nuisance of an In\cn* 
tori BcreihkoN Cusbed at the memory of that cold offen- 
sive glance and iii^ owm idiotic pin. He looked resentfully 
at the engineer aho was flutlering about the tennis 
court sboumc no further Interest In his visitor, as If b« 
had forgotten Ills very existence. It was all be could do to 
keep himvif from kicking up a row Shelesl'a admonition, 
“Be u 1« as the serpent,^ bad a sobering effect, however 
Cerlamlv it would be more judicious to avoid a row. “All 
right, ni trv mv arts of lascinatlon on the bllgfateil My 
name s not Bereihkov if 1 don t do U! But bow? I've got 
to think of something qukk, some staggering brain- 
uavel” 
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Time, however, was nmnlog out, and no braln-vave 
bad struck him vet in Ibe past a krver of all forms of 
sport a speed demoa on the motor-cycle, the motor car 
and the aerosiefgh. Berezhkov had also a passloaale 
devotee of tmnia. "Bad balls." be noted mechanically as 
he matched the game. One ol the balls rjme rolling to- 
wards hhn. He Jumped up qnkkly, caught Ibe ball and 
thremr it back. He noticed, as he did so, that it was soft 
and flabby to the touch. He resumed his seat and with 
an odd gmekened Interest looked at the doctor's bag, 
•which was open. At the moment he did not realize him- 
self why U suddenly attracted him. 

"Do yoQ understand chess?" Berezhkov uneipecledly 
asked me at this point. "You know ■what a combination 
Is? You look at tne figures without eekrig It, but It’s 
there oc the board nevertheleas— potenUaHy of course. 
Then all of a sudden If heguu to dawn oa jou — af 
first with only a faint glimmer. Ull It hits you with full 
lorce." 

Sitting there on the garden bench looking at the doc- 
tor’s bag. the blcj'cle, the tennis coort, the swinging 
rackets and the heavily bouncing ball, Berezhkov had this 



glimmer of an Idea, and medianlcally he began to work 
out all kinda of possible combinations 
yVftcr winning the set. Luborsky twwed to the ladles 
with a smile and walked towards the bench- The ladles 
came up too Berezhkov got up hastily 
"So it was >ou?" Lubarsky satd, repeating the previous 
phrase. "Come along IJjen " Turning round, he added, "I 
must beg pardon of tlie ladles. Have a rest, please, I 
shan’t be more than ten minutes ” 

He did not Introduce Berezhkov That could only mean 
that Ik) was not receiving him as a guest 
“It's I who should beg pardon.” Berezhkov said hasifly 
“I’m sorry to Intrude like this But I've just come oil toe 
train, stright from Moscow ” 

“Oh, really?” the engineer’s daughter exclaimed, “I 
wish you’d brought us some new balls I can't play with 
these. Half the pleasure Is spoilt” 

“Yes, awful trash they arc.” Lubarsky murmured. "I 
don't suppose >xtu thought of It?" 

Ho was regarding Berezhkov with the same cool, 
slightly ironical glance, which seemed to say. ‘T^ot smart 
enough for that sir?" Bereihkov bridled, but at that very 
moment, the Idea that hod been lurking somewhere at the 
back of tds mind suddenly leapt forth, vivid and clear 
like something that had risen out of dark submarine 
depths His ears [n3tantl> began to tingle. 

^'Oh yes I didl” ha blurted out 
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The announceroent was greeted with little cries of Joy 

“Let’s have thcml Where ore they?” 

"Here]" 

Instantly transfigured, Bereihtov slapped the doctor's 
bag, then folded his arms on hla chest and tossed hJs 
head up 

"Herd” he repeated myatorlously “There’s do need to 
go all the way to Moscow In twenty minutes well be 
playing wllh excellent balls I promise >xwi that from now 



on jiiull alwajs h«\e wonderful iennls balla. May I 
have ?” 

He started rollmc up his sleeves. Raring al Ills audience 
In niter sJImict Me Mai* absolutely sure of hImveU 
and of the tilra that hod Jus! sintek him, and bore 
hlmsdf Mith the assurance of a stJCC performer of a 
conjurer 

"Mav Nuu have uhat?” Ihe girl asked curiously 
'TlH're arc (mo syringes In that bog May I use them?’* 
“WTiot for?" LubaridwV sold 
"I II grvL thev balls an mjccllon of magic wnterf' 

•'Oh, Papal Doclort Let him have thcml We'll ^ what 
he docs 1 beg \our pardon -uhat Is vour nnnic?" 

Our hero Introduced hlimell. tlu-n asked in turn 
"Arvd what is ^xjurs?’* 

(The Ctrl's name. I might add in passing, Bcreihkw 
kept to nlmsclf He had started, “Ikr e)!?*, wlren slw 
lo^ed at me " and had tried lo inaltale a uoman’s 
miring look ulth his own small eye*. But ho caught him* 
salt “tt'Qsht Sot o word ot tWs m ytyaj storyl'’^ 

"Ncit, please let me have the bicycle pomp." he went 
on Issuing orders, ’‘and some rubber solution.'’ 

The next minute Berothkov, with Uk calm assurance of 
a surgeon, had punctured the ball with a avTingc filled 
with rubber solution Nexl lo that nl a distance of two 
or three railllmelrcs, he plunged the olbij sjflnge. which 
was fitted to Ibo tube of Uie pump 

“Will j‘oa kindly pump It up," ho said, carefully balanc- 
ing the edifice In both Wids. “Some morel JoA o IltUo 
mortl" The ball grew more resllleol and hardened In hU 
hand. “Thani doi" 

He squeexed some of llio glue out Into the ball, then 
quickly pulled out both needles 

The public was disappointed. The hlaa of air escaping 
from the pundnres told lU own atory The audience 
had the saHsfactlon of viewing a ruined and worthless 
ball Bercihkov went hot and cold. What die — I Why 
hadn’t the thing worked? Could U bo that his Idea was oil 
wrong? 



“That didn’t work!'* he declared with studied noncha- 
lance. “Thai’s as It should be according to the law ot 
Aristotle." 

“Of who?" the girl sold 

“Aristotlel’’ Bereihkov said, nothing daunted “And of 
the Russian naturalist and inventor of the acroslelgh 
Panteleimon Gusln Attention pleascf With your permls- 
sJon, I take tl>e next ball “ 

He repeated the operation on the second ball, bis brain 
working feverishly to discover where he had gone wrong 
Again he carefully Inject^ the rubber solution. CarefiJ 
]y? Perhaps that was just the snag? Hadn’t he perhapa 
been too careful? Let’s Inject more this timel That's IL 
Now out come the ayrfngesl 

The operated ball lay In his hand. He strained his ears 
to catch the tell-tale hiss of escaping air but there wasn't 
a sound. Designer Berezhkov bad put across his little 
miracle. The iTrop deflated old ball was rejuvenated, re 
sllIenL The rubber solution, under strong internal pres 
sure, had stopped up the punctures, thus preventing the 
air from escaping 

“Here you arci Bereihkov said, boonclng the ball high 
In the air and catching It neatly "Let’s have all the other 
ballsl All patent rights reserved " 

“Do you mean to say its your own Idea?’’ Lubarsky 
cried 

"I swear I only just Invented IL" 

"Here, let me have those." 

He took the two synnges from Berezhkov, turned them 
0 %’TT In his hands with a look of Interest, then took a ball 
from his daughter, held It in front of him and laughed 

"How slm^el AmailDgIysInipleI"he8aId, and plunged 
the needles Into the bail one after another Bereihkov 
caught his smile, which oddly enough resembled his own 
Innate boyish smile. All aqulver with eidtement, Be- 
reihkDv worked the pump furiously Lubarsky performed 
the operation quite dexterously From the sure neat-hand- 
ed way he had of doing things, it was dear that he, too, 
was a constructor by nature. The rejuvenated ball 
bounced splendidly 
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The dilcJ enffincrr rogarJcd UIs Nbllof allh a Vlnd* 
lief c>c. 

Berezhkov uns in Ihe ^cnlh heavea 
He’d ha\e ^-nncihtnc to tell hU Institute collcapie^ 
bock In \\ns,oa' He'd tell tliem how Ik had cd that im 
approorli iV>'r I'ni^nwr with die lofkrd lUtlc McpUlsto^c* 
lion IxdiJ r itmu out ol lii» hnndt I ubarskv, nwanuhlle. 
had infill..! another ball, then a third, and a fourth, 

‘ \re \niu fi>nJ of lcnni5. loo-* ha asVi-d Dercihkov 
'Rather' 

Bcreihkov forgot all about hiv lame leg and »a» ready 
to ruali off to the court wiUi a racket in bis present cJC 
hiluraled irviod he rvi doubt uould lu\e put up a prclty 
good sho» Out Luburyky h.id already aultrlied ONW-tb 
another subject. 

‘TVbcrc's that blue envelope of yours? You did intrigue 
UK (A«r the ’plHme I must sa) Insented quite a •tory.’* 
"Oh, no. I don’t go in for that hmJ of inscotionl I have 
a letter for >ou from Professor Sltelesl and a a«t of 
French {oomals with hi» autograph *10 Ibo devoted 
knight errant and ctiampton of mntorb— ‘ ■* 

"Oh, ol ranlun!" Lubaraky erdaimed, and bunt out 
laughing "What journal Is It? For »hal j'car?" 

On being told. Tk void eager!) 

"That'i new for me 111 look through It with pleasure. 
Thanks Will Nou please come Into my study?" 

“Ko!" hU daughter Interscned. "I'm Uk TOslesa here, 
and 1 invite CFur guest to tea." 

Our gucsll ^Vhat more could DercihUA’ wont? "Hurrah, 
vlctoryl” b« kept repeating to hlmsdf, as If sending out 
Jo}'oua radio signals to hU colleagues in Atoscov 

Presently be was sitting at lea on the \crandJh. bold- 
ing forth to Uk ladks about IJw amenities of life In the 
roetropolls 
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After tea Lubarsky said amiably* 

“And now come Into my roonv‘ 

The vast sludj of the dilcf engineer upstaira had a 



large bay window, occupying nlraost the whole length of 
one of the walls It commanded a sweeping view of the 
glittering expanse of river, cut off here and there by 
Bends In the bank, and reappearing unexpectedly with a 
gleam under the blazing sum The rolling steppe lay 
spread out in strips of brilliant green, pale yellow and 
russet shades The horizon was veiled, steppe and sk7 
seemed merged in a light haze. 

"Wonderfull" Berezhkov exclaimed, admiring the 
scene, “What a wonderful vtewl” 

“Do wu like it?” Lubarsky said. “I was my own ar- 
chitect here. I rebuilt the house and put in this bay win- 
dow my'self " 

“DelightfuJP 

Berezhkov looked out through the sides of the bay win 
dow to left and right 
“I don't see the wxirks.” he aald. 

“It’s behind the house. You can’t see It from here. This 
window ghes only a scenic view” 

On a special lacquered stand by the window stood a 
rsdlo-set— a novelty at that time— and ncit to it two 
wicker annchalrs and a rocWng-chair 
“I like lo sit here and relax." Lubarsky said. “Llslcn 
to the music and look out of the window ^ 

Ho paused, then quietly recited some lines 
” ‘Russia, beggared Russlal Thy dingy izbas, thy wind- 
blown songs are like the first tears of love to me. ’ Re- 
member it?” 

Our hero, to his shame, did not know the lines Nor did 
he see any dingy izbas through the window Far across 
the river he saw a village with pretty whitewashed 
Ukrainian huts TTic pathetic lines about a befmared Rus- 
sia left him quite unmoved Nevertheless he hastened to 
nod agreement 

“Sit down. Make yourself comfortable,” Lubarsky said, 
motioning lo on armchair and the sofa 
The study contained, among other things, a drawing 
board and a plain deal work table, on which Berezhkov 
saw varki'as tools, a via, aiid a Uny disassembled motor. 


He tried to keep hi» eyes a*ay from U so os not to ap- 
pear Inquisitive 

“Your Toiicsbop. I see?" be uid tactfully 
“Yes. Have a look at this Ihlag ” 

They went up to the table. 

“Ah, you have something very Interesting here,” said 
Berezhkov ^ 

“A motor of my oum dtaign — one tenth borse-power 
“Such a small one — wbal’s H for?” 

“I intend to 0y an airplane model In a day or two with 
a curious passenger ” 

“A passenger, on such a Uny motor?” 

“Yes Look at thsL" 

Lubarsky got out a large photograph and handed It to 
his gotaL It showed a box kite hav<^ng in the sJcy with 
a basket attached to It 

‘Take this magnifying glass. D'j'ou see the 0o*e of o 
IllUe dog peeping out of ft? We’ll have him here In a 
miirate." 

Turning to the ooen window, Lobarslcy pul two finger* 
Into his mouth ana gave a plerdng whUue. The boyish 
gesture delighted Berezhkov He recognized in his host a 
kindred spirit But the dog did not answer the call 
“Aiust have gone out with Ibe kids," Lubarsky said, 
“Never mind, well give him another whJsUe later oa" 
Berezhkov liked that too The Idea of a trained dog be- 
ing allowed to run about at hU owra will appealed to nlm. 
He was already feeling quite at home In tht^ bouse, and 
had no doubts that wbra the critical moment arrived he 
would rise bnDiantly to the occaalon and e^ieve his pur- 
pose. 

AleanwhUe be stood over the Uny motor, ezamlning Its 
construction. 

“Splendid Ideal 1 once conslnttted something like it 
myself, but on a different principle." 

He got out his pcnclL asked for a sheet of paper, and 
dashed oS the scheme. Lubarsky watched him with In- 
teresL 

“And did 11 work?" he asked 



"On and off, a few minutes at a lime. Kept breaking 
down, I finally gave It up " 

"Gave It up The same old story The theme for an 
endless romance about Russia ” 

"No I’d like the hero to go through with IL Some book 
that would bel" 

The answer amused LubarsW 

‘'Your design Ideas are much more original, " be said, 
dropping the philosophical strain and picking up the 
sketch again "What would tou say If I trl<^ to make a 
small motor on your priodpfe?” 

‘TVcIcorae. Share fifty-fifty." Berezhkov said Joking- 
ly "Both the money and the fame." 

Lubarsky laugh^ again 

"Money, fame? Where arc you living? I make these 
little toys with my own hands Just for the fun of the 
thing" 

"Yes, hut afterwards you could put this motor into se- 
rial pr^uctlon, and turn It out In batches for aviation 
model enthusiasts " 

“Yon don't mean that seriously, do tou? My dear fel- 
low, where will you find a factory In this country capable 
of turning out such finely tooled things os this? I ground 
every part of It with my own bands " 

A drawing of the motor lav right there on the table. 
The two sp^allsU began talking shop Berezhkov once 
more eipressed his admiration of the subtle way In which 
certain designing problems had been handled, then said 

“Do >"00 mind u I do some criticism?" 

Luba^ky smiled acquiescence. 

“Don’t >‘0U think that this group here” — Berezhkov’s 
pendl drew an Imaginary clrdo round certain parts cf 
the drawing— "could be Improved? Isn’t It rather hcavj' 
for this thing?" 

The chief engineer bad slopped smiling Yes, Berezh- 
kov had put his finger on It It was the only pari In the 
uholo conslrucUon that did not satisfy its Inventor vMlor 
using up reams of drawing paper he had finally given 
it up and reconciled himself to a variant which nc him- 
sell thought rather crude. 
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"What U ycra gave her more pUy here,” Berezhkov con- 
tinue awlftly making Mime correcaon on the drawing, 
and glancing apprehensively at Lubarsky to see how he 
took it But Lubarsky said 

“I see. Go on, develop your Idea ” 

Berezhkov illustrated his ides with a few sunft strokes 
of the pencil on a clean sheet of papo- 

"Yoo see the whole of this group will then — " 

“Quite right'" Lubarsky eiclalraed 
He had so often groped around this Idea In hls quest 
that It now seemed to him to be bis own, 

“Qu te nght' I’ve been thinking of that mj'sein But 
bow did you hit on It?" 

BcieihVdOV flushed He was wmsUKt to pr&lae, 

“A precodous child," he said with chawterisUc Be- 
rezhkovlan modesty, spreading hls hands 
“Precocious, eh?" Lubarsky repeated, smiling “Come 
00. Innocent babe, let me have that leLIer " 

The precious stutcase was opened forthwith. Berezhkov 
handed Lubanky the letter and stacked the books and 
ioumils neat!) on the small occasional table next to the 
sofa with the gold lettering of Ibe French journal np- 
permosL 

"Ah, how well they do these thtngst" Lubarsky said, 
an unmistakable note of admiration in his voice. ^ ran 
his finger-tips over the binding which cleverly Imitiited 
leather, then read the letier, fingered the cover again, 
turned it over and read the Inscnpllon with a smile 
“ “Devoted knlght-crranL ’ ll'^s a pity I haven't had 
anything of mine In print for a long time, otherwise I'd 
have answered hack. To my d«r sly fox Shelest’ I 
wouldn’t mind spertdlng an evening with him, philoso- 
phizing An article critldzing his bixk, eh? Interesting " 
“III find It for joo." 

Berezhkov palled the heavy volume towards him wllh 
exactly the effect that Shelest had foretoli Under the 
Journals lay the art albums, and Lubarsky saw them. 

"What’s that? French reproductions?" He fairly 
poonced on them, and settled himself more comfortably 
Id hls chair “Where did you get them?” 



‘They’re SheJesfs I asked him to let me have them to 
glance through In the train.” 

“Aly Gcxl! To glance through! In the train!” Lubarskv 
elacufated aa he carefully turned over the large roum 
sneeta with the reproductions pasted to them underlie 
finest of tissue-paper "Just look at those coJoursl In the 
train! Barbarian! Why, this Is something you can feast 
your eyes on without ever having your fill They’re artls- 
lic rcN^ations, things of exquisite beauty, the poem of 
our age. " 

‘X)ur age?" 

‘'D*you mean to say Uiey leave you cold? Look at this 
A lonely drunkard with an empty glass before him. Look 
at hJs face, look at that dangling arm— it tells a story In 
itself, IL " Lubarsky paus^ without tearing his eyes 
away from the sheet "No. words cannot describe It Wnat 
gloom! What hopeless mlseryl Just that empty glass! 
^at a ghastly tale of life. ” 

He fell silent again Obviously, the pictures moved him 
deeply He opened another album, and turned up an ex- 
cellent reproduction of Van Gogh’s "Prison Court" 
showing a straggling line of prisoners slouching round 
a cagelike prison yard on their dafiy walk. 

"Jmd this piece, can you ever forget Itl" Lubarsky ex- 
claimed 

Always restrained and coldly polite In official sur- 
roundings, he was quite a different man In his own set 
(which consisted mainly of engineers), where he enjoyed 
nothing so nmch os a friendly conversation. Berexhkov, 
for his part, listened attentively to the chief enrincer’s 
outpourings, which, to him, meant another sign of recog- 
nition 

“Just look at those tones,” Lubarsky was saying 
“What a depth of despair they expressl Pale blue and 
Hlac stones Eternal t^lghL The son never shines here 
And there is no escape from these walls. Just walking 
round and round In a circle. What for, why? Seek no 
answer Or rather the artist has supplied the answer: 
our life Is a prison." 



Me drew 0 «lcb nnd uent on 

“A prison Desolate* racanlnclcss. None of oiir 
painters have bcin nhlc to express the troRcdy of exist* 
cnee ilh surli r ^ 

Dercihkov bulcd Ins time. unlUnc for on openmu to 
introduce the siibjtvt of tlie ADVl 100 engine and air* 
axilcd cylinder heads All braced for the plunge, he tri^ 
to shou polite interest although he could rwl help feel- 
ing tliat ihrrc «.a*. ■>omclhmg comical about this lean, 
sportsman like sun tanned engineer dresMKi with such 
rarclesi elecaru'e, and lolling comfortably on lltc sofa — 
a nun uho had a vvbole industrial plant at his disposal, 
uho had rcconslruetcil this moot this study worvstop 
udiere he amused bimscU building toy motors — it did 
seem rather comical that Oils mao should bo moaning 
about “life being a prison '* For the soke of courtesy aiw 
imcllcstual contact. Bcrcihkov tried to allunc himself to 
his tot's melancholy mood, to heave sorroivfol sighs and 
to shew ?.hat a refined nature his was, but he just couldn't 
keep It up 

"Prison, mv grandraotherP he thought 
E«n that moment, while the chief englnccf w'ts feast* 
mg his eves on the pictures and holding forth about Van 
Oogh t painUng untb almost poetic fervour, and Bercih- 
to ut listening to him irllh an innocent look of rapt 
attcotlon— even that moment, Berezhkov felt, was thrill* 
Ing pregnant with promise, surcharged with clcelricitv 
Ule a prison. ^Tiat nonscnscl What about this fight foV 
his (^ne— wasn’t that real life? Talk about colours and 
passions! 

Berezhkov looked 

at the vivid sun drenched world outside the window The 
^Ing afternoon sun, stOI bright and hot, threw evoy- 
tWng Irito sharp relief The stream ol the Dnieper and 

I it“^f gleaming sheet 

In the dlstanco skT and earth parted, and the sky itself 
no lon^ faded looking, but Intensely blui Tbe 
wjltc and scsltercd, seemed to have 
acquired form and bulk. The leaves of the poplars flnt- 



ttred In the breeze, and one could see the dappled play of 
light and shadow in the foliage. Ym, this was life, pal- 
pllant life 

BerezJikov could hardly keep himself from starting an 
argutnenL There had been a time once, when, sadly dip 
ping hts brush In tJie cherished tin of enamel paint and 
coating the old trough In the kitchen, he had burled hfs 
dreams and given htaself over to tteughts similar to 
those Lubarsl^ was now expressing But, damn It all, this 
second life that he was living was not bad at alll Hadn’t 
he found new dreams, a new faith, new fields of aspira- 
tion? Helgh-bo, seilor Lubarsky, ytm've simply failed to 
walk Into wur second life, from what I can see of IL 
You’re still crytog over your first 

Berezhkov wisely held his peace, however "KeM 
q^ulet, you’ll only put your fool In 1(1” he wam^ hims^f 
But he was exp«ted to say something At any moment 
Lubarsky would look up quesUonInglv, seeking under- 
sUndiog, while he was still groping for some pertinent 
remark In sympathy with bis host’s mood. This would 
never dol Ho must get off this dangerous ground some- 
how or other Enough of these palmers! Didn’t he have 
another trick up his sleeve, bis last bul Irresistible master 
stroke! Come on! It's the engine’s turn now “Sorry, 
gentlemen,” Berezhkov mentally bowed the painters 
out, “see you some other time.” He cautiously moved 
up the set of French journals, furtively made sure the 
red silk marker was In Its place, and waited for an 
opening 

Lubarsky, however, had noticed Berezhkov’s move- 
ment Ho laid his hand on the open album, saying, ‘ No, 
no, don't touch them,” then shifted bb gaze back to the 
Van Gogh. “Prison, a prison," he murmured “File of 
prisoners. I stood for hours once In front of that picture. 
My dear fellow. It was me. U was us. the painter de- 
scribed. Say what you like; bul I think It’s a masterpiece, 
eh?" 

He leaned back and looked up at last at Berezhkov. 
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BerezhlcDN selied this opportunity to bold the set ot 
jonmaJs out to him 

“And this? What %ould you siy ot these master* 
pweas?" be said, opening the ^TJlume at the marker and 
laying It adroitly on (op ^ the album on Lubarsky’s knees- 
“Barbarlan! ’ Lubarsky cried. “YouTl crush Itl” 
Berezhkos’ hastened to salvage the album from under 
the hea/y book, and Lubarsky uas not easy In his mind 
until the coloured print of the famous picture was cov- 
ered up with the tissue-paper and safely deposited on the 
little table. During those few minutes of suspense. Be- 
rezhkov, to use his own expression, was on the rack At 
last the chief engineer was again aittlng back comfort- 
ably in his armchair, giving bis allcntlon to this new work 
presented to him. 

After glancing at the calcnJations actompanying the 
drawings, he made some ahrevd remarks. 

“Notice how neatly the oil-feed line hoa been bandied 
there," Lubarsk) said. “Purely French Ilgbtnesa. On the 
whole, thoo^ nothing oul of the ordinary Just an effi- 
cient piece work. But where's the revelatloo, the magic 
ue usually associate wilh genJns?” 

Berezhkov heartily agr^ HU opinion of this novel- 
ty coincided fully with that of LobarBk7 IJ he had let 
himself go. as often happened during the healed disputea 
at the ADVl, he’d have tom the thmg to pieces. Just a 
mediocre little French engine. The ordinary avcaTJga 
level attained by European engineering That oll-f«d 
line was pretty good, tboogb It was pleasant that 
Lubarsky had sudi a Ime and La^ feeling for the 
aesthetic In machines. Berezhkov paid Mm a delicate 
complImenL 

"Tbe aeatbetlcs of the machine]” Lubarsky repeated 
with pleasure. “Have >x)u e\er been In France? Aesihctlcs 
with the Frcajch runs In the blood. Everything there Is 
graceful There’s a country for you where life Is all en- 
chantmenL” 

Ber e z hko v jerked him back to earth again. 
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"And what about Uie blinder hcada? I’d call them any- 
thing but aesthetic, u*oufdn't you?” 

”\Vhat heads? Ah, the cylinder heads," Luborsky said, 
coming back to the journal "No, why? I think the heads 
arc faultless, If anything" 

It was just what BcreiWcov was waiting for In a 
twinkling he laid a small photograph of tlie ADVI-IOO 
in longitudinal section alongside the design In the jour- 
nal. Lubarsky couldn't quite make out whether this 
smooth glossy card hod come out of his guest’s pocket, 
out of his slccNC, or straight out of the air 

“Well, don’t jtJU sec," Berezhkov began in a (one that 
was at once triumphant and pleading, '^In our design the 
head Is exactly the same type.” 

The two drawings lay there side bv side. What objec- 
tion could the chief endneer now raise? At last he was 
pinned dowm. dlsamjCfT 

Lubarsky picked up the photograph and held it out at 
arm's len^ After an hour and a half spent in easy 
friendly conversation with Bereihkov, to vmom he bad 
taken a definite (Iking, the work he had hllherio so persist' 
cntly rejected In the capacliy of the works’ chief engineer 
appeared to him in a new light 

"Is this your design?” 

"Yes, I’ve had a hand In It” Berezhkov modestly con- 
fessed. 

"Not bad. Nothing out of the ordinary, either, but still. 
It’s neatly done. The general outline Is flawless. Femi- 
nine, I should call It I always aim at that kind of outline 
myself, and frankly, I envy you. nie thing’s really quite 
as good os tto HIspano” 

"Then why don’t you make It?” 

“I would, with pleasure! But where?” 

"At your works, of course." 

"Here?” 


With a weary gesture LubarsW pointed back over his 
shoulder towards the works, which could not be seen 
through the great window His sunburnt face with Its 
pointed little beard grimaced. 
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"Do \cju seriouily bcllc\e 'ao can build >'Our engine?’ 
Lubu^ty sali 

"But vhy nDf> 'lou uid youncU it wai nothing out of 
the ordinary If the French can — " 

"Goo<ine^^. tnc, you o/t a bebet Surety men \tVe you 
and me should reallie that ll’a Impossible for us in this 
God forsaken hole to build engines that are now being 
made abroad You're a \efy likeable chap, Ekrahtov, but 
that doesn’t mean ue can tuUd j-our englDe.’* 

Lubarsky’a eyelids drooped uearlly They uere crinkled 
like old paper It was perhaps the oxdv thing that be- 
tra\Td the age of this inbane. aristocxailc engirwer wfio 
stilt played his dall) game ^ tennis. At the moment he 
tookjed an old man. 

Berezhkov glared at those n'ellda uith hatred At that 
mom^l, beneath the brtUlani \cnctr o! talent, artlsUc 
temperament and educaUon, bo gibnpsed the dead tissues, 
the bumt*out black dudersot the man’s soul So that was 
uiiy his lordship, the marquis of Zadneprovye, had been 
bolding forth abtout deadend fuUUty. aboot desolation, 
and prison He «as at a dead-end bim^, and liv'ed In a 
Ur'orld of glootn. Were there any u-ords that could touch 
his feelings? No, It uas useless. Berezhkov had said all 
there was to say. had exhausted all the nerv'ous energy he 
u as so richly endowed with, had brought into play all Wa 
resources ri^t doan to the last Irresistible maater stroke, 
and all he got (or bis pains was that vacant stare, those 
bored drooping eyelids. No, they’d never build the engine 
here, not so long as this apalbeUc frightful man remained 
chief engineer 

Berezhkov glanced at (be open album, whkh had been 
so carefully deposited on the lUUe table. Van Gogh’s 
bleak picture of the uretebed priaoners taking their walk 
in the prison yard showed through the transparent paper 
In a sudden fit of fury Berezhl^ leapt to bis feet and 
ripped oQ the thin covering 

’^0 prisocU" he sho4ited. “To prisooT 



He ban^ the album with his fist with an utter lack 
of reverence for art Lubarsky sat up, dumbfounded His 
face ^w at once cold and haughty 

"What do }-ou mean?" 

“What I sayl” Berezhkov controlled hts temper and 
said slowly and distinctly with outward calm. ‘That’s the 
place for you) There’s where you belong!’’ 

"Kindly leave this house. If yx)u want to rave you can 
do It outsider 

'Wery well! Well build our engine all the same, and 
as for you. HI have you bottled up here, 1 udlll” 

He smashed his fist down again on the reproduction, 
turned on hla heel and strode out of the roora^ leaving ^e 
albums behind 
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Berezhkov slamroed Lubaraky’s door and uent off to a 
hotel, where he took a room He decided to go to bed 
earlv. Sleep was his sovereign remedy for all life’s ills, 
the best cure for a bruised spirit Whit a day 11 had b^l 
The thought of Lubarsky made him want to auear The 
cold-blooded ratirdererl The bulcfaerf Thought he coufd 
kill our creation, did he? No bloody fearl Berezhkov uoujd 
have a good sleep, and In the morning, charged with 
fresh energy, he'd think of some way or saving hJs en- 
gine, Ho bad plenty of fight left In him yell 

But he toss^ ateut In bed unable to fall asleep How 
was Q fellow to «t any sleep with that blasted Lubarsky 
standing before nls eyes. There he was, racket in hand, 
eyes narrowed, drawling coldly, "Ah, it’s youl” Or loung- 
ing on the sofa, looking bor^, and sajdng, “Men like 
you and me should realize. " You and me. The rotted 
blighter! Imagination came quickly to bis aid He saw 
Lubarsky being led down Into a ravine. The senlence Is 
read out, "Found guilty of hamstringing creative thought 
Hamstringiog the plant he was In charge of ... 
A disgrace to his profession. Sentenced to be shotl" And 
Berezhiujv levels bis revolver, pulls the trigger without 
flinching 
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That waa all very ^ell, but uhat about getting some 
8le«? 

He threw bade the blanket, uent over to the open win* 
dou and inhaled the scent ot the acacias. How quiet It 
wasl v\Jl the udndows dark, the little town fast asleep 
In the pale moonlight he made out the Iron smoke-pip* of 
the works straining up towards the pale stars. Not pueb 
of a factory, that It didn’t e\-en ha\e a brick smokestack. 
But uhat a lot one could do even there. The old warning 
adzed him again. HU thoug^ita uent back to the uork- 
shops at the School of Engineering — the turning and ma- 
chine shop, the foundry, and the forge. How uxinderful 
they had seemed to him uiten be first entered them. He 
had thrown iro hU studies In the institute, lost his head 
completely, like a sTMUig man In !o\e, and st>ent days 
there constructing hia first engine — the outboard motor. 
He thought of the Ludhwxwk Worka~a big op-tcedate 
plant uhtfe heavy engtned — locomobiles — were built 
How happy he had be^ taldng a course of practical 
stndies there aa a stodeati Even now. as be stood before 
the open window with the blooming acacia busbes below, 
be cewd almost smell the pecnllar odours of the works — 
the whiO of molten cast-iron pouri^ Into black sand 
moulds, which, too, had a smell of their own, the exhala- 
Uocu of the soap emulsion used as a catttng lu'bricant, 
and the \tTj smell of the fresh steel shavings at the 
lathes. 

Impossible to cast cylinder beads! Nonsenael Where 
there was a will there was ■ way Besides, it was ao 
devilishly Inleresthigl He recalled the weary scornful ges- 
ture with which Lubarsky had poked his thumb back ten 
warda the tadoiy, aomewbere behind the blank wall of 
hia study with its great bay wrtndow He had piuposely 
had that window made there, the ij barite. Shooting was 
too good lor Iriml 

It vaa stuffy Ko, he wouldn't get any sleep Hardly 
realizing what be waa doing, Berezhkov dresaed and went 
ouL He; moooed about KLe a socnnamhallat, but It waan’t 
the moon that lured hhn. It was the factory chtmney. 
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Berezhkov plodded throu^Ii the deserted streets of the 
ileeplnp town. His footfalls were the only sound that 
broke the silence, but suddenly he became aware of anoth- 
er sound, something like the far-off rhythmic hum of a 
motor, or the murmur of a waterfall Ah, It was the Dnie- 
per swirling amid the rapids What a long way the sound 
carried In the dead of nl^ll 

Would that wretch^ ADVI-100 ever start humming’ 
Would Berezhkov ever touch Its rough metal body, feel 
the pulsation and the warmth of It? 

A sound of singing rdine from somewhere ahead of 
him. ^Vhat could that oe? There wasn’t a house In sJjjIit 
Berezhkov was walking alongside the factory fence, and 
behind it everything was In utter darkness, A >x»ung high- 
pitched voice was singing 

Volga, Volga, moth^ river, 

Dear to every Russian hecri . 

There was nothing remsrksbie in Lbe fact that someone 
was singing about the Volga in a Dnieper town, except 
that the song was sang In a rather unconventional way. 
In a too retarded rhy thm Berezhkov stood listening Sev- 
eral oilier young voices joined In Where could It be com- 
ing from? It sounded from somewhere behind the fence, 
ma\i>e from round the comer farther down^ A gay parly? 
Dldp’t look like It There was no yelling, no whistling, no 
sounds of tipsy revelry Wbea "Stepan Razin’’ came to an 
end, another soog was started 

Underneath a blazing sky 
Through the steppelands parched. 

The same voices joined In again. And once more the 
tempo was somervbat retarded ‘ 

Rlhes cocked and banners high, 

Budyonny' 3 horsemen marchod 



That was all >ery uell, but what about cettuiff some 
sleqi? 

He threw bach the blanket, went o\er to the open win- 
dow and inhaled the scent of the acacias. How quiet It 
was! /Ml the windows dark, the little town fast asleep 
In the pale moonlight be made out the Iron smoke-pipe of 
the works ^training up towards the pale stars. Not trntrh 
ol a faclon’. that It didn’t even tu\e a brick amokestack. 
But what a lot one could do even there. The old yearning 
seized him arauL Hla thoughts went back to the work- 
shops at the School of Engineering — the turning and ma- 
rine shop, the foundry, and the forge. How wonderful 
th^ had seemed to him when he first entered them. He 
had thrown up hla studies In the InsUtute, lost his head 
c^pletcly, like a j'oung man In lo\‘e, and spent days 
there cons^ctlnff his first engine— the outboard motor 
He thought of the Ludlnovsk Works— a big up-Uwlate 

C l where heavy engines — locomobiles — were built. 

happy he had been, taking a course of practical 
Mudies there aa a studenU Even now, as be stood before 
■he opw wondow with the blooming acada bushes below, 
lif ^ pecnllar odours of the works— 

the whin of molten cast-iron poured Into black sand 
^ ■ stnell of thdr own, the exhala- 

uonj ^ the soap emulsion used as a cutting lifbricant, 
^th^^ ^dl of the fresh steel shavings at the 

Impojslble to cast cj-Under beadal Nonaenscl Where 
there was a will there was a way Besides, It was so 
de\nUhly inlerestingl He recelled the weary scomful ges- 
ture with which Lubariky had poked his thumb back to- 
factory, socnewbero behind the blank wall of 
his ^y with Its great boy window He had purposely 
had that w-indow nude there, the sybarite. Shooting was 
loo good for btml 

^ wouldn’t get any sleep. Hardly 
r«*li^ what he was doing, Berezhkov dressed and went 
He; mooned about like a somnambulist, but It wasn’t 
the moon that lured him . It was the factory chimney 



Berezhkov plodded through the deserted streets of the 
sleeping town Hla footfalls W'ero the only sound that 
broke the silence, but suddenly he became aware of anoth- 
er sound, something like the far-off rbythmJe hum of a 
motor, or the murmur of a waterfall Ah, it was the Dnie- 
per swirling amid the rapids. What a long way the sound 
carried In the dead of nlKhtf 

Would tliat wretched ADVI-100 ever start humming? 
Would Berezhkov ever loach Its rough metal body, feel 
the pulsation and liie warmth of It? 

A sound of singing came from somewhere ahead of 
him. What could that be? There wasn't a house In sigiit 
Berezhkov was walking alongside the factory fence, and 
behind It everything was in utter darkness, A young high- 
pitched voice was singing- 

Volga. Volga, mothtr river. 

Dear to every Russian htart , 

There was nothing remarkable In the fact that someone 
was singing atwut the Volga In a Dnieper town, except 
that the song was sung In a rather unconventional way, 
In a too retarded rhythm Berezhltov stood listening Sev- 
eral other young voices Joined In. Where could it bo com- 
ing from? It sounded from somewhere behind the fence, 
maybe from round the comer farther down^ A gav party’ 
Didn’t look like It There was no yelling, no whistling, no 
sounds of tipsy revelry When “Siepon Razln” came to an 
end, another song.was started 

Undarnealh a blazing sky 

Through ths steppelands parched, . 

The same voices Joined In again. And once more the 
tempo was somewhat retarded. 

Rifles cocked and banners high. 

Budyonnifs horsemen marched 



On reachlnff the comer, Berezhkov saw shaft* of electric 
llRhl streajidnc windows of the works' 

main office. Se\*efal men were sUndlnff at stopinp desks 
In a large room, drawing and singing The song leader 
was a tow-haired lad of about se%enfeen with a Y CL. 
badge cm his shirt He was working bu*Uy. Before draw- 
ing a line lie would first try his pen on a scrap of paper, 
and sometimes oo hi* own arm. His Wl lorearm was 
spotted with Ink from wrist to elbow Next to him was a 
>tHmg engineer In a faded blue duck jacket, whom Be- 
rezhkov had already met at the works. Now Vi^at was his 
name? Something like Nikiforov Or wo* It NfkItJn? He 
was in charge oT the design office here. During his pre- 
nIous visits Berezhkov had hardly taken any notice of 
him They had not been designing any englnea hero, the 
post of chief designer w as consld^cd superfluous, and the 
to-called design office, as far as Berethliv could see, was 
really nothing nwe than a drawing room which had lit- 
Ue, \\ say. say in production affairs. No doubt that was 
why tber bad put such a ynung nawly-fledged engineer 
in charge. 

I flionder what he's at that NQdfafov, or NiHUn, or 
whites er his name la, thought Berezhkov The scene that 
presented Itself to his gaze In the frame of the brlUlantlv 
lighted window was som^wv oddly lamlltar It conjured 
up a Villon ol the “hut** wbeie. months ago, Shelest's 
fostwllngs had worked night after night — minus the slop- 
ing — making the detail drawring* of the ADVI-lOO, 
eager to get the design finished as qulcldy as possible. 

Standing In the dark, Berezhkov ran hi* eye o\er the 
walls of the room. And there, sure enough, hung a large 
sheet of drawing paper In a »x>oden frame with a general 
slew of acme motor or other depicted on IL Neat letter* 
formed the beading* “Zadneprcr.'ye- 100.'* Berezhkov 
whistled ioftly Obo, to they were designing an engine of 
their own. And a hundred borse-power one, too. Narrow- 
ing hi* ejes be made out a line of smaller type. "Design 
of Engineer P Nikitin.’* So that was ihe real leader beiel 
Como to think of it, he bad an Interesting face. Rather 
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high In the cheek-bones. Slightly aquiline nose Ears 
slicking out stubbornly And fair curly hair 
The men at the desks were singing hannoniously In a 
chorus' 

h!obody can iaks away 
Our hard-won olcioryt 

“Alny I come In?” Bereihkov shouted. 

He had come tm to the window-sill and was now stand- 
ing In thfe light Everybody In the room looked round 
"Ah, Comrade Bereihkovl" said Nikitin. “Come In 
But wait a minute, well show you In. Pavell" (The tow- 
haired song leader Jumped up) “Or maybe youll climb In 
through the window, Comrade Berezhkov? ’ 

“I don’t know. I’m afraid I’ve lost the u#« of my legs,” 
“How's that?" 

"I was walking pist and was Just staggered to see. " 
“Our engine?" 

“I haven’t seen (t properly yet" 

“Then have a looic It’s InleroUng to have your opin- 
ion." 

Nikitin came up and held his hand out BesreihkDV 
^pped it and swung hlxnsel/ up on the wlndow-sIJI, then 
dropped Into the room. 
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When Bereihkov stepped In front of the large fram^ 
drawlne on the wall, NUdUn's Jaw muscles began to work 
and a flush tinged his swarthy face. 

Bereihkov examined the drawing of the engine In si- 
lence. His first Impulse, on scanning it was to exclaim, 
"What a monstrosltyl” but be checked hln^lf In time. 
How d’you like that! Trying to compete with us, eh? I 
wish Shelest could see It Talk about crudel HuUo, look 
what Nlldtln has gone and done with the dynamo! It 
didn’t fit In with the over-all dimensions of the engine, so 
the bat tWng the designer could think of — some designer, 



I tell was to leave It ouUIde the contour Unt. There 
it vki5 — lust look bow It sticks ouU 
All the men In the room were hanfilnff on Befczhlarrs 

put you On >'aur mellle, 1 set," he sold at iMjth. 
"May »e ask vou a fsv’our. Comrade Berahkov?" 
"Certolnly " 

^ell us straight what you think." 

“What can 1 tell you? Frankly, there Is so mocn here 
that sUll needs thlnilng out, and uixklng cml, that . 

And the visitor from Moscow, with an Imoluniary smile 
erf superiority, b«tn to snal^ the deslfin. “Welk to be- 
gin wltb,“ be said, “why couldn’t you round out those in- 
gles give them a smoother natural curve lo reduce bead 
resJstantf?" 

NQdtIn rvov looked calm. The muscles ot his Jaws no 
longer ^'orked, and his swarthy lace resumed its normal 
colour 

“Natural? I'm not so sure about that. Those angto 
give me rigidity I catn lo volume «bat 1 lose In bead 
resistance. These vaTucs are dclemilnable. And the ratio 
18 In my favour * 

He took a pencil from his desk, pulled a slide rule out 
of Its case and started scribbling figures on the well 
A long chela erf eejuatJons qulridy appeared on the white 
plaster Benahkov smiled. It was rather amusing to have 
rigidity esplatned to him. a pupil and member of the 
staff 0 ? Proieasor Shelesb Bol IhJi fellow NDdtln knew 
what's what, U seemed HU ergumwU uere original, too. 
Had be come apon those lormulaa himself? Berezhkov 
was now following him with Interest 
“Excuse roe," he said, "but you have arrived at a dll* 
ferent power factor Ihiin that gfven In ^elest’a book." 

“Have I? Please ghe us tbe coordinates of that Bible 
tbeiL" 

“Tbe coordinates? Bible?" 

“Yea, VVhat volunie, chapter, page. We^ll get it down 
and check IL" 

, “What, check Sbeksl?" 

_“Wby not. Is he InfsUible?” 




NOdtIn finished his calculations and handed Berahkov 
the pencil 

“Prove I'm wrongl" 

“He’s floorcdl” the tow-haired lad chipped In. 

“Shut up, Pavell" 

This was uttered sternly, but, glancinc hi Pavel's direc- 
tion, Nikitin could not resist a wink Berezhkov, in fact, 
could detect no error in this curious and intricate calcula- 
tion, He looked at the drawing again H'm. There was 
method In that angularity, to be sure. But a* a whole the 
thing was clumsy His fingers Just itched to correct It 

“I’m afraid," he said, still with the same superior smile, 
“that I'll be out of my depth here. You see. I’m In the hab- 
it of thinking In terms of designs and not formulas. I 
argue with drawings Do you recogniro that mode of dls- 
cuasion?" 

“Let’s assume that I do " 

Berezhkov was about to take the pencil, but suddenly 
changed his mind He puJIed the photograph of the main 
section of the ADVT-IOO engine out of ms breast-pocket— 
the same photograph which be had set before LubarsJo’ 
that day 

“May I pin this up?" 

“Certainly " 

Nikitin helped him to pin Ibe photograph to the slat 
above the sheet of drawing paper Wore wnlch they were 
standing Berezhkov stepped back. Really, what was Uiere 
to argue atwutl The tw'o designs spoke for themselves. 
He even drew a sigh of satisfaction. No doubt about It 
the design of the ADVl-IOO was a happy one. How elegant 
it looked beside that yes, it was a raonstroslW! 

“Just look at those twxi. Comrade Nikitin. Ana fell me 
In all sincerity — Isn’t it p^edly clear which of them Is the 
best?" 

"Sure. Ours.” 

‘You think so?" For a moment Berezhkov was taken 
abacL "All right let’s compare them. That chief engineer 
of yours, Monsieur Lubarsky. damn him, has been leading 
us a dance this Inst year, but even he admitted today 
that the configuration of the ADVI-iOO was faulllos. 
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FauJUesjly fenlitlJ^^ he called It Look at It Yoa meet 
with lines like that In Nature — the world’s greatest de- 
signer " 

“But Nature also created man,** NDJtln brok^In, “a 
creature built on far more angular and rigid lines. “ 

NQdtln developed his Ideas, BerahVov caught himself 
following this gamecock ol an engineer with hdghltncd 
InleresL 

“There’s something In that," he said grudgingly. “But 
jnu’ve done It so crudely — " 

-By what criterion do you Judge that?" 

“A deslmer has an eye for that sort ol thing, a flair, 
jxni know^ 

“God’s gift, ^?" 

“Frankly speaking, 1 accept that expression altboogh 1 
don't bdleve In God. Do you reject 11?^ 

“I question it" 

AH of a sudden Pavel began singing' 

(Jndemeaih a blaiing tkjf 
Through ih* tUppelandj parehtd. . 

He vent o8 at a roIUddng tempo, beetlcig time with an 
tnk-slatned hand and Jumping up and down on bU stooL 
Beads of sweat gleamed over his fair eyebrows It was a 
song of victory Nikitin had defended the Zadneprovye- 
100, had held his owm against that squirt of a Moscow de- 
Blgner All tbe others sitting at tte drawing d«ks Joined 
In the paean. NUdtln commanded silence with a gesllire of 
his hand, but there vas a smile on his face when be 
lunted to bis comrades, althoaiA he bit his lip to sup- 
press it 

“You question everything In the vorid, from what I can 
see,” Berezhkov said. 

"1 do The only tiling I’m dead sure of Is that" NlklUn 
threw his head up and pointed to a strip of faded red bunt- 
ing tacked to the wall It was a May Day placard with 
0 slogan done In whitewash, which had now dried and 
cracked In places. U read "Lrag Live the Victory of Coa>- 
mnntsm the World Ovcrl" 
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Berezhkov sat down on a stool How old was that math- 
ematician of an engineer, who accepted nothlnc on falth> 
Probably not twenty-five yet Obviously he was not one to 
waste his time and let life slip past He wouldn’t lose any 
chance, not he. 


“What Institute did you study at?” Berezhkov asked. 

‘‘The Moscow School of EnfflDeerlng- ” 

“Oh, so did II Whose lectures on aircraft engines did 
you attend? Shelest’s?” 

"No, Ganshin’s." 

Berezhkov was surprised. But of course! Good old Gan- 
shin, the bespectacled friend of his youth, had managed 
to turn out quite a few pupils since be bad known hhnl 
Berezhkov looked at NOdtln and saw before him the 
march of time, as It were. Yea, lime did fly Ganshin had 
pupils. There was something of the Ganshin stamp 
about Nikitin, now he came to think of It— that flaJr for 
mathematics, the analytical turn of mind And that sar- 
casm, too, If you like. But there the resemblance ended 

They discovered many subjects of common Interest cait- 
alde the exciting argument they had Just had. They chatted 
In a friendly way, tossing questions back and forth as if 
relaxing after the first bouL The photograph of the ADVl- 
100 design was still tacked above Ihe main section of the 
design signttl by NiHtln. Ibis slurdy y'oung man with the 
white dazzling smile and the bluish little scar rurailag 
down the side of his forehead Where did be get that scar? 

A bullet wound? Berezhkov asked him. 

“No." NOdtln said "I was always fighting when I was 
a Hd A ‘mlx-up,’ we used to ^1 it here." 

“Why, are you a local man?" 

“Yes But you know ray father You got hold of him. 
too. once, about those drawings of TOurs.” 

It r-nmii back to Berexhkov In a flash. Why, of coursel 
Amazing bow be hadn't guessed It before. That old man, 
the foreman of the foundry, with whom he had once had a 
long discussion, had the same high cheek-bones, the same 



aquiline nose, perhaps slightly more beaky. They had 
someihlog In common even In Ihclr tone of \‘Olce, Ihelr 
Jerkj manner of ‘■peaking 

'1 tay," Bercabkov cried, *‘>our father could faa\e the 
c>1Inder head* cast for usi The only thing U to get Jtiur 
facto^ to ac^t^il our designs.” 

'TVhy. doesn't Luban^ky accept there?” 

‘That s the trouble Slwrt cd going douTi on my knees 
to biro I don't knoTv how to — ** 

“There's no need to do that IIo^l gel a knee id his back 
himself one of these daii.” 

“Bui uhtn? Tell me franlJ>', Comrade Nikitin, b there 
any chance of our tn-cr gelling our engine built here?" 

“Frankly, I don’t bcllc\e In jxHjr engine " 

“Wh) not’ LooL If* really fauJlItss in design. Euro- 
pean lc\cl. absolutely up to the mark." 

“Granted. 1 e\en think It likely that on analpU, were 
we able to express both design* In iernu of pure math* 
raaUc*. \oura uould base the advantage. But vot’vx got 

, t^o corredlon factors. Vlrit— the 

planL Our thing Is based on the plant’s fadlltles, it* 
equipnienl, its traditions. It »pcHi further progress. Sec- 
ondly The second I’d call the roatcmal feeling 

“Matemjl?" 

“^es. It’ll be tbe same under coinrrmnlfm Uxx Wc krve 
this brain chUd of ours. And ue’ll fight for it, uell go 
wllW sleep nursing It— the whole pUnl wIIL And ttc’ll 
Wld It, ueTl develop it, md give the country a real good 
Sovtet engine." 

“/\nd and what about oars?" 

“Tbe plant I* obliged to make IL But I've already given 
vta my oplntoo. A* far a* I’m concerned it’s an abstrac- 
tion, something alien to m*." 


’TVelk" Bereihkov said to me, "so that’s how things 
out, my friend. I found no stipport at tbe design 
to wiljcr. no support wllb the )x)ung designer NUdtlrL By 
• * picked tip from him tbe expression ‘maternal 

leeJiQg ana filled It Into my own workphllo3op]]y 03 oper- 
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fectly natural element It expresses exactly the designer*? 
attitude towards his creatloiL It Is no mere chance that 
the madonna with the Infant so often used as a suhfect 
in paintings, has been regarded as a symbol of creatJve- 
ness all down the ages. But listen what happened next 
I want to tell you ofapothcr meeting I had In that little 
town. The scene of that meeting Is picturesquely set at 
the local stadium, where a football match ‘^dneprov>e 
versus Mariupol* was then In progress.” 
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Berezhkov wasted a whole day, arguing and kicking up 
a row In the works’ office, and demanding of the raanage- 
nient an official examination of his drawings When the 
whistle sounded and the animated crowd began pouring 
out through the check*gatc, he mentally sent everything to 
hell and decided to seek dUlractlon. He got into Ibe 
packed workers' train going to town and went to the foot* 
ball match which be had seen announced In a hand- 
written bUL 

He took a seat on a crowded wooden bench and stared 
dfearily at the field. 

The teams came out, paraded round the edge of the 
field, then lined up facing each other in the central circle, 
scarlet shirts oppewUe dark-green shirts. The referee called 
the captains up. A tall, handsome young man detached 
bhnsdf from the green line of the Mariupol team and 
came forward at a Hgbt-footed run, while the captain of 
the home side, a none loo young and heavily built man 
with a thick mop of brown curly hair came striding for- 
ward at a leisurely shambling gait HIi girth under bis 
black shorts and scarlet shirt was anything but slender 
Something about him — the cast of his countenance, or 
was It his bearing? — struck Berezhkov as familiar While 
he was taxing his memory, someone on th^ benches 
shouted out “/^Udtlnl" 

The town patriots of the home side greeted Iheir cap- 
tain with shouts of encouragement Some of them callw 
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him simply by his first name. ‘‘Andrell"— one could oflea 
near ibcn.e the hum of the crowd 
I 7? ®l^ 5 ^dly,whlkthenianwbo 

lad bem greeted as “Andrei” ambled forward quite cod* 
swaging his powerful-looking arms. Nikitin .. 
ihere 11 was. the family lILcness— the same slrorfu Jaw, 
the saiM aquiline nose. Yet only a minute before Berezh- 
♦kT k ° recollection of something else, somo- 
tnlng hazily renwte that was somehow associated In his 
mind U h n mlH j-,. »_r. 


mind with a cold bUuarfy day,'^lh sn^'^iSforim'o 
cow Leforlo\-o? No. that couldn't be. . 


Plats in Moscow L-aomA-or no. mat couldn’t be. 

"Ojit ol mr tKtyy i-orktra, Ho's now studyinj; in Mos- 
raw tor MictaoCT Comes home for Ihe summer " 

Is ho a relalh-e of NikfUn the deshmer?" 

“Why, yas. He'a the elder brother, 
mllllll '■'* Impression. Berezhkov dls- 

“tkh^tlS *“ 

en^ !? ‘ When It was over, the Zid- 

In? ‘I™* sand-strewn 

“‘“"I* Imil bvai Inviolable 

IP 'ly 'i«'ans ol 

Wh^c^lS? » u“/p •‘™'* B'r'ahtov is l.mlUsr 
btl?e?n ( ‘ Nlkltfn somewhere 

nr.v.''^u'Sl”' Ws. It merely the Ismlly 
llteness playtng such trfcla wflh hU ImsEtoatkm? 


r.KtglSS't'??';,!?, "^'1 M m. hour l.ler .1 the 
wss TaiTu? >>mmd lor the wort. 

do^whhh^eTr'fh*?^^ ^Ifonn, undecided what to 

aezS^alSU ''’¥,5? ■«“>« was now 

^ loose sky-bJue shirt, which made him look even 
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brMder fn ihe shoulders than he was. His hair, brushed 
bade frorti his forehead and sUIl wet from its recent wash, 
was bejjlnnlnp to curl affaln. He was waving a grey cap to' 
soinebody 

Bercihkov looked round and saw Nikitin's father, the 
foundry foreman with the reddish moustache, sfanding 
t^nd the station barrier on the square. The foreman 
ati^ there, proud-looklng, one leg thrown over his bicj'clc 
Mddle, making no attempt to conceal the plea^ smile 
that twitched nis mousta(mc. Before Berezhkov could take 
a second look, memory, like a re\eaHng flash of lightning, 
snatched from the depths of his mind a long-forgotten 
scene. He spun round again. Nikitin w-as still w’aving his 
cap. 

Why, of course! He had stood on the brake platform of 
the last receding car on that frosty day long ago, wav- 
ing his fur soldier’s cap to those who had come to see the 
^In off It was at Perovo station, near Moscow, in Decem- 
w 1919 when the first squadron of aerosleighs turned out 
by the Compass had be« loaded on to trucks bitched 
to an armoured train. It was Ihb same NJkllin, com- 
tbander of the outfit, then quite a young man, who bad 
coroe to collect the aerosleighs at Ine Lwortovo Plati. It 
was he, nicknamed “Death to Berezhkov," who had Insist- 
ed on drill exercises being carried out in Berezhkov’s pres- 
®ce and had demanded complete Instruction Then the 
loading In a blinding snowslonn. Slinging eddies of snow 
*wwtng the plonking Machine-guns mounted on the 
^Igns, covered with larpsaJIns. The last handshakes 
The parting words of the young commander "ThanksI 
1 daresay w'e’IJ meet again some day!" 

Meei again. Wthout a moment’s hesitation Berezh- 
jumped Into the railway coach. The seats and aisles 
Were crowded with football players and fans, all heatedly 
dlacuaslng the recent mat^ Berethlmv squeezed his way 
^ough to NiklUn. 

"Owirade Nlkltlnl” 

The latter slowly turned his head from the window. 

“Comrade Nlkitinl Andrei Stepanovich, If I am not mis- 
taken?" 



“Ym” 


“ k" ? met alln- olL Don’t yoa re- 
mCTlw^ me’ Wo bn It Iht aeroslelgtu for you. Yon 

“Bemiikcfv 

S, ’V’”" • 'ercellen me then?" 

S ‘m"' Gripped his 

the snow'.,' M T'^^eoer ue pot stranded somewhere bi 
t rememberCie Borexhtav," NUdtIn said 

dium ^ "J "‘'eke there, boys. SU 

uf’d^l you know, when we captured Rostov 

bSI™ ' L*"'‘ "■'“'e J’eee Compass.” 

It- eef down, and soon they were enKsfted In a 
wlth^the "eelr fififttfaff esperiences 

■ns ... en^clghs NlWtln was s man of few words. 

varlons^fitmt n 'f’e Ustenfnp In refntlnp 

rnfcl'^t^tJ?l^“J^'?.%«Mov>“often pause! 


and «nt m “eeeiMov be often 

ory His so^h^ wrds apaln as if to Jop his meni- 


truth fn It k t irtd bad the ring of 

on Bembwi slow dejlber ate manner of his Jarred 
Sd "‘Jere. Before he knew II. be 

story somewhere in the middle of his 

eSSielrt °® .“k“ •" “bled descripllon of tfie 

^gmlelpb dih-e tcross (he Ice durinp the isseult ol Kroo- 

lia?Slf“'^!l‘HT’‘?ir‘ bsck lo Ihe present Bererhkov 
at the wocki. Thi. t ^*1 NiWtln about bis nil3ad\-enture5 
TT^ Ihtw^diS " a'm'a *1 » leisurely pace 

buSTEW “”'d «« Ibe Dnieper, a 

Idlhr ^ Someone celled out to Nl- 


^ AndrdI Look at jioiir old num] He’» keeplnir up with 


aT" c>-dlnii along the 
track. He alongside the 

hU cap puahS ^ red In the face, 

a conqueror Tber called *^a the air of 

tlKtifih the grev^S t„ ^be works, al- 

a* grey tialrs In hU busby moostaqhe were mere 



specks >cL Auaro Uiat Ills son uas looking at him, he 
pul on a burst of speed wlUiout any apparent effort and 
sliot ahead Andrei laughed aiyedlonatcfy 

Meanwhile Berezhkov had Rshed another section photo- 
paplj of the AD\^•I00 engino out of his cream coloured 
jacket (God knows how many more he had there) Niki- 
tin looked Interested. 

“Don’t forget I’m only o student,” lio said with a smile. 

He paused In hIs usual manner, then added that he was 
studying at (lie Moscow Scliool of engineering and this 
wu nis lourtli >car there. 

“\Vliat specialty? Aircraft engines, 1 hope?” 

"Naturally It runs in the family” 

He bent over the glossy card on which the design was 
printed 

“Whose signature Is that? Shelest's? Professor A\gust 
Shelest?" 

“Yes," 

“Wonderful professor.” NUdtln said. 

“Only yesterday your brother questioned his authority ” 

Berezhkov pouted In a hurt-child sort of way He want- 
ed to complain to the elder brother, but for all his resent- 
ment be could not help feeling a secret admiration for the 
younger one’s restless daring He saw in him a kindred 
spirit, a brolhtr-deslgner 

"Oh, F*yotr? That’s just like him," Nikitin said "What 
H ytmr trouble, Alexei er . " 

“Aleiel Nikolayevich " 

"What Is your trouble with the engine, Alexei Nikola- 
yevich?" 

Berezhkov detected a new note of Interest and respect 
In the words and the mode of address He gave the history 
of his trials and tribulations right up to the previ- 
ous night's argument with Pyotr Nikitin in the design 
office. 

"D’you know what bis line of argument Is? Just this 
The tmng’s an abstraction. It doesn’t tie In with the 
works and therefore It’s alien to hInL Of course, he v,-on’t 
put any obstacles In the way, but be hasn’t any maternal 
feeling for It. What can you say to that?” 



Nikitin smiled ^ 

“He docs gel Uiat ua> somciiines. Kinky, >xnJ 
“Bui uiire u such a thing as a designers senM « 
matcmltj— I kno* it Irora ray o*ni experience Thais 
Just the trouble " 

"Don’t iTiu worry Dad has a way of tackling him when 
he gets like that,” Nikitin laughea again, "AVe’ll pit P^* 
temity against his raatemlty” 

He stood up, learved his t^oad shoulders oat of the win- 
dow' and ntegaphoned through cupped hands 

'Father' ’ , 

The pedalling old forcroap was running neck am 
neck with the wheeiy pulftng little old engine, tw 
works’ “dolly" At Iho sound of his son's \o*ce he slowed 
down. 

“Father* Wait for me at the statlonJ" 

The foreman nodded, took one band off the handle-bar 
for a moment to adjust his cap and pat hla rooustaebe, 
tboi started to catch up willi the engine again 
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"Well, Father, what do jou aay to It?* 

They were approaching the Utile bouse ol the Nikitins 
in the woriors' selUemenL Andrei was wheeling Ws 
lalher’s blcyde. The foreman had pul on his sleel-nrnm*d 
spectacles and was examining the design of the ADVl- 
100 as be atrode atong at Bererhlmv's aide. 

The aetting sim gilded e\-er>'lh]ng around — the grass, 
the cobble-stone road, the whJlewasned little houiea, the 
railing* of the front garden*, the cherry-tree* and Uw 
acacias The sunbeam* raised a bronie luatre in the lore- 
man’* hair, and his skin, e» Is often the case with red- 
haired people, was a deep pink. The only thing that be- 
trayed hi* age was hli necl^ which wa* seamed and fur- 
rowed, tunnelled, a* It vere. by tlie rivufcl* of sweat that 
had run down It durlnir the bwir year* of work In the 
Foundry 

“T\-e seen IhU already," the foreman said "Comrade 



Berezhkov consulted me about if the last time he was 
here and asked me to tbfnk It over ” 

“And did >“ou?" Berezhkov asted eagerly 
"I dii It’s a tickler, let roe tell you 
“But you’ll be able to do It, Stepan Lukich, won't 
you?" 

The old man pushed his spectacles up on his forehead 
with a single light careless movement, as If they were 
the customary blue goggles of the foundrytnan, 

“If I don’t do It, then who will?” 

Berezhkov, to use his own expression, was dumb- 
founded. He had often. In his young days, uttered a 
similar phrase In the same swa^ering maimer, but had 
dropped the habit as he grew olfl^ And now here was 
this old foreman, well on the shady side of fifty, this 
^ted Russian craftsman working with hot molten metal, 
this wizard of steel smelting, who still dared to speak 
lOce that 

“I knew >xiu’d take It on,* Andrei said with a warm 
smile. “But what about Lubarsk)'?” 

"No Uibarsky of yours or any bally professor fc? that 
matter can stand up to me when It comes to practical 
handling" 

The old man glanced at bis son to see bow be took It 
“Quite right. Dad Now listen about Pyotr’’ 

“I^tr? ^at’s the mailer?" 

"You Just listen ” 

“Whai’s the matter?" The old man stressed the gravllv 
of the question by pulling the spectacles down on hla 
nose, and looking at Berttthkov from under bushy 
eyebrows of the same reddbh colour as his moustache 
“Have you seen his project?” 

“I have,” Berezhkov laid noncoraralllally “It’s an 
Interesting Idea. We had a talk about It yesterday I 
think It'll come off ” 

Tlie old man gav-e a pleased laugh. 

“You bet It will!” he said wIU» conviction. "There arc 
one or two of my own ideas In IL toa Pyotr got us old 
fellows together sc^•e^al tiroes and had a palaver with u*. 
At home we'd get to arguing ao hot that I'd boiler at him. 
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‘Have you forgotten the wav my strap unbuckles?’ ” He 
laughed agalrv “\es, quite a lew of my Ideas there. I 
sbll drop In at Lbe design office ooce In a while to see 
bow they’re drauing the castings and to ghe the boj’S 
some advice." 

“But Pyotr doesn’t want to recognjie our engine,” 
Bereihkuv put m “He doesn’t back us ” 

Bererhkov continued In this strain, while the old man 
scowled, and strode along making little gnuiFlng ootses- 
Obvlously, this complaint agali^ his son made un- 
pleasant beinnc reaching his front garden he 
shouted angrily wiore he had opened the wtclotL 
“Is Fh-otr at bome^" 

A girl’s pretty face appeared In the window She bad 
the unmlst^able family features moulded In softer 
lines — the same ctir.'e of the cbln, the same bronie In her 
hair (“A tavlsbing beautyl" Bercihkov hid exclaimed 
while telling hts story But then every wonmn's face, 
which had appeared, howo'er briefly, In his narralh-e, 
has always, as v<e know, been adorable.) 

"TVhy no!” the girl answered. "He’s rwver home at 
this time.” 

“Never home, new home," ber father grumbled. “He’s 
never at home when be’s wanted” 

“But, Daddy, he’s at the works." 

“The works Of course he’s at the works. . ” 

He shot another look at Beiexhkcrv, a look which, 
angry though he was with his j'oungest son, said how 
proud be was of him. He came to a audden dedslwu 
"Let’s go and see him therel Lyuba, take my bike, will 
youJ” 
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The day was ri)blng, the edge ol the darkening sky 
painted with the brilliant hues ^ sunset but the electric 
lights were already burning In the cMgn office, where 
the windouw, opened wide as the night before, stood out 
sharply The leaves of the lilac bush abo\‘o tho window- 



sill looked darker and more clearly etched than the lower 
ones against the smooth surface of t^ wall 

Stepan NDdtln made a move towards the window, 
then changed hla mind and turned towards the main en- 
trance, The doorkeeper greeted hira with a friendly, 
‘^ow d’you do, Stepan Luklchl" 

But the foundry foreman merely nodded, crossed the 
hall and strode down the corridor His companions— 
Berezhkov and Andrei NUdtln— followed a little way 
behind. At the door of the design office the old man 
looked back at ttem, muttered something Into his 
moustache, paused, took hold of the door handle, then 
changed his mind again He got a black case, old and 
frayed, out of hla pocket and planted his steel-rimmed 
spectacles on his nose This at once gave an air of gravi- 
ty and importance to his mobile face He must have felt 
different, loo, because he opened the door with a calm 
dignified gesture, k'eeping his temper well under control, 
and walked In 

“Hullo, chicksi How's Ibe work going?” he said, smil- 
ing 

“See for yourself,” P)’olr Nfkltln said ’'\Ve don’t want 
to blow our own trumpets Ah, Andrei here tool ^\nd 
Comrade Bereihkovt Come In,” 

He put down his drawing-pen and tossed back an 
unruly lock of hair with a Jerk of his head His hair, 
which was fair and curly like his elder brother’s, looked 
somehow finer So did bis figure In the blue duck Jacket, 
his neck, the shape of bis nose, and Ups, and even his 
grin. He made a sign to his assistants that Uwy could 
stop work, and proceeded 

"I’m sorry, Andrei, I Just couldn’t fret away to see 
the matdi It was a stiff game, 1 bear?’ 

Andrei said rrothlng 

“^\nd you didn't let the boys go eitlier?’’ Ids faliicr said. 

“I couldn’t WIkh we're through with this design, 
ucll turn out In the field — Uio ubolc team ” Ho looked 
at the faces at the drawing desks and stralgtitcncd lib 
shoulders. “We’ll chiso the boll a bit then.” 



The old mm grinned ood shot i look at BereihkDV, 
ob\-k)usIy pleased with the answer of his j-oongest son. 
The neit moroent be looked grave again, and went roond 
the desks, carefully examining the sheets of drawing 
paper lying on them. Coming up to the tow-haired jiDUth, 
who had l«en using his wrU as a pen-wiper again, the 
old man muttered 

*^011 look a sight, >-oa do) Whafs that yoa’ro draw- 
ing?” 

“The bushing, Stepan Lukich.” 

“So I see. But what bushing?** 

"The rear one of the camsh^L” 

"Then why don’t >-oa say so? And why Is the lug so 
small? DldnH I tell itw It had to bo thicker?’* 

Pyotr grinned. 

“f can show yxm the calculations U j-on like. Dad." 
**081011811001- Don’t talk to me about calculations. 
It'll be handler to cast and madiioe that way." 

“I’rt considered your suggestions, but Fid aorry to saj' 
that In tbU particulaf case they hastn’l coiwtDced me- 
“Ob, they haven't, have thej?" his father shouted. 
fH ekin g hb spectacles up oo to his forehead with an 
angry gesture. He chocked Uie onthnrsl, however, and 
nurs^ hb wrath to keep 11 warm. Dropping the spec- 
tacles back Into place, be said. 

“Give the bojs a for a ralnute or Iwu, Pj-otr. Let 
them stretch Ibelr legs a blL" 

“Certainly," Pvtitr said, grinning again. 

The old man, nb Ups WToridng, vent up to the larw 
framed drawing of the Zadneprovyc-lOO hanging on the 
will, itood there until the door bad a^t behind the last 
of the office employed, then wheeled round. 

"What’s thb I hear about you putting spokes in Com- 
rade Bereihkov’s wheel, Pyotr ?’^ he demanded point- 
blank. 

"rm twL As a matter of fact I have nothing to do wllh 
Ihb Moscow project at alL It’s the chief engineer's 
businest. But 11 you ask my opinion, I lell j^ni frankly 
that the «bole conceptloa ol that engine b alien to me. 
“How can j-ou prove U?" 



*Tnilh Is pnn'ed In procUcc. You’ll have proof enough 
wlien u'c\‘c buiU our own engine.” 

“Bui what will that prove? You’ll liovc your engine, 
while he'll have his bluepiinls You fton’t let hira build 
IL” 

“I’ve told you already Ihol I have nothing to do with 
Ihl5— ” 

But the old man was no longer llstenini? 

“Why don’t j’ou give him a cJiancc to prove It In 
practice? D’j'ou mean to say we won’t be oole to build 
that endne of theirs? We’ll lest the two of th^^ side by 
side and see for ourselves which Is the better” 

The old man glanced at Andrei and Beit^sbkov, seek- 
ing opprovaL Bereihkov nodded slowly 

"That's the line you should have taken with him. 
Comrade Berezhkov,” the old man continued “He 
Wight to know better " 

iVotr was about to answer, but his eld#r brother In- 

"Ho, Pyolr, you didn’t go about this thing In the Party 
way. I’m afraid " 

They were the first words he bnd uttered ®lncc he had 
come in. 
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“If you think,” Bereihkov said, continuing his story, 
“that I succeeded In getting production st^ed on our 
designs as a result of my meeting with this wonderful 
family of the NlklUns, you are badly mistaken We still 
had a hard fight facing us LuborsKv turned down the 
drawings again, this time on the pretext that the works 
wasn’t looled for the handling of such a complicated 
construction, and Iherelore lurUier simplifications were 
needed. All this was set forib ot great length In a most 
business-like and courteoip offlclaj letter signed by 
•Chief Engineer V LubarsW 

Berezhkov relied to Mokow with that letter, 
gnashing hla teeth, « ™ "P^ewed It. In Moscow bo 
»nH Shelest had hard things to say to on,, anolher TW 



former juttior drauchUman, for fhe fir*t time since he 
had joined tlw *400 of Ibc ADVI. rebelled acalnsl hh 
director Reporting his incvtinfi ^;Hh LubarsKy, Derezh- 
ko\ uaxed indltfnanl 
"I shixilcd at liim that Td crusli liint” 

"That mas stupid Very sluplil,’’ ShelcU said. ‘"You 
mcnl uilh a doCnite Intenfton of improvlnR relations, 
and iruslrad ot thil — " 

“I don t rrtjTrt It 111 lake the matter hiijlKf, if need 
be I'll [JO strai(^t to Rodionov " 

"Ha\mt v^ou ckir«? ct>ou(ih jnisclilcf? Rodionov’, 1 
assure \oa. is pcrfoctlv uxll nirarc that the u-orks re- 
(uses to handle our enRlcve. I have written to him about 
it and spoken to him, too** 

"^'ou didn’t sound convlnclnff cnooRh. then. Didn’t use 
Ibe rlRhl m’ords The trouble wllb >x>u. Professor. Is that 
>ou haven I the rvervo to say llial the post of chief eni:!- 
necf at the uorlts Is occupied by a roan whose proper 
place Is In prison ! Ic’s a cold blooded rourdorf, a scoun- 
drel m ho U coolly slrancf Ins proJeeL Thai’s vbat j'ou 

oufiiht to wTtte Rodioaov " 

‘•Thank j-ou, Infonnlnc on people is not In my line. And 
let me tell >x>u (bat I <km’l care to see others aolnfi It" 
“You 6oo I care lor >our job, Prolcasor You don’t l>At 
jtnir Institute enough, you don’t love the engine. Because 
of that evcrjthintr may be ruined. 

“Evcrythingl Ail Ood*s m'orld will come to rulnl 
\Vbj{ a manta j-ou havo for cxagwrallonl I’ll be seeing 
Rodionov, ol coarse. VU tell him the situation Is Intoter- 
obic." 

"That’s right" 

"But with none ol your personal attacks. You can’t 
c«t a slur Lfke that oo on eni^ccr, Bercthkov’. It’s un- 
gentlemanly There’s such a Uilng as the boruxir of the 
prolesslon. You behave as thou^ these things don’t exist 
for >txL” 

“No, they don’ll" 

"Th^ rm sony to say, we have di0erenl notions of 
honour and decency,” Shelest said acidly 

“I’ni afraid we haveP Berezhkov said defiantly 



They did not actually qaarrel After having let off 
steam, Berezhkov quieted down for a time, and left the 
Professor to pursue his own course. But both remembered 
this clash for >ears afterwards. 
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Tbd negotiations, correspondence, and wrangling be- 
tween the Institute and the works continued for another 
two or three months, Rodionov reported this outrageous 
case of red-tape to the Ceitlrsl Comoutiee of the Party 
The director of the ^■orks was summoned to Aloscow and 
ordered to start building the ADVl-100 without further 
delay They started on li Another ten or eleven months 
elapsed. 

“We travelled back and forth (o the Ukraine again, pro- 
testing, arguing, kicking up rows and u’orrying,” Berezh- 
kov said. 

At long last, he went on, the day came when our en- 
gine was ready We reiolced Our creation, which had ex- 
isted tiU then only in blueprints, bad seen the ligirt of day 
However, we were afraid to lest the engine at The worii 
where we were still regarded as outsiders and where wc 
would have to start fighting again, demanding or beg- 
ging technical assistance, so we decided to bear the new- 
born Infant off to Atoscow and try It out at home In the 
Institute’s workshops. We bad no more need of the works, 
we thought There s no place like home and j-our own 
machines for de\*eloplng an engine. 

So ve brought the engine to Aloscow It was the big- 
gest mistake ue ever made. By that >'cry act we were 
doomed to failure. You can’t develop an aircraft engine 
and get it to work smoothly and reliably outside an fn- 
dustnai plant and the technical facilities which it 
pro\ides. You can start It up all right it’ll run, foe a 
while, but . . 

We got stuck In * mire of thcae “buls.” It cost us many 
a tragic lesson before we learned one almplo truth, which 
I have already mentioned acveraj time*. ^ excuse me 



fof repeating it again work on an engine doe* not really 
until you run if 

But we saw things dlffercnUy U)en We thought we had 
awmpllsbcd a tranendou* and dedslw phase, the proj- 
cct had been thought oat, the designs were got up. in- 
numwabie difficulties were oNcrcome, the engine was 
created and all our troubles were ovtr This had taken 
f^rly l4o jears- Now all that remained — a mere trifle. 
It vaa to test Ihe finished engine and get it ac- 

cepted by the slate commlsstoo But engine trouble— oil 
of the bearings, and doiens of 
other infantile complaints — started from the very first 
hour of tesbng We tried to ladJe it ourseUes, and made 
replacement parU on our own lathe*, but a dosen other 
cropped up for every one we dealt with. But we 
loM courage. After repairing the breakdown, we'd 
up the engine again, and again it wtjuld fall. The 
loiit.P r*" up Into hundreda. I ora not e*- 

agg^!^ Spumes 1 ifwught 1 was going mad. The 
f many wake* creeping out of all the en- 
gne a JoinU and lisemblle* We ch^p^ their heads off. 

“P •" piS M in some ghastly 

very 

'eelMlri*"! •iid Hist- 
*“>• conjpltted 

rf tSk ™ ?' “ HorM-po,o- .Iroill .igliK 

bad been b.uH* engine of the same power 

kirurw™i^'Tii““ dalRninB group nt the fcjTDCT 

dlipo^l comprtlnjt *IUi bid rmy fidllty at ttelr 
us at that time succeeded in creating a low-powered. 
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mtre 100 h.p , aircraft engine, and putting it in o fit con- 
lo tlM official long-run test of fifty hours 
Iho Arvfri der-eloplng and fcsilng 

J Irayelled aouUi again, spent days and 
f Zadneprocye Works, demanding, begging 
and thrMtenin^, then suddenly a stranj;e tblnff happened 
to me. Alter all the hard work we had put into that endne 
oI ours, I suddenly lost all Interest In IL 


I don t know bow to explain It to you, Berethko\’ con- 
tinued Imagine yourself writing what >ou think to be a 
Interesting novel, keenly aware that Jt Is sure to 
JTiate a tremendous impact and that the public are hunger- 
ing lor sucp a book. You work on It enihuslasticallv, put- 
log on the last touches, when suddenly you feel first In a 
“1®*^ distmdly. that sonw- 
^ happened You don’t >et realiie exactly 
iTtfj L */ Intuition tells >ou that >oiir unfin- 

^ la already oul-ol-dale, has lost its Impact 
^niemlng In the times has und^gone a sharp change, 
daring aspirations, new people you've ne\cr 
OI have come upon the scene. You finish the book 
Inertia, but at heart you know that It Isn’t the 

What’s the reason? Of course. In every such case 
nimerous factors are at work. 0« of them. In ptrhcular. 
You’ve missed It 

pegring away at the ADVMOO. I began to 
that time was slipping by like a train from the 
^ missed It A trin . The locomotive of Time 
i* IDce to mention here one psiThoIogfcal touch, 

I am sure, Is very Important In the u-ork of a 
®^pier. I mean the sense of Time. 

X, 5.12? I lor my entrance c-xaminatjons at (he 
School of Engineering I was supposed to take 
c Russian, mathematics, pin'sics, and the Bible 
> hrst exara was Russian — composition, a (cid paper 
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Gj-a\T solemn almosphcre, profound silence. A hi^ 
round clock ticking away o%er lha prolessorial desk. Tbe 
subject armoiinced — Time. 1 sal for a long time 

thinking. Of course, one could uifte soniclhing about the 
ecological ages about the history of the Earth and dvill- 
Mtion, Of aUnrt brae being money (that phrase was then 
the xogue), but It occurred to me that e%‘eryooe would 
a, rite something of that kfod. And to uiite like e%'cr>body 
else, 1 thought, wasn't at all Interesting 

I lat staring at the clock, and suddenly saw Ibe minute 
hand gn-e a tunt^ and move on by one dfvisfou. At that 
moment I had a real phj'slcal sensation of Time. The 
cooiposlllon sprang to ray rolnd all complete, as It were, 
and I started uTtting 

1 began like this. WTien a man sits In front of a dock, 
{( seemi to him that Time bare!)' crawls. Whenever he 
looks at the boor band. It seems to be standing sUlL But 
when a man U rosblng along In a motor car the passage 
of time becomes more obvious to htm ^fore he can count 
“one, two, three^” several telegraph poles will have 
fiashaJ past bun. Nearer objects— the stones in the Tt)od> 
way, for InstaiKs— %ni e\*«i merge into an endless ribbon. 
Every aecorvd, every fraction of a second. Is a particle of 
this rushing ribbon. 

In this plctx^ I show-ed Time as Movement. I remem' 
ber boldI> declaring that st a tcmpemtiire of 273 degrees 
below zero Centfgrade Time did not eafst because there 
was DO movemem at such a leroperahire, there uas ab- 
solute death, absolute Inlerplanetajy lera 

I coenpared our times, the twenUelh century, to an ev- 
press train rushing along at full apeeA 

Don’t smile You must make allowance for lha times, 
and especially for the age of (he Intrepid philosopher who 
was scribbling awa> at bis desk. 

Well, then, I compaied our age to an express, I was 
keen to spend my life In such an egi r e«, so I put mv'self 
there as one of the passengera. But tbe motnent I put 
down the word “paisenpr’' I felt that ft grated on my 
ears. No, I wrote, carried aw’ay by ray own enlimsiaan — 
travelling tn a coach was not tor me. It was on a Iocdoto- 



tlve that I dreamed of spending ray life. A locomotive, 
■where I, too, could take a hand jn speeding up its pro- 
gress. 

I described the movement of the train in picturesque 
terms Life’s stages were the stations at which the train 
stopped Here we lost some of our fellow travellers, 
whose places were taken by others But where I really let 
myself go was when I des^bed a man who had dawdled 
and missed his train The cipress steams out, and through 
the window we see the man runmng; he almost catches 
up with the last coach, but the train gathers speed, It Is 
clear to everyone that he won't make It, yet he still 
strives frantically to do so The express rounds a bend, 
and we are given a last glimpse of the running man We 
see him dropping behind with every passing moment, we 
see Thno stepping between him and us 

For us, future engineers. I wrote, life was a furious 
rushing onwards, an engineer was a man of technics, if 
you wanted to Live at one with your an you had to k^p 
abreast of the times, take care not to drop behind the Ex- 
press of tbe Present On that note 1 finished ray coroposl 
tion and got an excellent mark for It 

And now, in 1928, while working hard on tJie 
ADVMOO, I felt that Time was beating roe to It, like a 
train rece^g from the man who had missed It 

I began to have nlBhtraares I dreamt that I was run- 
ning somewhere — elbows pressed to ray sides, body 
thrown forward, knees working furiously, breath coming 
In gasps — then suddenly It would come to me with a 
sho^ that I wasn't moving, I was Just marking lime. 

I made frantic etforts In my dream to tear myself away 
from tbe accursed spot but It was no use— that ghastly 
standstill running continued 


SO 

One evening Ganshin dropped In on Bereihkov 
The latter was lying In his room on the sofa. He often 
spent his evenings now that way — just doing nothing, not 



touchinff draulnQ piper or books, and not even bothering 
to svltoi the light on. 

He heard sounds in the passage, heard hla sister 
Masha greeting the \nwlor At any other time be »ould 
have run out to meet his friend with a joke and a smile, 
but now he had rto desire lo get up He heard Qaashln 
laying 

“la Berezhkov in?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. I need him.” 

Need him? Berezhkov’s heart gave a bound. He lumped 
up He had a feeling as If his life wxre going u ) take 
some unexpected happy turn. That had eaten Happened 
to him before. This was not fhe first time that rtfinMiln 
had been the harbinger cil some new and phase 

In his career He recoUeded a udnier evening years ago — 
1919, to be exact— when rt«n<h)n hod ctoe Into t^ very 
room, through that very door, crying out, “Bercxhknv, 
we need. >oui We need >‘ou badly)" And within five min- 
utas the friends bad bera radng Uirougfa the moonlit 
streets of Moscow on a motor-cycle to attend a special 
meeting of the Compasa. And now again It was winter, 
and the moon was snlnlngt There It was, standing In the 
pale recUnglo of the window, sbriding a falnf bluish 
Instre In the darkened room. 

Bereihlflov groped hastily lor his slippers and ran oul 
to meet the man who bad Jost altered that electrifying 
phrase, “I need hlmr 

Gan s hi n had taken off hli heavy fur coat and fur-cap 
and was wiping his misted glaases with a handkerchief 
Di\oted of spwiacles, bta face lost its habitual mocking 
air, and took^ rather mild and helpless. Now a well- 
known professor, a theorclldan la field of aircraft 
he was In charge of the Power-Plant Depart- 
ment at the Central Institute of ATtatlon, and was always 
hu^ and preoccupied with his reaeardies that be sel- 
dom had time to sprad an evening wdth his friend, 
Berezhkov gripp^ Ganshin’s two hands and his eyes 
•ought Ganshin’s eagerly'. 
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mlnulcl Don’t put j^our glasses on! Say some- 
Ihing oHIiand — (lio Oral tutng that comes lu \'our minJ. 
it docsn 1 njailcr if its soujclfii/jg' si/iy or sbsiird — co/Uii 
on, say soinctliing— anyliilng!" 

Disconcerted for the moment, Qanshfn smiled 
cmbarrassedly BoreiJiKov scarthed his near-sighted 
eyes- 

“WelH" Iks urged. 

“It’s an InicresUng little problem,” Ganshin mur 
mured. ‘'They’ll pay you well for IL” 

‘‘Pay well?” Berezhkov sold, releasing his grip and 
letting bis arms drop limply 

“Whot's the matter?” 

“Put on your glasses.” Berezhkov said with a melan- 
choly shake of Ids head “That’s not it. Not the thing, 
Gansh/o.” 

''I’m sure It'll get yxiu It’s a very interesting commis- 
sion. I got to know of It quite by chance, and said right 
away there was only one man wl» could do It, and that 
was Berethkov ” 

Ganshin expressed hlmseJf In terms which bad never 
before failed to evoke a response la Berezhkov But the 
latter said 

“And now rau’re lying UTiat for?" 

“I’m not. \\^t’s the matter with you?" 

The question was a rhelorical one Ganshin knew very 
Veil that his friend was In the doldrums, and he and 
Alasha had conspired together to rouse In him the old 
lusty-HvIng Berezhkov, for ever brimming over with 
IrrepreasibTe enthusiasm and fun, Ganshin had never 
approved of his friend’s past errors and aberrations, and 
considered that he ought to stick to his work In the 
Aircraft Engine Institute and not let himself be diverted 
from his straight chosen path. If he made an eiceptJon 
from his rule on tWa occasion, it was only In order to 
help turn bb friend’s thoughts away from their dismal 
trmd He bad gone out of his way to discover lor him a 
serious designing problem, one which, moreover, promised 
s considerable fee In case of its successful solution. And 



that, too, as « knov, had hardly ever failed to strike a 
re^nslve chord In Berezhkov’s souL 
But something went wrong from the outset, from the 
very first words that were utiwed 


31 


PresenUj all were alltmg In the dining-room, ODffee 
was being made on an electric bot-plate. Berezhkov was 
stUl In his flannel dressing jadLel. His face, always a 
healthy pink, was now ootl^bly tinged with yellow, and 
somewhat puffy-looklog The comers of his south no 
longer had that boyish npward twist Ganshin laid a 
packet on the table — evidently some papers — then moved 
It up wrth a significant Therel” and lilted a foreflng^ 
4 la Berohluv tort even that device, calculated to excite 
the notorious Berehtov curiosity, had no effect whatever 

‘^Vbat’a the matter with you. Aleaej?" 

“Nothing Pm working An employee.” 

“Aren’t you III?” 

"No, my temperature b normal." 

“Then It's mental?” 

Berezhkov smiled. 

“That’s nothing Pll sleep It off ” 

you ask me what Pve brought you?” 


^at packet? Why don't you yelk ‘Show mel7” 
All right, show me.” 

The P*ckri was opened It contained two American 
^gazlnes. m one of them, among other publicity matter, 
t^e a full-page advertisement of the Cross Automo- 
Wb cootalnlng seveml photographs. 

air-cooled engine. A feature article In 
to twenty lines de- 
yot^ to that engine wiilcfa was described as being the 
«^e^g No designs were given, no 
details, not a single drawing 

^ "We want a tractor engine of that type,” Ganshin said 
A silty horse-power air-cooled motor They’re looking 
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for a desfcner. Wbo can dc5i(^ such a motor? Bcrcihtov, 
1 said. Hc‘s )-our man.** 

Ganshin uont on (o (jl\c a \cry clear omil^sis of the 
problem with a rou?Ii csUmale of thermal cffieicne) and 
dashed off two or three equations In the margin 
‘They u-ant the thing done In sir months. ' ho vaiJ 
“But It won*t take you more than a fortnlchl, I know U 
will bring >-00 three thousand rubles Thai's ufut uiil be 
paid to } 0 u under the coniracL" 

Dercihkov examined the photographs hi silence 
“Well, why don’t jtui say something' Will jou do It' ' 
“i suppose sa Tlianks. Im not scry keen on It, but 1 11 
do IL” 


“What’a the matter with jou?" Ganshin asked agala 
“What do you uant?" 

“What do I want? ^ou understood me once /\nd 
now. .. . iVow r^e are so different " 

‘Tell me, though." 

"I want i\mcrian designer* to be examining the photos 
ol my engine— our engine. Gansldnl" Dorcilikov >j(il 
“And I want them to say to each otltcr, •Dammit, not a 
single design, not a hint that u-oulJ bdp us to make the 
thing’ " 

Ganshin was sIlenL 

"I uant to be doing something big. Mamciiimg marvil 
louil" Berezhkov continued "rni sl^ of the office, sick 
of that piddling hundred horse pouer engine ue’vc been 
mossing about uith these Iasi luu jears and K.hlch is 
now Iw^lcssly oul-o/'dato I’m sick and tired ol it all. 
old chap D’>ou remember (he things I Used to dreara of? 
Oil, lihat’i the use of lalUngr’ 

“But you know as utdl as 1 do that there arc ru> mar- 
\cl5 In Itxhnlcs," Ganshin *ald “Lver^htng has got to 
be prepared by proious dcvdopnicnt There are j of 
technical culture, and >ihi can’t lusl ignore tlarm'* 

“That’s just the damn Iroubicf" 

“But »h>? Yuu’rc s.mpl> inixclliug The it nJard* <1 
engine comtruclfon In Ihl'i cuuntry are ri».ng. **Vc 
nuking progress." 

"PfogteNs. ” ' 


BcfizhkoV >jid ujth a U-pi gotuie. 



He stopped arguing and dropped back Into hU 
apatbetlc mood. Ckuuhln uent on airing hl5 Idcai. No 
ttd^nlcaWy minded man could any longer doubt tliat a 
Soviet aircraft engine would soon be created. If It hadn't 
been done yet. It would be done within a year of two- 
We now had the groundwork lor It, we bad aeveral plants, 
Tli thing DOW wu to set to work. Industrial culture was 
steadily nsing, the research Institutes were extending 
their activities. What more could you want? To astonish 
the world with marvellous designs? Skip all the Inter- 
vening stages In some miraculous way? Nonscnsel That 
never happexu It was time he became a r^Ut, lean>ed 
the philosophy of an cngloeer Take LadoshnUonv 
Berezhkov roused himself 
“How Is he? What's ho doing now?” 

Ganshin told him that Ladotsholkov's new big airplane 
the LAD-8 had had successful air trials Berezhkov was 
Interested In the delalb What was the wing-span of 
that LAD-8? What was Its performance — sottd, load- 
carrying capacity? How many engine* did It how? One? 
What make? What power rating? 

'‘Ladoshnlkov," Ganshin aald, "has had an eye on the 
Alefbach, latest model, six hunored and fifty h.p ” 

"The Alfilhach?" Berahkov murmured. 

He was suddenl) reminded*©! the LAD-L for which It 
had been Intended to use a German Melbach engine 
stripped off a Zeppelin which had been brought down by 
Russian AA gunners during the war It had then been 
the most pow^ul engine In the world, not counting the 
Adros, of course. But -where was the Adros now? Aban- 
doned, dropped, 

Ganshin went on lecturing him. 

“Look how Ladoshnlkov works It's a lest of orderly 
aeqnmce. He goes forward Ircon one design of his to an- 
other with Iron loric, vbetea* you rush beltcr-stolter, 
Jumping from one tnlng to nnnihAr You’ve got the dream 
project on the brain What do ytxi think you are? A 
thwarted gcnhu? An unrecognized artist? It’s time yoa 
reaUied that you’re not an aritst but a man of technics. 
You can mope and sprawl atmnt on that sofa foe a year, 



for all I care. Well get our engine made without your 
help It'll be a low-powered one ot first, but then well 
steadily build up power In a rising curve Make that 
curve your own rising path There’s no other path for 
you. Face your failures like a man, and get down to work. 
And for goodness' sake throw those dream projects out 
of your headi” 

Berezhkov sat listening meekly Yes, Ganahln haa 
found his place in technics, In science He had made his 
name as a scientist and his life was clearly mapped out 
before him, whereas he, Berezhkov, was floundering and 
had lost his grip on life again, 

Masha said 

"That'll do chiding him, Ganshin. Let’s try and amuse 
him for a change-” 

"Good,” said Ganshin “What about making up a New 
Year's Eve party? But not berel” 

“Why not?” 

"Because this mope,” Qanshln satd, giving Berethkov 
a poke, "la simply oozing with the fluJoa of the dismals 
The place Is flooded with them. Let’s have a party at my 
flat, eh? It'll be like old times We'll let ourselves go with 
a bang! What?” 

"Yes,” Bereihkev said Usllessly 

Masha fell Into conversaUon with Ganshin She was 
glad of the visitor Berezhkov sat brooding, looking care- 
worn, aged. 

Ganshin retailed some Items of news Projecting in 
Industry, espedally In mechanical engineering and metal- 
lurgy, was noticeably reviving New works were being 
planned. Important decisions were said to be Impend- 
ing In the aircraft industry loo 

"New worla?” BereihKOV asked “Engine-building 
works? Where?” 

Ganshin didn’t know. There was talk about a works 
being built for manufacturing englnea of the Melbach 
type. At least, Ladoshnikov baa anbmitted a memorandum 
to the government pointing out the necessity of such a 
works for supplying englnea for hla new LAD-8 airplanes 
There were rumours of other new uwks going up The 
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old ones, loo, he heard, uxrc to be eilcnded and re- 
oquipp^ The “Amo" mdor-eor works In Mrtscow v>a9 
dtfinilclv colng lo be rvcowblrudcd. Projecting work lud 
already been slarlcd on. 

Neither of the two friends knew at that Utoc that Ih^ 
rumours u ere forerunners of Ibe First Five-Year Plan, the 
famous pyahfetfca. and Ihnl within less than six roonuu 
that plan would be promulRated to the nation and the 
worlJ at large from the plstXonn of the Party conferefKC. 
That evening Qercthkov did not )xt realjte that the brood- 
ing misery la hU heart was Just a hunger, Q deep-felt 
veamln^ tor that new era of great and wondrous dc«ds. 

“DesiCTera and constructors sir In great demand Ibeae 
da)-!," Ganshin was saving “You’re moping now, lying 
about doing rwlhlng. while your day Is approaching Get 
up, take your pen^. end draw away for all you arc 
worth! Tm positrre youni aslonlah us aU with your career 


Barethkov recalled a phrase be had read somewhere. 
"The poet hu no career, he has a destiny'’ He ottered 
the words aloud. 

‘incorrtgfbler Garubin aled with a gesture of despa^ 

Berezhkov's heart gave a fluller of toy "locorrlglblel 
Then 1 haven’t chang^ mudil Tm silli recognirablel'' 

“I say. Air Poet." Qanibln proceeded, “have you heard 
the rules for tram pusengcri airaposed In verse? One of 
them runs like this FotkcI your empty fando, friend. 
Just pay your fart and there’s an end. Do you get It?" 

“Tm nrt Interesled." 

“'Forget your empty fandes, friend Qanshln 

recited once more. He laughed. He liked the couplet 
Wben taking his leave, be repeated his Invitation to 
Masha and btr brother to loUi tli New Year's Eve party 
at bis flat 


“Nineteen hundred and twenty-nine," he said “And 
ni aooo be thirty-six." 

“HI be thirty-four. And I haven't £kmo aoylhing yet" 
“Hurry up then and make that air-cooteci motor Go 
and aim the coutract tomorrow— don’t put It off Will 
you gQ?“ 





"All rIgbL Why not make a little extra money " 

‘Trying to be sarcastic? OIi, slop moaning, can't 

your 

“All right, I will “ 

Ganshin was a long time -putting on hJs goloshes and 
coat When he was properly muffled up, be suddenly an- 
nounced 

'There’s sUll a chance of pepping you up — a last 
resort” 

“What’s that?” 

“Be sure and come on New Year’s Eve. I’ve got a sur- 
prise for >*0^ A New Year's gift 


an 

After seeing the visitor out Berahkov picked up the 
tnagazines, which Ganshin had left in the dining-room, 
and went into his own wra with them- The quartered 
shadow of the window-frame lay silhouetted on the floor 
in the blue moonlight Berezhkov stared moodily at the 
shadow Oniji' an hour or so ago, lying In this room, he 
had heard Ganshin exclaim, “I need himl” and bad 
iomped up as if It were (he coll of destiny Now bis 
friend haci gone and nothing bad changed The order? 
Well, he’d do that and then what? Smiling bitterly, be 
switched on the light laid the magazines down on the 
table and began idly turning over the pages 

His fingers slid over the stiff, chalk-white giossy 
paper The printing inks— black and coloured— were vivid 
and intense. The magazines of the young Soviet Republic 
had no such paper, no such Inks The very feel of the 
pages he was turning over was like contact with some 
other world — a Western forelpi world unknown to him, 
Here was an advertisement tw General Motors, another 
of Wright of Sydney, there was the Ford trade-mark In a 
small oval frame. 

Berezhkov tamed the pages over mechanically The 
notices, advertisements, headlines, photographs, draw- 
ings and diagrams conjured up a vision of American 
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aircraft and aatonxkbite engine producUon, a picture 
of Industrial America. 

The double-page advertisement of the Sydney engine 
featured a springing leopard Tbe advertisement an- 


nounced the Issue <3 a new Sytbity-Leopard seven- 
ajglne. The firm named Its 


hundred horse-power atrcraJl eng1r>e. 'me arm nameo ns 
Qiglnes after the feline species — tbe Sydney-Puma, the 
^tlnev Jaguar, the Sydney-Llon This new peak In en- 
gine poaer, Bereihkov knew, had been achieved simulta- 
neously by several competing American firms. The latest 
Qen^ models such as the Alelbach, the BMW and the 
Tjr'phoon came close to them lo power output 

counlry? Tlie Sovfel pkntj, with the greetoet 
difficulty, had started (o turn out three-hundred horse- 
power alrCTaJl engtrves, sad even those Vere of foreign 
. that was already out-of-date In the West. Not a 
i^gle ^no ot car own, OMted by RuMlan dcslgnersl 
Uartm t »11. had ue run to seeJl Had aovTine ever 
proved that tha Americans or the Germans were smarter, 
dn-erw than we arel No. Berethkor would never 
believe IL 

“5'?','°?'' >■??'> since he had Sret apprenticed 
hJmaelJ to Sbelwt ot the Alrcralt Eneipe Research Itisil- 
™ “• “ JnnJnc male. Ho now 

IS j.'l.T''** f^cnl teem work coold bo done under 
to dlr^on of jnch in ebic mm. Work on hl» ilaff bod 
pven hink Berahkov. a ttmrough schooling, a sound 
1>»<I. *dthout eiaggerallSn. made a 
Simp's’' spcdillsl ool ot him He had studied 
Mdly, had simply devoured everything— ill the IstesI 
frae^jcb^nd ^gns-thet bid to do with hli spedol- 
td'oti ^ Tigris ot the most up-to-dalcand 

engines were o commerdil secret of Ihe 
oK S!’ “^.iCc^enicd end were not published, hot 
n=<^'d aetual samples ol on- 
conntriei These engines 
of whuoi ^ ADVI testing station, the equipment 

oLiSl? fl' IK nl tne Insllluto ShdeShad 

pa^l^ alle^ lo wHh love snd enlhuslssm Nu- 
merous measuring Inslrumenls and apparatuses hid been 



imported according to llata made up by him. No request 
of his for speclol gold currency appropriations for that 
purpose was ever refused by the A.F authorities 

‘‘Voull get everything you want, Shelest," Rodionov 
had told hun, "only hurry up and give us a Soviet engine 
for our aviation ” 

But Shelest did not content himself with foreign-made 
equipment He had been for some time nursing various 
Ideas about Instrumeota that were unknown abroad 
Occasionally he would slip an arm through Berezhkov's 
and saunter up and down the tiled testing hail with him, 
now and then peering affectionately into his eyes and 
confiding Ms plans to him Sometimes during those 
conversations it happened that Berezhkov, with character- 
istic smiling ease, would bit on a structural sohiUon of 
one or another of his ideas Not all of them, of course 
lent themselves readily to concrete erabodIraenL Some 
things would not work right away, and bad to be redone 
and rcAdJiuted again and again Shelest was proud of 
his testing station He claimed that it was secona to none 
of Its kind in the world A special outdoor stand bad 
been rigged up for tesUug extra powerful engines The 
roar and vibration within The building during the boost- 
ing of such an en^e would have made work for the 
staff Impossible 

Berezhkov, with a test and enthusiasm that never 
flagged, threw himself upon every foreign-built modem 
aircraft engine that was delivered at the Institute. He 
spent hours over them, taking them to pieces, reassem- 
bling them and making rough sketches of the principal 
sectfons In order to grasp the Idea of their aesigoer 
These constructions very often contained elements that 
exactly duplicated things which he had long since 
conceived In Imagination and sometimes even drawn on 
paper, but which he had not constructed, had not had a 
chance to put Into effect. He had a feelLog then as If 
aomeone had stolen some happy idea of Ms. But he did 
not resent IL At that time hb belief that he would yet 
have his day, that sooner or later he would create the 
finest engine In the world, had not been shaken. Seeing 



a oinvtruclutfi aliK-h lii* tu.l Unjj ji;.» cn^i'Jf.'oJ him+'lf. 
It-' ftijulj wy lo Ms unkn-»ttn IfiXinUrt". as it urfc. “Well, 
tt^ll let 4 xc hiifl, \i>u \r cunaceTl Lhlt " SwTUtImes the 
'M-.uiu>n utjul.l rinjM- I114 j.ltniralK-o, lut nc\cr. Jurlni; 
ilir^ imaiTin>f\ loMi-quirx uhb foxeljjn dnlpntr*. JIJ 
hr brnd tlir knt. ..f uofJup ur admit to hJmMtlf. “TbU 


man is a crn ux I omlj nrxer do iL" On the contra^', 
hr jIujNs fill sjimrailial diuppuinlrd, he almajs had a 
ilcfinile ftrlmi; that “It can Iw done Iwlterr 
RtvrniK h- Ih shrle^l and (IrrcihUr,' liaj Lalcn a 
threat lurus to 3 i^rardul VO h p \tnfTkan Wrlyhl cn* 
Cme for a h\»!ri>planc Its dr?lfni*r hjJ \cfy cffcclitely 
luindlrd jn idea uhnh luj br^ Ibeortlicall^ treated 
and di\ek>ped b> Sh<k>t The corulructof's hrlrf Idiom 
for ihJj Ulea ^33 rigidity It (urmvd the title of a large 
copter In Slicleat 3 bw>lu containlnii numcrems cakula- 
l^bns and lurmula* Tlie Wrigtn uai an t-ncUic ol the 
bk)ck< 4 st t\‘pe. uhich bad nrtcr hem applied bcfwe to 
iircrall rnginrs Long befrre he had ever seen the 
Wricht iknMhlxi'. had come found U> the idea that *Iial 
modem aircraft engtoe needed » js blocked 
He had seen juch a cooatrucHon in Imaginatfun and had 
jrten pul it dott-n on paper And no* vlien ejumlnlng 
the engine imported from Amorka. uhleh lay JU- 
aiseo^lcd l^a iheADVl crcctKMi ri\>tn, BerezhJuA’ once 
more had the feeling 33 1 / someone In a foreign land had 
stolen his idea and made use ol it Dul now that feeling 
was flawed »lih bitterness. Was he to Jttsl waslc bis 
tile looking it olbw people’s achlt^c^lenls? And again— 
j *t * ^ ^ mentalK addressed the unknosm 

wlgner Ah, *dl. let’s see how joo\e managed Ih" 
^ on Ihe engine’s ueau spots, 

miildu Iboogh hidden lo U»e laj-man, were during lo 
5 keen practised eje The designer of the 
wrighl engine, taknled though he was, had no flair for 
gwal lay-ouL Wldle d^•inff rigldlly to the bank of 
cylinders, be had not oulle roor,l uHth lh« m/v« ciM-Uwn 


c)Ilnd«s, Be had r»ol quIU coped uHth tbo more serkna 
^'Bll Pr^Iem cd appljdDg the same Idea to all the de- 
“^w»inicUon and giving rigidity to the lay- 
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At Uie same time Berezhkov saw clearly — perhaps 
more clearly than the Wright deslmer himself— that this 
engine with Its block-cast system had In It latent poten- 
tIaUUes which made It the most advanced of Its kind In 
the world He felt that he had It In him to prove that, to 
bring out those potentialities In some new constnictlom 
He had the old feeling — “I can do It better ” 

Not Infrequently after the stand testing he felt Irre- 
sistibly drawn to the desk and pencil He was eager to 
commit to paper his mental creallona, those brain chil- 
dren that, sprlngliig to life within him, haunted him and 
nve him no peace. No one commissioned these Jobs He 
old them bcairause he had to, b(a:aiise he couldn't help 
himself With a dreamy shamefaced smile. like a man In 
0 trance, he would soraellmes shut himself up in his room 
in the evening and, dead to the world without start 
drawing, patting down on paper the desira that stood 
imaged In his mind. And ih^ coining mwn to earth 
with a shock t^t made bis splrlb sink again, he would 
crush the sheet of paper. Iltwaily fling iT away into a 
comer together with the pencil 
Who, what was he drawing fori At what plant would 
thty build the thing! 

Drawing for drawing's sake? Just for himself? Art for 
art’s sake? No, Berezhkov bad never gone in for that 
kind of thing He simply couldn’t understand how a man 
of teclmics, of Industry, a creator of engines could find 
satisfaction In working out detailed designs that were 
doomed to remain on paper 
But why should they be? A works, a works, wide 
factory facilities — that’s what they needed! 
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His head dropped. He stood at his desk, no longer 
turning over the pages of the msgazlnea, but gazing 
sadly ot the advertisements of the American engines 
Yes, he could do It betterl In the solHude of his room, 
face to face with his own conscience, Berezhkov repeated 
this to himself without a trace of conceit or tdf-decep- 



a consiructkin fthkh Iw IkU long ago cnvlMijed hlmielf, 
he wouJd say to lU unknown Inventor, ts It ucre. ‘‘Well, 
well, lei's see bow >-ou've managed this." Sometimes IIk 
solution wtmld rouse his adinlraUoa, but never, during 
these Imaginary colloquie* with foreign deslgiters, diu 
he bend the knee of worship or admit to himself, ‘This 
man Is a genius, I could never do IL" On the contrary, 
he alwai's felt somewhat disappointed, he always had a 
definite feeling that “It can be done beticrr 
Recently both Shelest and Bcrtrhkov had taken a 
great farrc) to a graceful 600 h p American Wright en- 
gine for a hydroplane. Its designer bad very cffedlvcly 
handled an Idea which had theoretically Irealed 

and developed by SbelesL The conslrudor’i brief Idiom 
for this Idea was rigidity It formed the title of a larw 
chapter in Shelest’s boos, containing numerous calcula- 
tlorii and lormuJas- The Wright was an engine of the 
block-cast tj-pe, whkh had never been applied before to 
aircraft engines. Long before he had ever seen ll« 
Wright. B«i^hio7v bad come round to the Idea that what 
the modem aircraft engine needed was blocked cylinder^ 
He had seen such a construdlon to ImagtnaUoQ and bad 
even put it down on paper And now. when examining 
the engine Imported from America, which lay dts* 
assembled In the ADVI erection room, Berezhkov once 
more bad the feding as U someone in a loreign land had 
stolen his Idea and made use of IL But now that feeling 
was flavoured with bitterness Was he to lust waste bis 
life looking at other people's achievements? And again — 
Ihia time sadly— he meolally addressed the unknown 
designer, “Ah, well, let’s see now you’ve tnanaetd IL" 
He (^ckly put bis finger on the engine’s weak spots, 
whkii, though hidden to the layman, were glarixig to 
Berezhlaov’s keen practised eye. The designer of the 
Wrigbt engine, talented though he was, had no flair for 
general lay-out While giving rl^dlty to the bank of 
cylinders, he had not quite coped with the more serious 
over-all problem of applying the same Idea to all the de- 
ments oJ the comtruc1Jk>n and giving rigidity to the lay- 
out as a whole. 



At the same time Berahkov saw clearly— perhaps 
more clearly than the Wright designer himself— that this 
engine with Its block-cast system had In it latent potcn- 
UaTltiea which made it the most advanced of its tod in 
the world He felt that he had it In him to prove that, to 
bring oat those pofentlaHtles In some new constrncflom 
He had the old feeling — “I can do it better ” 

Not Infrequently after the stand testing he felt Irre- 
sistibly drawn to the desk and pencil He was eager to 
commit to paper his mental creations, those brain chil- 
dren that, springing to life within him, haunted hlra and 
M\'e him no peace. No one commissioned these fobs He 
did them because he had to, because he couldn’t help 
hhnself W^th a dreamy shamefaced smile, like a man In 
a trance, he would sometimes shut himself up In bis room 
In the evening and. dead to the world without, start 
drawing, putting down on paper the desl^ that stood 
imaged In his itod And then, coming down to earth 
with a shock that made his spirits sink again, he would 
crush the sheet of paper, literally fling It away Into a 
comer together with the pencil 
Who, ^at was he drawing for! At what plant would 
th^ blind the thlngl 

Drawing for drawing's sake? Just for blmself? Art for 
art’s sake? No, Berethkov had never gone In for that 
kind of thing He simply couldn't understand how a man 
of technics, of Industry, • creator of engines could find 
satisfaction in working out detailed designs that were 
doomed to remain on pape*" 

But why should they be? A works, a works, wide 
factory facilities — that's what Ihq^ neeaedi 
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Hls bead dropped He stood at his desk, no longer 
turning over the pages of the magazines, but gazing 
sadly at the advertiseroents of the American engines. 

Yes, he could do It betlerl In the solitude of his room, 
face to face with hls own conscience, Berezhkov repeated 
this to himself without a trace of conceit or self-decep- 
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liim He Imctt liN '»un capadUcs now. ftai auarc that 
his talent had maturetL lie had oner done Ihlnijs b>' 
^hew instinct. b\ a sort ol marvcltoca flair that »a5 at- 
most fncipjfcahic hut now that he hart received a sound 
cdiKdtkin and a pi-xad pr'icllcal Iroinlnfi on Shelest's 
staff he had acquired clarity of vision in the hiRbest 
spheres, (d « nqiru'erinR. both tncorcUcally and tcchnk^lK 
But to mliat iou:> cuuid hr pul his pu«crs? He IhoURUl 
ot that blast, pessimist, tlia( pbllosopl)eT td despair Ui* 
barskv. utw had built a lov motrvr ]u^ for liU own 
amusement Hou that t'nRincvr with llw .'tqsbbtopbclUn 
beard bad siRlwd when lumiriR mcr tl>e paRus ol the 
French ptrturc books' 

Berezhkos rnechanicallj picked up one (d the American 
matmzines HU UvouRhU «enl bock to Robert Vale; Uut 
Genial, beaming American with Hk- Rrouinc paunib. It 
was a lonR lime since Berezhkov had clmllenGrd hun. 
"You watt till we Rct coinR'" Yes o lone time Berezhkov 
woJ already thlrlj -lour, and he badn I created a IbinR 
except soma drawings and several unrompIHeU. aban' 
doned molon 

How could ho change alt this? UTial would Berezhkov 
say it he were asked. "What do vw newt?” A works! /\n 
Industrial plant where hU drowmes. hiv Fantasies would 
be turned Into cnRinc* -tlial'* wnol bo needed, that’s 
when he would cross swords nl last with all the design 
era ot Curope and <\mertcti He had o fleelinfi vision oJ 
such Q w*orks it had a wroler screen at every check gate. 
One had to undress first, pass Ihroogb the warm cascade, 
ond put on i white suit on other side before siepping 
Into the sacred prectnets of (he works. In aii the shops 
evervtblrrg was spkk aitd span and shjolngl 

;\ii, dreams, dretmsi With o sigh Berezhkov tun>ed off 
the light, and llnrered at bis desk, gazing at the square 
ol nwcnllghl on the floor with the quartered shadow of 
the window frame sllboocHcd In IL 



NEW YEAR'S -EVE 


Btrexhkov, offhand, gave the exact date of the new 
turning-point In hla life. It was certainly not a thing that 
one was Elcely to forget if only because of its pecuriar, I 
should erven say, odd nature. The event tn qu^on took 
place on the very eve of the New Year, Just a few hours 
before the passing oat of the old year 1928 
"If We succeed Dctween us In islthluUy rendering that 
evening,” Berexhkov said, “we shall have wrlttoi the 
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New Year’s tale of Uie centpry Sorndhlcff absolutely 
fantasflc and at the same lime perfectly true. Yon and I 
are now cocning to t^ days of the pyaliUtlta — the flye- 
)-ear plan. An epoch of fantastic doln^ I got my first 
gUrapse of It that escnlng, on New Year’s Eve, and It 
Clipped roe at ooco " 

^rohkov uoke up that day with an odd feeltm; of ela> 
tlon, “I wonder why?" be IhourtL He went up to the 
calendar while dressfag, lore off >'esterday's sheet and 
looked at the new one daled the 31st of December, the fast 
day of the ^-ear He was glad the year was golnc out at 
last— It had brought him no luck, f^obably that was what 
accotmted for his elated mood. What faced him that day? 
He was gome to Qaoshln's New Year’s Eva party 
Ganshin had promised biro a surprise that night \Vhat 
could It be? Perhaps an unespeded and delightful 
meeting? 

Bertthkrv kofeed it the calendar with the year 1928 
underlined In black printing Ink as if for empbaala. O^er 
five years had flowm by since the evening when be had 
bou^t two nickal-plated oats at the exhibition kiosk near 
the hiatal and Ele^clty pavllloa He bad lost that little 
nut a ioog time ago. a nut ne had Inie^ed to lu^p as long 
as be IK^ He had lost that prim little maid, txxx What if 
•he turned up, though? No. It would be absurd to eJroect 
to meet Valentina at Ganshin’s place that evening uan 
shin did not even know about tb^ having met eara other 
at the exhibition. "You can never tefl, thoughr BereiJi- 
kov roused A happy New Year 

Bercihlcov couldn't remember exactly what he did that 
day 

The large wdl-Ughted drawring-room of the Institute 
was nobler than usual The holiday mood had already 
invaded the official slroosphere and upset the routine. 
Everyone waited UnpaUently for the working day to be 
over Everixme looked forward to the tradJUonal night of 
festivity among friends, where all kinds of toasb are pro- 
posed, and wine and jollity flow until the early hours of 
the morning 



Round about one o’clock Professor Shelest came m He 
had been lecturing somewhere all the morning He did not 
Mem to be any too keen on business either that day He 
^ve a nod of general greeting, and Instead of passing inb 
hJs private office or going up To the desks of the designers, 
he sbpped b warm hla back against the hot white-tiled 
sbve. Swarthy, with the keen profile of an eagle, and 
streaks of grey In hi* hair, he stood there In silence, warm- 
ing himself at the sto\c and gazing out through the 
window with a faint pleased amlle. 

It waa here that his secretary evenbally found him. 

"The A. F Headquarters have been on the ’phone twice. 
Professor They asked me to let them know the moment 
you got back.’’ 

well, get them." Shelest said. 

A minute later the following telephone conversation took 
place. 

“Comrade Shelest?" 

“Yes," 

“This Is Comrade Rodionov’s secreUriaL The chief 
wants to see you." 

"When?" 

"At once.” 

“At once? Why, what's the matter? Can you give me 
some hint what it’s about?" 

"I'm sorry, but I can tell you nothing more. The chief 
asked me to get hold of you and Invite tou down at once." 

"But ” ^elest said worriedly, "I’d like to prepare for 
the Interview Do I have to bring any materiala with me?" 

"No, Comrade Rodionov said nothing about that. Will 
you please drive down at once. He’s waiting” 

Shelest went off Everyone In the ADVI got to know 
at once that the director of the Instlbte haa been called 
out to the A-F Chief Conjecture ran wild Maybe it was 
about New Year bonuses, awards? But what awards 
could the Institute expect when Jt hadn’t been able to 
create the so badb needed Soviet aircraft en^e, when 
that Ul-starred ADVT-lOO had not yet been developed? 
Maybe a trip abroad? No, most llkefy some new assign- 
ment But what? 
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The designer* availed the return of the director with 
Interest But after nearly Uo hours, ahen the uTDritiM 
da> ^as almost over another phone call came Ihrcsjgli 
from Rodloncn’s secretariat, aaUnj; all the leading do- 
sleners of the Institute to coroe down Immedialelf Tfaelr 
names rytre ph-en In a short list approved apparently by 
Rodlooov himself 

“Let them have their ldeniit>' cards ullh them,’' the 
secretary added. “Passes a1ll be ready for all those can- 
rades." 

Berezhko\'‘s name « as ro the list loo. 

Tbit collecthe Invitation was somelhlnp new U vui 
quite a distance from the losUlule to the A. P Head- 
quarters Tl^ry »ent by (ram Berezhkov's expectant feel- 
Inp of the mornloe was forgotten, and he was now exdlcd 
In real earnest He stood In the tramcar, starinc ^l the 
froat-mdnted windw ubUc nervous shhxrs run through 
bbzL He was too exdted to speak, and said nothing all 
(he way 

5 

In the outer of6ce of the PlF ChleJ the deeWe light* 
had been switched on. Dusk was falling 

Coming tn with the rest ol his colleagnei, Berezhlcov 
saw several designers Irooj the Pcrwer-Plaol Depaiiinent 
of the Central Institute ol Aviali^ r;an.thin «as there 
toa Dressed as usual tn a well-wom baggy Jacket with 
spectacles on hia turned-up nose and his customary sce^ 
tical smile on his face, be perched most unprofessortaliy 
on tbo window-sill, answering questions which the de- 
algners of his department were asking him with a shrug 
of his shoulders. 

Shelest sat In a comer of the sofa, looking ob%iocsl/ 
annoyed and offended. He had no smile for his pupils, 
the dia/gnerj of the ADVI. when they troops In. "Some- 
thing wrong here,” Berezhkov thought He went op to 
Qansbln. 

Whal'a up? Whal have they' called us out for?" 

“Hlgh-j^ered engine," Oanahln answered lacooJcally. 



"High-powered engine,” Ganshin repeated and 
shrugged hla shoulders again 
"Alal\a yourself dear, can’t you!” Bereihkov shouted 
Rodionov’s secretary shot a glance In his direction, but 
let this first offence pass without remark. Berezhkov, mean- 
v^ile, had gripped Ganshin’s wrists and given them a 
shake, demanding 
"Well, what Is It?” 

He recollected how, not so very long ago, he had stood 
thus in front of his friend, walling for hhn to utter some 
marvellous, thrilling words. But he had failed him then. 
"Ask Shelest," Ganshin said. ‘We both got It hot” 

He jerked his thumb towards the massive door of Ro- 
dionov’s private office. The secretary had just gone 
through It and closed It b^lnd him. He reappeared a mo- 
ment later, announcing, ’’Comrades, will >-ou please 
come in," 

Rodionov, tall, lean and erect In a dark-blue military 
tunic, rose to med the Incomers. He smiled a vreJeome and 
motioned them to the chairs. 

*Well, well, sit down, comrades," he said cheerfully 
“We’re going to dUcuss something very Important” 

He paused and looked round, waiting until all had 
Mttled In their seats Then he sidled again and repeated, 
"A very important thingr 

He sat down at his desk and, as was his custom, came 
down to business at once. 

"It wasn't my intention to call you here today, com- 
rades, But after having things over with your 

chiefs — comrades Shelest and Ganshin — I regret to say I 
had a feeling that they would not convey my ^fcwds to you 
In the way I should want to have them conveyed.” 

He glanced at Shelest, then at Ganshin, and continued 
“Eicuse me for being so blunL Plain speaking in such 
matters Is easential If you are to maka the supreme effort 
necessary for tackling the task which the Cratral Com- 
mittee of the Party and our government have now set 
before us." , 

Rodionov paused again. He stared out over the heads of 
the audience, hla brows contracted slightly in an effort of 
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concentration. After that brief pause, uhlch seeowd to 
ghe him a fuller grasp of uhat be uanted to soy, be ^•ent 
on speaking, his bodj leaning slightly fonkard In his 
chair without losing Its erecloess. He reported that a 
hundred horse- pcra er enfrtne designed by Engfocer Nildtin 
uas being mastered at the Zadnepror^e Works, 

*We shall hak'e those motors." he said. “The difficulties 
of batch production are being steadily overcome. Bat these 
loT'pcm ered engines do not solve the Air Fleet's problems. 
A small engine cannot poutr airplanes of this 

He turned round and pointed to a silvery birdlike model 
with spread vk trigs that stood out vividly over the novr 
darkened Vilndow under the electric light 
“Not eve^ great pouer has planes like that today," be 
continued. ‘^But as j-ou all know, we are obliged to Im- 
port the engines for them from abroad Can you Imagine 
what's ^Ing to happen In case of war?" 

A voruroe of Lenin's work*— the first edition— la llgW- 
brown cardboard covers lay on (he desk In front of Ro- 
dionov The blading was frayed at the ^ges and the book 
had a welMhurab^ appearance. Two or three markers 
could be seen sticking out among the pages. Rodiono? 
opened the book at one of them. 

* The war is laeiomble.' " he read out distinctly, “ Tt 
puts the alternative with ruthless aeverlty either perish 
or overtake and outstrip Ibe advani^ countries ecotiotnl- 
colly as well Pertsb or drive lull steam ahead. That Is 
the tltematlve with which history has confronted us.’ 
There \wi are, comrades. We have no tntenUcin of perish- 
ing," Rodlonor said with the shadow of a smile. "But then 
it's got to be fall steam ahead." 

He gave a brief tccooiU of a conference devoted to <pies* 
tions of aviation that had recently been held at the Central 
Committee of the Party 

"1 am passing on to you the Party’s directive, comrade* 
— lorw ardj We have to achieve a rate of development such 
as no other country baa ever known, we must make a spurt 
that has never yet been beard of In the history of technics. 
Now uhat does that mean In reference to a^atloo, com- 
rade*. In reference to your taaks as designers of engines?" 



Ho named the sum that had been earmarked for capital 
iiTv'eslments in the aircraft enfifne industry for the next 
year. It amounted to hundreds of miiHons of rubles in gold 
ainency Leaning slightly towards the table lamp under 
a green shade to consult bis notebook, Rodionov read the 
figures out In a quiet voice. Berezhkov glanced to right 
and left Yes, these were his associates, mllow designers, 
technically educated and technically minded men, and all 
of them had beard the words which he had just heard, 
words full of rfamour and romance. "Perish or drive full 
steam ahead. They had been read out to them by that 
lean, grave man who carried himself so erectly, whose 
cheeks were slightly flushed and whose eyes were apar- 
kllnm he had read them out from his chair in a restrained 
level voice, almost without a single gesture. The dry 
detached manner with which he went on giving the figiues 
of investments tended to stress the amazing, truly fantas- 
tic (as Berezhkov exclaimed In relatmg itl nature of the 
news which the designers bad learnt that evening in 
th^rivate office of the Air Force Chief 
*^e Party,” Rodionov went on, "has set before us the 
task of creating a powerful Soviet aircraft en^e, the 
most powerful engine tn the world. We need a design, a 
project, and not Just one, but several " 
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Rodionov paused again, as though to let this sink tn. 

"I have called you here, comrades,” be added, “simply 
to tell you this firat-band, I discussed It with your pro- 
fessors first, but imfortunately they doubt whether this big 
task is practicable. At least, lhat’a how I understood them. 
Well, well " He glanced again at Sbelest and Qansbbi. 
Shelest said nothing but Ganshin accepted the challenge. 

“You asked me what I thought of It, Comrade Rodion- 
ov As a specialist, an engineer—” 

Rodionov frowned He jessed from Ganshin’s tone that 
the latter still persisted In his former opinion. The flxish 
on his cheeks spread all over his face. It u as a sign of 


J2— aioe. 
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•necr Ganshin nescrihetes Bnlihcd »hol he wanlcd to 
say 

^ an cnpiDcef I fell bound to express ray dembli By 
sdUnR ouwlves inch a difScull Urget to start with we 

OTtoUed hlmsrtl with an effort. He said 
™ihtoB The Bu^ came out in his cheeks again. But 
hls^gue could be sharp es-en without him rosing hli 

jf.” lie said In a quiet 

crying tot^ If j-ou told an engineer— now here's os-ery- 
’ ““ Industrial plant with up-tootale 
n^ ‘“JinnienU and equipment, here are 

bidtolLTw “P'nS. lake » aU and 

world 8 best englno-do you mean to say a real 
^ engineer wouldn't jump at It with 
J-ou mean to tell me an engineer 
^do?'“ showing what be 

about such a ^ stogie short hour could bring 

aSshtotid * “'“<*'*■ Only a few daya ai? 

rfwrsa^'“4''i'l';?“ w ‘■ktog such a dismal view 
who wal^h^f moanlngl- and now, 

•°=^tod es-ery word of 
^onoVw How wooderfol II all waa, wh.l ur^martng 

Shelest pot up 

toacber ot ail ^ elderly professor, the 

"Comride Rodlat ^ w si very grave. 

poh^ out 

Well, uell. ” 



“But who amonp us has not dreamt of such an engine? 
It will be the greatest honour to us if we, the staff of our 
JnsUlulc — “ 

“Why the ‘ir?" 

Shelest stopped short Rodionov looked stem— he was 
no lover of conditional clauses. 

“It will be the greatest honour to the staff of the ADVI,” 
Shelest repeated, submit to you, to lay down on this 
table, the design of the world’s most pouerful engine. And 
that day will certainly come. Comrade Rodionov!" 

“That’s beiterl Splendid But don’t be too long about 
It. You'll have serious rivals I think Ganshin’s group, 
too, will come up to scratch And now we'll call It a day, 
comrades. There s no need for dfscusslon Put tout wits 
to Work, go idiead and tackle the Jobl I hope well be able 
to call a big conference soon, at which actual designs 
will be on the table for discussion. Weil, well ’’ 

He stood up The designers got up too 
“Well, well ’’ he said, soullng "I wish you a happy 
New Year, comradesl And good luck with the new engine!’' 


Rodionov stepped from behind bis desk and went up to 
Qansbhi, 

“Why so glum, Ganshin? What do you say to taking a 
run In the aerosleigh tomorrow to celebrate the New 
Year? It used to be a craze of yours, I believe? Or have 
you written yourself off among the oldsters? Have you 
cooled off?” 

“No, I take part In all the sleigh runs," 

“Is It In worldog order?" 

“Yea.” „ 

"Well, If Ganshin declares a th/og in order, then. 

Rodionov laughed, at a loss for words. 

"111 have It ready for you If you lOte,” Ganshin said is 
gloomily as ever 

"Then let’s take a run to the Volga tomorrow and 

back again.” 
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“The VoiKH?** 

“Yes Well hove a look at the slle for o new engine 
uorks. Well, what do )OU say to that? A commission went 
out there jesterday to seleii It, and you and I will pay 
them a surprise visit Perhaps the ADVI will keep us com- 
pany In another sldgh? What do you say, Shelest?” 

“\Vlth pleasure," the Professor ansuerctL “Will you 
dri\'c, Bereihkov?" 

Bereihkov did not aruwer He was siranRely Irutten- 
U\e, and bad hardly heard any of the conversation. HIs 
ralnd was a'whlrilng confoiloo of engines, some of them 
taken to piece* hlggledy-pIcffWy. with the pieces drop- 
pme Into ridiculous, misshapefi patlems, while he stood 
stanng at It all daiedly. as l! U were something outside 
himscif 

■'Bererhkovr Shelest called again. 

-Eh?" 

“Will you drlN-e the sleigh lomomjw? He’s our chan)- 
plon aeroslelgh driver. Comrade Rodionov ” 

"I know," Rodksnov said “We’re old acquaintances. 
WeN*® been together"— he screwed up hJs left eye as If be 
were sighting a ride, while bis right regarded Berezhkov 
wtth a ny twinkle — ‘^e've been togellW In some tight 
comera.^ 

Berexhkov was silent Only a flush betrayed his emo- 
tkwis. Yea, th^ had done some filling togeUw Rodion- 
ov hadn’t forgotten him. hadn't lorgorten their meeting 
on the Baltic coast that night of the assault of Kronstadh 
Berezhkov remembered it loo. That tense zero-hour ei- 
dtement, that surge of emotion which had flooded his be- 
ing oo that memorable night tn March so many years 
ago, was oddly aldn to hi* present state of fedinga. He 
could not pnt It Into words. He consented to drtve the 
nerosldgfa and takw p*rt in loraoirow’s trip to the Volga 
"Qood," said Rodlooov “We start from Lefortovo Plati 
then, t om orr o w at nine iJn. No objections?" 

“I would sucgeit ten o'clock, Comrade Rodtooov," 
Shelest said, “Don’t forget tt'a New Year's Eve to^y " 
“I'm not forgetting that You don’t tmagtno Tm going to 
ha\-e my New rear’a Eve party here In the ofOce, do you? 
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If it weren’t for ihat» we’d start out at the peep of dawn 
So, it’s nine o’clock theru Well, comrades, have a good 
time. Enloy yourselves” 

The designers huddled In the doorway and flJed out of 
the room one by one. 

‘This Is a big thing,” Shelest said when the door had 
closed behind them. 

He, too, was excited and preoaupled, apparently think- 
ing about the new engine. Not a trace of his former 111- 
humour remained 

"I say, Berezhkov,” he said, “wHl you please come 
down to the rarage tomorrow rooming at seven sharp? 
It's like old Compass days, Isn’t It?” 

"Yes,” Berezhkov answered absently “All right. Pro- 
fessor, I’ll be there at seven” 

His mind was running on some mysterious tack of Its 
own, which he himself could not yei fathom. A faint sndJe 
oddly out of keeping with the drift of the conversation 
across hts face. 

“Yes, of course. I'll be there, Professor ” 

0 

From the A. F Headquarters In Varvarica, Berezhkov 
and Ganshin walked down towards Red Square through 
the back streets A gentle wind was blowing and snow 
was falling Many windows were brightly lit up, aud the 
heavy Oakes could be seen flying ana whirling slantwise. 
Little swirls spun up from Ite white roadway and 
the white pavement and flung powdered snow Into their 
faces 

Berezhkov slipped his arm through Ganshin's As 
thou^ by tacit consent the friends said not a uTjrd about 
the inference or engines. Berezhkov did not feel like dis- 
cussing the subject Some bisUnct, as U ucrc, made him 
wont to guard toe secret w-ork that was going on within 
him. 

He filled his lungs with the sweet kjxn air The 

pavement felt springy nnderfooL Where was Uio depres- 
sion he liad been a prey lo for so long? 





In Ilylaka, a busy street, the ffoy holiday mood was at 
once In evidence. Men and >\omen, talkhJCi and lai^lnc, 
hurried aloriK cnn-vnnp parcels — lasi-mJnute purchases 
for the festal board 

"I say, It's past nine already,” Ganshin said, Cjmdc 
straight to ni> place." 

"But r%e got to change*" 

“Nonsense. Youll explain the emercency Suddenly 
Called out to Rodionov /\iid toraorrowS sldgh trip In 
prospect, too." 

"Who are )-ou expecting?" 

Ganshin named sr.'erol common acgualntancca. 

“I also promised joo a surprise YoulJ get Jf " 

"Who Is It? A he or a she?" 

"I’ll tell iou nothing It’s a surprise," 

"If It's a she," Berexhkov began, slopping In the middle 
of the paveit>ent. "then U’s do go, old chap ill rush home 
to change." 

“Come onl" Ganshin said, draulng him ox "I have a 
feeling that fascinate <\Tr>rme Ihls ev-enlng Just as 
jou are." 

"D'yoa Xnou' uhat, Ganshin." BereililcDv said. 

A strange dreamy smile flitted across his face oocs 
more 

"D’jou know. I 4anl lo be fesdnated m>’wU. Have 
>*oa ever experienced It? It Isn’t really love, but a presen- 
timent of lore, a feeltng that It’s going lo gel }Ou." 
"Yes, I've had IL" 

Suddenly Bereihkov recited, “ ‘Mammal Tby son is 
beautifully lU. ' " 

"What’s that? Where’s that from?" 

" ‘Mammal Thy son is benuUfuUy U1,‘ ** Bereihkov 
went on. Ignoring the question. " 'Hla heaH Is afire. Tell 
sisters Lyuda and Olyi (here Is no escape for him.’ " 
“What Is It?" Ganshin demanded. 

"Mayakovsky ‘A Cloud lo Pants.’ A gripping thing " 

“ ‘Beautifully IlL’ " Ganshin said Ironically. “Makes no 
sense to me. Mere \efblage.’* 

“Dry-as-duatl" Bereihkov shouted at him- 



Whether he chattered with bis friend or was sUent, his 
brain, In spite of himself, went on with Its secret work. 
Now and agraln some new combination, some new con- 
struction seemed to loom only to break up the moment 
he tried to look at it closer The Wrh?ht enjftne haunted 
him, he couldn’t get tt out of hts mind. It was maddeningt 
The da mn ed thing stood In the way of something, somp 
vague half-formed thou^ts of his own that gUmmered 
In the back of his mind 

Red Square swept Into view al the top of the street The 
friends saw straight before them the dark battlements of 
the Kremlin with the sllhoaetles of Its towers, still topp^ 
by the double-headed eagles, looming throuj^ the flying 
snow Above the Kremlin, brightly lit up from below, a 
red flag fluttered In the breeie. The lamps running down 
the length of the Trade Row building opposite the luemlln 
threw cones of tight on the square. Shafts of whlrting 
snow-flakes leapt oat of the dusk In the daxxlfng head- 
lights of passing cars. In that snowstorm, In that 
eerie light of a Moscow wlol^ night, the vast square, 
sloping at either side, looked convex and spheroidal 
along the Kremlin wall, like (he segment of some gigan- 
tic pobe. 

Berezhkov stopped again and raised a band In a wool- 
len knitted glove. 

”Whafs the matter?” Ganshin asked 

"Wait a minute, l^t's stand here.” 

”What for?" 

Berezhkov leaned over mysteriously towards his friend 

“Can’t you feel us nisblng Ihrougfa cosmic space?" be 
said In a bush^ voice. 

Garishln grirmed, 

“Dreaming again Ofa. com* along ” 

"Wait a minute. Can’t jxm hear the swish of It? 

“I can’t bear anything ” 

“Shut up, you prosy b^atar. 

They proceeded on their way Berezhkov stepped out 
lightly enjoying the snowslonn. The dim shape* of en- 
gines began to loom once more In the scml-gtoom of 
Imagination os If snatched out by the play of watering 
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bfidligbta Wnikini; arm In arm with hla friend, Bercih- 
ijTv saw Dolhing but what his mind was now working on, 

‘'I think you’re on the right track.” Gaiuhin suddenly 
said 

Bereihkov looked surprised 

“What do \-ou mean?" 

Don t you know? Don't you remember what you were 
muttering just r»ow?*' 

“Was I muttering? I don’t remember, honestly What 
was it— tell me.” 

He shook Ganshin by the shoulders. 

“Let me go lU tell you " 

“Wdl, what?” 

“You Slid, 'that datrmed Wright’ " 

^ you think I'm on the rlghl track?" Berahkov 
said. 

Qtns^n n^ded They walked on arm in arm. 

You ro not >uch a prosy beggar after all," Berahkov 

'»t » »ord abort the 
engfoe vm jaid for the reet ot the way 


IhetrdeiUnaUon. Qatuhln 
lalrtiLey and inrtled hla gucet 

o® y-ii It »«a only a few 

Dllmenle his greeUngi, and munnured com- 

rL J'i'" 'y« '"Tohed the room 
01 disappointed. 

ttoShTrt ■! ' ^ bore-the glri l« had 

SlS- ' ‘ ““"ibig when tearing ol the ol the 

wlS whet OeMhln’e anrprlae conid be, 

wnen a toIco 1mm the other room called Cm, “AleaeH" 
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It was a remarkably fEinlllar, husky voice. Berezhkov 
whirled round Well I neverl If It wasn’t Ladoshnlkovl 
Berezhkov rushed up to his friend, whom he had not seen 
for several years — the “Leningrader,” as be had now 
come to be called. 

Ladoshnlkov was standing In a comer near Ganshin’s 
desk, which had been cleai^ t^tdayof all Its scIenlJflc 
accessories, and covered, as was dlnlng-table, wtth 
a dazzling white table-clolh laid with covers and uncorked 
bottles I^doshnikov’s towering 6gure seemed to empha- 
size the smallness of the room He made It look crowded 
The years he bad spent tn Leningrad bed wroughf some 
change in his appearance. Apparently he had discarded 
his once favourite high-b<x»ls and Russian blouses His 
hair was now neatly trimmed, and he wore a suit of 
excellent. If not dandyish, cut For ail that he was still 
the old ijdoshnikov Even the same old habit of looking 
out from under bushy, overhanging brows In a scowling 
sort of way He lookM at the approaching Berezhkxrv and 
smiled. He stepped forward to meet him, slightly brush- 
lug against the table and setting the bottles swaying, and 
gave his friend, his brother-ln*arms, the Inventor of the 
Adros, a powerful hug, then held him away at arm’s 
length, and said, “YoaVe grown yonnger, old chap " 

That evening, In fact. Bererfikov bad atout him a shin- 
ing wuthful ardour He was unable b quench the sparkle 
ofhls greenish eyes, which seemed to have grown brighf- 
er, that Innate smile of bis that came so Irresistibly to 
his face. He recognized the old Ladoshnlkov In that 
exclamation. The latter saw everything without seeming 
to notice things Berezhkov forgot everything else arotma 
him and could not tear his eyes away from Us friend- The 
adoration of bis youth still had a strong hold upon his 
heart With tenderness be discovered new traits In La- 
doshnlkov He seemed to have got rid of his former re- 
serve and sullen shyness. He wooJd rjover have bugged 
Berezhkov before vrith such natural unconstralnt Hi* 
smile, too, was easier and fuller, one might say, “hap- 
pier.” Indeed, this man. this new Lado^nlkov had known 
the joy of creative work, of success 



Gamhln came up He pave Berezhkov a punch In the 
rib* 

"Well, bow do \ou like my lurprljc? 

Then Uidoihnlkov turned to BcfeihVov 

“Rumours reached me In Leningrad that ^'ou utre 
tttming old and sour You don’t look It, though. 

“And 1 dnn t feel U dlher WoVe going out oo a nm 
tomorrow " 

“In the aeroslelgha?" 

’“fou^e guessed it Joining ns?” 

“Is QonsJ^ going too?” 

“Not only Gatuhin, but Shelest hlmscU PracUcxuly Inc 
whole Compass staff wfll be there In a body." 

“Sounds very templing Where arc you going? 
Berezhkov lowered his \olcc — It was hardly Judkdous 
to make a public anruxjnceroenl of loraorrow’s roule^and 
answered. „ 

"The Volga. To vblt the slU of a new engine pIsnL 
Soddenly i shadow crossed Ladoshnlkovs Ic^n i«^ 
For a moment the old sullen look came back IrJto It. At 
any other time Berezhkm would not ha\*e detected that 
Seeling shsdov, but with the qokfcened senses o1 one m 
love, M caught It at once. 

“What'a the matter. Mlkhafl?" 

Alter a moment’s besIlaUon Ladoshnlkov growledr 

"This has been a day of troubles for roa." 

"What’s the matter?" 

“I asked for something In cooneclloo with my work, 
but nothing came of It They reused me." 

"What wu It?" 

“An Important thing 11 concerns the fate of cm* d nV 
maeWnes.^ 

"Which ooe? The LAD-8?" 

LadoshnJkov nodded. Berezhkov did not ask him any 
more questio n s, but quickly slipped his ann tbrouBb his 
and drew him out Into the passage for a private tillf. But 
even there, behind the heap of fur coals and caps— some 
of which were fresh from the frost— they dis£»vered a 
ycamg couple. Their privacy, however, was Iflu- 
sory, for an dderiy mllllory man stood In the passage, 



smoldng a dgarctte. While Berezhkov waj looking round 
for some secluded nook, Iho front-door bell rang ^rply 
Quests had arrived to some other tenants of the flat 
Dammit, you couldn’t have a talk here, with all those ten- 
ants and their guests prowling about the place. An Idea 
struck Berezhkov KSiowing the lay-out of the flat— he 
bad been at the Ganshins’ housewarming— he drew his 
friend out on to the backstairs landing 
The wan light of a wintry moonlit night filtered 
through a small frost-patterned window a little hlrter 
up The two designers, all by themselves at last, went up 
to the landing where the ^ndow was. Ladoahnlkovs 
profile stood out against the faint light as If It were cut 
out of some dark-coloured cardboartC Berezhkov saw his 
bulging forehead, the strong ridge of his brows, the firm, 
cnergenc mouth. Here, on Ihe quiet staircase, Ladoshnl- 
kov briefly told hts friend aboirt what he had called "a 
day of troubles " On arriving that rooming be bad gone 
to A, F Headquarters where be was immediately received 
by Rodionov The latter told blm that the government had 
decided not to buy the Melbach designs, out to bufld a 
plant for manufacraring a powerful aucraft engine of oar 
own design. But there was no sneh engine yet There 
wasn’t even a design Idea for IL ... 

“Who knowsi,'’ l^dosbnOuJv contlnaed, “what's going 
to hMpen to the LAD-8 now Quantity production Is Im- 
posslDle until we have an engine.’’ 

Berezhkov tri^ hard to look sympathetic, but he jiwt 
couldn’t That smile ol his would keep cropping up All 
kinds of weird motors, dim grotesque medleys of various 
engines were passing before his mind’s eye 
He InterrupQudoshntkov wd ^an telling him 
fervidly about whit had taken place that evening In Ro- 

w^Sd— cither death or full steam ahead. Lenin 
wrote that" 

T know 




about the Melbach." 


“A curious 


du«, ours Is. My time's a sad one." 



Toall be singing a gay one ydl TaVe that Irom me. 
Full steam ahead! That's what fiistory dktatea. Do yea 
understand?" _ ,, 

"^ou don’t seem to feel the cold at all, AleieL 
"I don’t Honestly. I don’t” 

"I’m freezing, 1 most say” 

"Then let’s go in. I’m going to amuse the bouse to- 
night ril cheer vou up too" 
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A little later Berezhkov wa* telling the goests tb« 
story of the famous aerosidgh trip 

V^te certain predllccUons and qualities of Bereih- 
kov’s may have been regarded somewhat sceptically lu 
this hoQse, his reputation as a stcuy-leller had always 
stood high. 

'TVe uent out Into the frost after dinner as cheerful as 
can be," he rdited. "We started to crank up, but there 
was nothing doing It’s simply astonlahhig— but erery 
Important Incident in my life has always found a>e In 
sonie acutd) embarrassing sltnalloo.” 

He redted the story tn all Its details with Innate artis- 
try and ardour, as If be were telling it for the first Um^ 
As before, out In the street, he was foyoosly aware of 
having found himself again. The minute hand still bad 
to go all ronnd the dial before the dock struck twelve and 
ushered la the New Year According to custom the first 
glass was to be raised exactly at Tuldnight, but Berezh- 
kov, as often happened with hW, was already Intoxicated 
wllhoot vine. 

He finished hU slory with a few picturesque touches, 
but everyooe wonted to bear more, and begged him to 
go on. 

"Tell us something more." 

Berezhkov needed no urging But what should be tell 
them about? He apt>ealed to Ladoshnikov for a sugges- 
tion. 

“AUkhalll What shall I talk about?” 

Ladoshnikov spread his hands. 



“If you must tell stories, you might as well tell us 
about what was most Important in your life — the most 
important event In your life, I mean ’ 

“The most important? Let me see.” 

Berethkov smiled It struck him that perhaps the most 
Important event of hls life had taken place that very day, 
from the moment he and hls Institute colleagues had been 
summoned before the Air Force ChleL For a moment hls 
face with its balf-chlldlsh. half-mlschlevous smile, its nar- 
rowed twinkling little eyes underwent a sudden transfor- 
mation oddly out of keeping with hls Jocular tone. It took 
on a Queer, absent look. Bui this lasted only a moment 
Then be eiclalmed* 

“I have itl I've recollected an event of colossal Impor- 
tance! But 

He paused Intrigulngly and let hJs eye run round the 
room. 


“Bat you will never guess what it isl My adventures 
fire known to many of you. Try and guess wnat I am go- 
^ to tell you about*’ 

Various guesses were made, bat Bereihkov Invariably 
answered with a brief “na” . , . , 

I'll have a try," Qanshlo sold “Here, let me look Into 
your eyes " 

“By all means.’’ 

Bereihkov readily offered bis face for Inspection. 

“I’ll tell you what It Is,” Ganshin said “It’s anothtr 
adventure of yours la the aeroslclgh.” 

“AUybe. What next?” 

"It’s the story of your water devH — " 

"Thani do, Ganshin! You’!! spoil the whole thing for 
me. How did you — ” 

“Yes, I think you’re on tho right track." 

track?" , , , . . , 

Bereihkov was genuinely puzzled He had Inlcndcd to 
entertain the company with a magnificent laic with an 
fusing ending and had been looking forward to the 
laughter It would be greeted with. Ana >'ct beneath all 
this VOS a hazy undercurrent of thought In ^hich ^ 
kinds of lantasUc lay-outs come and went, roatcrializea 



and mdlcd aua\ uJlhoul anv apparenl bearing on all 
this Ne* Year chatter, these flew Year tales What could 
Ganshin have rt>eant? 

■‘Well, friends ” Bereihkov began, “before the New 
Year comes In s.e slUl ha\e. . " 

The dock hung on the wall In the other room. He 
pulled out his Witch. His story was all set In hla ralnd, 
ready to come off his tongue. Then, all of a sudden his 
hand stood arrested. His car* began to Uncle. He did not 
finish the sentence, did nol look at hi* watch, or. U he did, 
saw nothing but a blank dial The niischies'ous stuUe had 
gone He wanted to shout out, but said quietly Instead. 

'1 m sorrj , but 1 have to go " 

With flaming ears he ran out Into the passage with 
Ganshin at his heels His sister Masha hurried out too. 
“What's the matter? Where are >Tia going?” 

“I'ye found it. Ganshin. l\-e foood III" Berezhkm 
j'elled. 


I^alt a minute, ubere ore you going?" 

J m g>fng home Co dr**>' I’m going to shut myself 

“Hold on! That's not ymur caol" 

"Isn't It? Where's mloe?” 

u .* Ganshin said, dutching his friend 

by the of his coat “Don’t forget you’re driving the 
loraorrow You can’l ki jour people down like 

"Thlnli ol son^ne, {Uiuldn. ’Phone up Sbelejl. tell 
suddenly fallen III or sofuethinc" 

“I think you are UL" * 

“w understand? Let roe goP 
^o. Ja .1 . emhlon o«r the telephone. Ni two cub- 


with UdoslmlliOT'i 

oe^ nunbllng behind him. 

rr^ ™ Masha. We leave that 

craiy idlow to jtjut care. 
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“What wa5 It you were golnft to Icll Ihcm?" I asked 
"And wh*t made >ou rush out?" 

"I wanted to tell thera the story of the water-tank.” 

"What water-tank?" 

"Didn’t I tell you about It?” 

"No" 

"I wonder how It could have slipped my mind Why, It 
was a colossal event In my life." 

And Berezhkov told me the story he had not had a 
chance to tell at Ganahin'e party 

"Ever since that night when we faded to start up the 
aerosleigb enfdne, I had been constantly thinking bow to 
invent some device for quickly warming up an enmne 
under any emergency and In the coldest frost I soon nad 
a chance of realizing that idea There was anAerosleIgh 
Department at the AI)VI. and I began to build a sleigh of 
my own deslra there without dropping any of the other 
numerous fobs I was engand in at me mstiluie. I re- 
member with what delight I drew the beautiful stream- 
lined forms of ft trylag to pull all the ugly jutting parts 
into a Slagle beautifully curved line. Then came the turn 
for my little invention. It was quite a simple thing, which 
had exlst&l at least a btmdrra years b^ore my time, 
namely, a samovar Yes, I decided to mount a samovar 
Into ray sleigh, or rather a water-tank working on the 
principle of the samovar A bundle of firewood, a few dry 
btreh chocks, for which wu can alwaw find room under 
the seat &nd there you nave the maldngs with which to 
boll up water and quickly wann up the en^ne In any 
srwwstonn or Id any snowy deserted field In my draw- 
ing the tank and Its pipes formed a pleasant wavy line 
In the general contour of the sleigh. 

"At fast the aleigh was bulli It passed all tests splen- 
didly A Moscow^aroslavl seroslelgb race was an- 
nounced. Naturally, I was one of the contestants. Mv 
novelty caused quite a sensation at the starting post 
Everyone critically examined ray 'samovared' slel^ 
cracked Jokes at ray expense, and laughingly predicted 
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*J1 kinds of trouble. 1 smiled modestly and slid notbtag 
A little while later 1 was racing In the lead across the 
shining froien incrv-crnst- I came In first In YarosIavL 
After pissing the finish line I made a sharp turn and, 
amid I douoi of snow dust, tooled back to the Hrw where 
fiiey were u siting for the victor I oi)ened the door A 
lovely girl ga\e me a bunch of flowners. No, two bunches. 
She awarded me with the sweetest ol smiles And sud- 
denly ” 


^ this point Berezhkov laughed. 

“For Ganshin's guests," he said, "I would probably 
ha\e drawn out the story and put some gripplngfrlllsfor 
sensational effect Bui 1‘11 give you Ihe effect Intbout the 
the finish, the cacering crowds, the bunch 
of flowers and all the rest of It were still a long way off, 
so me t hin g I taw only In ray fancy as 1 sat at the controls 
of my rushing sleigh. All of a sudden I was almost flung 
^ of my s«t Cradd There was an ominous splinter' 
80 ^ A dUchl I hadn't noUced It But after the JoU 
™ “■'l' • "Usbt low ot 8p«d. fic 

CTglm throbbei smoothly I listed to |t hr shoot a mlo- 
We. No hara done. It seemed. 1 carefully put oo speed 
iM aerosWrt spurted forward, then suddenly soraelhing 
«arW ratUlng and grating against the plating What’s 
The sleigh had run quite smoothly after the jolt 
wnat »uld that be banging there? My heart sank as 1 
guessed what It was and pul on the brakes The sleigh 
“ I tboughU That lov3y 
^ter-lank of i^e had been ripped away by the blow 
d^ed down the sides of the sleigh. With 
^ to unscrew the 

^ 

ftjrHinCTi^ Bereih^ said, raising a significant 

my lift (fWf coiowal event In 

raLSh .*“S‘**^}*y understood what rigidity 

.UoUy hovdoM In X 
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craft engine conalructlon and brought us, his pupils, up 
on that principle. But it was out here In the snowy wast^ 
cursing and fuming, that I first fell that principle. 

"Ever since then, no matter what construction I was 
deslCTlng. I would always say to myself, ‘Berezhkov, re- 
member, that water-tank was not rirfdly constructed ’ I 
secretly believed there wasn’t another designer in the 
uorld who had had the principle of rigidity brought home 
to him with such force as I bad had For >our benefit I 
suppose I ought to explain that what ue mean by ri^d 
construction and stiffening Is when all parts of an engine 
are absoluteij shock-proof, as if cast In a single pleca 
Don't forget, an Internal combustion engine is constantly 
subject to heavy stresses from shock loads and explosions 
In the cylinders It Is a simple thing to increase fte force 
of these explosions, but that would mean shaking the 
construction loose. The various parts of It would crack 
up and fall away under a shoex, like ray water-taok 
did 

"The American Wright en^e had achieved the then 
hlrtest degree of rigidity In the cylinder bank, that Is, as 
I nave already told you. a single casting containing the 
cylinders No uxmder that Wright haunted me when 1 
came away from the confererce at the A. F Headquarters 
with Ganshin on New Year’s Eve. 

“Afterwards, when I was entertaining Ganshin's 
guests with stories and decided to give a comic sketch of 
die water-tank incident, the new construction burst upon 
my mind I saw a way of greatly increasing the rigidity 
of the whole engine and Just the cylinder bank, that 
Is, I saw at last, as in a flash of lightning, the construc- 
tion of the world's most powerful engine, which existed 
yet nowhere outside my Imagination- 

"I dashed out Into the passage like a madman. I forgot 
ail about the New Year and Oie next day's sleigh run, 
and strode home through Moscow, blind to all the world, 
with one Idea hammering In my brain and my hand itch- 
ing for pencil and drawing paper 

"So there you are, my mend See what things some- 
times happen on New Year’s Eve?” 

23-3100- J5J 
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For three da>s round the clock Bcrcifikov iwt lodoors, 
sedne no one, arts'* enng no telephone calls and sustam 
ing life mainly b) strong coffee the uhile he drew bU 
design In '.anous sections and \k*us on latg? sheeb ot 
drawing paper the siic ol his *hole desk. 

Sometimes, ttithout undressing, Iw ft wild dote off for 
two or throe boars on the sofa but even then designs, 
craalJv distorted aJIemaUng uitb amjilngly clear oiks, 
ftould float rnaddeningl) before fiis eyes. 

On the morning of January the fourth, after an absence 
of three days, he arrived at the office In a loir) The lor* 
ry drove up fo the main entrance of tlie fnsfllute in the 
t^y stood Berezhkov, carefuliv supporting two light 
plywood shidds neatly urappeJ together in newspapers 
and tied with string lie had iwt forgotten, in hU creative 
throes, to tell fUs sister to gel (he shields made and now 
his designs were lacked to them for demonsuatlon Be- 
reahkov a]%ass lILed to finish off his thlogs with metlcu 
lous care and exhibit Uum with brlDlani effect 
Haggard, with the vellow sbadoas ot luiigue on bb 
face, ^kb not even the frost had pem able to chaso 
away insensible alike to (he frost and fallgae, but, on the 
contrary, strung to a high pilch of cidlcnwni, Berezhkov, 
clad In a short fur coal and cap and felt high boots, 
sprang down llghlly off the lorry, carefully took the 
shidds doft-n. and ^d the driver 
dost then a group of fj/j colleagues came towards the 
entrance, atnoog them Professor Nkland, the chief of the 
InitJtate’i Calculating Bureau— a rather difficult man, 
who ever since the nut-boll mddent years ago had been 
unable to ovenaome hrs dislike for Berezhkov 
•Good morning, Professor,* Berezhkov cried. “Happy 
New Year!* 

“Good morning Feeling better? I'd bution up that col- 
lar ff I *ere you. The ffn gives such nasty complkations 
TWft’adaya. You’d better be careful '■ He glanced at Be- 
rezhkovs queer burden. “What’s thil?” 

“Win ytm please hold the door open." Berezhkov said. 
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Nleland obllgingh’ opened the door and let Berezhkov 
in first They made for the cloak-room barrier 
‘‘What Is it you have theie?" Nleland repeated 
"A modest work of mine," Berezhkov answered myste- 
riously "You’ll hear about It today" 

"I don’t understand Weren’t you 111 these last few 
days?' 

feen ihkov was in a mischievous mood. He leaned over 
to Nleland and whispered confidentially Into his ear, 
“New Year hang-over *’ 

"What, four days?" 

“Yes. Only came round this rooming " 

"Are wu quite sure^u did?" 

Beretnkov was unable (o cope with the expanding grin, 
but only NIeland’s back was there (o receive it 
Berezhkov carried hJs awkward burden upstairs, where 
the director’s office and the main drawing room were 
situated On the landing he saw a notice with a large 
beading’ "Attentlonl" Most of the staff walked past It 
without stopping to read (t. evidently they had done 
so yesterday or the day before, ^rahkov leaned fats 
drawings against the wall and began to read it 11 
was a staffing order signed by Shelest Berezhkov ran 
through ft, and recognized words which he and the other 
designers had heard from Rodionov on New Year‘s 
Eve. 

The order spoke about the problems of Industriallxa- 
tion, and the great transformation of Uie whole country, 
about the unparalleled rate of development that was re- 
quired la order to overtake and surpass the capitalist 
countries In technical equipment The passage from 
Lenin, which had recently made such a profound Impres- 
sion on Berezhkov, was quoted too "Perish or drive full 
steam ahead" Although It was not new to hlra, it stirred 
him once again. 

Then followed a paragraph dealing with aviation 
"Our country," Berezhkov read, ‘’needs a big and power- 
ful Air Fleet We, the staB of the ADVl. have ix>w re- 
ceived from the government an assignment of historical 
significance, to cl^gn an aircraft engine of 800-^50 h.p 

us 
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that l5, tn engine (hat will beat the beat foreign modela 
in po»er and performance” 
wrezhXov glanced at his shields, and wanted lo emilc, 
but his Ups suddenh qunered The nervous tension of the 
last three da\5 caused by o\erwork and lack of sleep was 
now telling He lightened his Jews Facing that sheet of 
paper on the wall. Bererhkov realised anew, as 11 were, 
\he Importance of what 1 * had dorve 
The order corKluded wHh the announccraent tJiah in 
\ lew of (be special Importance and urgcnc>’ of the assiim* 
mefit a t\ork Super\l?or> Commission was formed under 
Shelest s ctuilnnanshlp The other members of the com- 
mission included academicians and professors, Nielond 
among them. Berethko\ did not find his own name In the 
list— be was merely one ol the Institute i senior design- 
ers and had no academic irtle at Uiot time- The first mw 
Ing to discuss the basic prlrKlpIes of the project wos fiicd 
for the following weeJe. It wos announced that after the 
report the mcetlog would be thrown open lor a wide dls- 
cosstoQ to which all staff members were Invited At this 
Berezhkov smiled and wtn^ so tv's at the honorific 
HsL 
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Someone came up noiselessly from behind and put his 
arm round Berezhkov Ho turned and mw Sbelest 

“What was the matter with you?" hla chief asl^ 
kJodJy *^ou don’t look well Hadn’t jou better stay in 
bed another day or two?" 

"No, think you." 

"There, I kriew you’d be offended with ra©,” 

“Why?" 

"My dear boy, don’t be dlplcanallc You read that order, 
of course.” 

"I did." 

“Don't be offended The oomralsilon, as you see, ha* 
been made up excholvely of academklao* and proleisora- 



ft has to (w an authoritative body for the sate of the out- 
side world But here, inside, I count chiefly on \ou I want 
TOU to take an actl\e part In this work from the very 
bejflnnlnff After a time — I give you my word for It— we 
shall formally make you a member of the ctJmmlsslon So 
please don't sulk. Prepare your points and Ideas for the 
meeting" 

"I have run out of Ideas, Professor " 

‘There, you are offended after all " 

“I’m rrot I had some Ideas four days ago, when I 
think I grasped the kind of construction jt3u'd want to 
take as a basis." 

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about IhaL Don't >t>u think 
that our future lay-out should — come Into mv room, we’ll 
talk It o\er— that our lay-out should be based on the 
Wright?" 

"It’s been done already, Professor" 

“What’s been done?" 

“I’ve brought my design ’’ 

Shelttt looked closely Into Bereihkov’s greenish eyes 

''^Vhat design?" he said. "That of a high-powered en- 
gine?" 

■Tes" 

“Then where Is It?" 

"Here It Isl" Bereihkov said, giving the plywood q 
flick. 

'Then why don’t >’OU show It?" 

"I’m lust dying to I’d like them all to see It, If you 
don’t mind." 

“And what if they tear It to pieces?" 

'Tm prepared to fight for It” 

“All right Come Info the ball Ve’U have a look at it 
do some crltlclilng’’ 

Berezhkov entered the drawlmf room with ids plywood 
shee^ follor'r'ed by Shelest The director stood In the 
doorway, leaning against the doorpoat with his hands 
In bjs pocket^ oufwardiy calm. 
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Berezliko\'’8 appearnnce in the main drawing ball of ^ 
Initltule with two plywood sheets which he had brought 
down io a lorr> is still a legend within the wall* of the 
ADVl , 

He was so excited that he fumbled about with the 
siring, unable to untie II or tear It One of the deslmera 
sitting close b> handed hhn a penknife. The cut string 
fell away As for the newspaper wrappings, Bereihkov 
simply tore them off Various designs of forelgn-raade en- 
gines, which were then being studied and investigated at 
the Institute, hung on the walls Without more ado, Be- 
reihkov hung his ooards up for general survey over tw^ 
such designs. Sheets of drawing paper were tacked to 
them showing a design In longlludlnel and lateral sec- 
tion*. The beading read "Eight-hundred H.P Aircraft 
Engine. Line Lay-out by Designer A. Bereahkdv” 

He looked round to find that exerv'one had dropped hh 
work, Berezhkor'a silent impetuosity bad attracled all 
eiTis. two or three designers bod left ihdr desk* and 
come op to look at the drawings In a distant comer Be- 
ruhkov saw Nteland. hb lace flushed with annoyance. 
The latter got op and strode over to Shelest 
"^VhaL what's the meaning of this?" he got out with 
difficulty 

“It's the design of a super-powered engine, as far a* I 
can Judge," Shelest answered 

“But 1 thought the commlstloo was going to work that 
ouL On what ground* doe* he do It?" 

“Would vou believe It." Berezhkov said, “his indigna- 
tion was to grent that he couldn’t pronounce ray name. My 
action struck him u being a sort of mean ana underhand 
trick, >tm know They had only Juat forroed a commis- 
sion, mapped out a plan of action, drafted agendu for 
the meeting*, at whki aerlous reports were to be made 
and scrioui discussions held about the basic principle* of 
tbe project, and here, all of a sudden, up Jumps this Jack- 
in-the-box of a Berezhkov, who Isn't even a member of 
the commission, and hangs bis designs up on the wall 
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Scandalous! Who gave him the rlett? It was a scene. I 
tel! yoiT 

Bereihkov acted the parts with humour and skill— 
himself demure and meek as a lamb. Shelest, now sitting 
on a stool it someone’s desk, one teg crossed over the 
other, gazing at the drawings. NJcIand, a picture of in- 
dignation, shouting, ■‘Dlsorganliatlon! ComralsslonI Com- 
mlssionl” 

“A humorous twinkle came into Shelest’s ej'e," 
Berezhkov added “He told Nieland. ‘Can't be helped, my 
dear man Act of God. We're obliged to reckon with 
this sort of er naiural phenomenon However, let 
us examine this design. What Is >’our opinion of It, Nle- 
land?’ " 




After Shelest had. with his aistomary lad, somewhat 
padfied NIeland, they both turned their attention to my 
design. Bereahkov continued I was eager to hear their 
wdict NIeland drilled my lay-out with an inquisitorial 
eye. Let him find a single vulnerable point In It if be 
cooldl I stood with my back to the drawings, but I had a 
clear mental vision of them. I looked at them with tho 
eyes of NIeland. took fresh slock of the khlng, as 11 were, 
went over every detail of IL No, it was absolutely water- 
tight, unassailable The conception as a whole and every 
separate solution were based on the achievements of 
world engirreerlng. and were a refinement of existing 
forms of proved merit Schooled by Shelest, I had not 
departed a single step anywhere from his precepts. 

^What do you say?** Shelest repeated. "AVhat’s >T3ur 
opinion, NIeland?” 

“So, so.” NIeland muttered at length. 

So. sol Hurrahl So he bad nothing to pick at But he 
added acidly 

“Nothing here which we haven’t seen already In the 


Wright" 

“I beg j^our pardon," I sold humbly, “but >'ou are mis- 
taken Where have >ou seen a Wright cni^ne of eight 
hundred horse-power?" 


45* 



Nicland NTXKhsafed no answer 

The Wriifht designer,” I said, “didn’t reallie the latent 
poisibiiilies of fUs oftn engine ttTiat I did vas lo devel- 
op them. Tluit'? all 

For the purpo^ of jour book, BereihJvOv uenl on, I'd 
like to clarih one or t^io points of a professional nature 
'ij spenolh as vtm kno» is general laj-ouL I ha\‘e a 
natural aptitude for visualizing an engine as a whole, 
for maldnc the preliminary design of a thing Not ev’ery 
profes'-lonal designer possesses that facultj’ In modem 
draumg offices — motor-car engineering, say — >"00 uill 
have 3 man uho specializes In back axles ^e vvorks on 
this one detail of the motor car for jears and refines U 
from model to modoL Then voo wll have valve special- 
ists, gear-box specialists, and so on. As for me, I alwojt 
had a hankering for general laj-ouL the general coocep- 
lion of the thing 

At the same time [ saw nothing repreliensible in using 
elements from existing engine* ^hlch 1 fell lo have a 
future, and bringing out their progressive tendencj' In ray 
design os I saw IL The dream project as jou know, had 
ale-aj-s attracted me but I cnuid. wh^ I had to, tolwc o 
eommon-sense practical sieu of thing* On this occasion, 
too, my new lay-out contained no fantastic or new- 
fangled ideas .'Iv schooling elth Sbeleat had trained mv 
mind to reason thus You've got to begin tomemiiCTel 
Our country does not vet have a single aircraft engine 
of It* own manufacture. That reeaiis we“ve got to learn 
from the forelgnen Or. pulling it more crudely, pass 
through the imitative stage of creative englrvcerlng I 
underitood that such a conception Imposed a check and 
restriction on the ImaglnaUon. but I aJxepled the situa- 
tion with open ejes Bal then. If any aitki, designer or 
production nun, arjmcd that wich a thing eoaldn't be en- 
gineered or wouldnv work. 1 could turn round and tell 
him but hero s the prototype. It ha* stood the test of 
practice, it works. 

As you will see further, this conception did not help us 
cither; ue again felted to achtev-e a working engine, 
suffered arxjthcr cruel defeat 



But at that time. In the drawlnff room of the Institute, 
I bad unbounded faith in my design. 
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At that time, in the drawing room of the Institute, 
Berezhkov fully believed In his project 
Everyone had come up to look at the drawings. The 
lay-out was criticized Berezhkov parried the attacks In 
disputes of this kind he always resort^ to pencil and 
paper, expressed hla ideas in drawings and sketches 
which he dashed off as he went along Now, too, l>e felt 
Impelled to draw, and was about to step towards the. 
blackboard, when Shelest said 
“Here, you youngsters, drag the thing over hero ” 
Several j^oung engineers rushed over to the blackboard 
and moved It up In the twinkling of an eye Wth a 
duster in one band and a slick of chalk In the other, 
Berezhkov defended his work, now and then making 
witty thrusts at his opporwnU to which Uw hall respond- 
ed ^th laughter and a hum of approval He qulckl> 
threw off his chatk-smeared jacket and rolled up the 
sleeves of hla light-blue shirt 
Shelest sat on a high stool at orw of (he drawing desks, 
following tiw free and rather disorderly dispute uilh ob- 
vious pleasure. All these men were his pupils, graduales 
of his school. wIk) had adopted his s>’slcm of scientlfk’ 
and technical thinking How quickly that scamp had 
grasped and concretized the Ideas that had l)een stirring 
In his own mindl How fervently that limning darrdv with 
the chalk-smcared face was defending the motto, »hlch 
Sbelcsl had been dinning Into them all, dav In day out, 
year after year "Nothing fantastic. If vou want to create 
anything” 

At the height of the dispute someone suddenly startc.l 
banging on the side door This door led bv a short cut to 
the Institute’s workshops ond testing station. It was 
usually kept locked In order not to have people walk 
the drawing room. The banging, evidently tlu* 



*T3rt( oT more thin one pair of fisti, was so encrsfctlc, that 
e\mnr»e In the riwiB looked round 
“\\ Imd • tlierc^” 

It turned niit In ho cmduallnfr students spcciallilntr In 
aircraft encnnes »ho »ere taklnji i course of practical 
stitdles at tho ^^\’l On heannc that (he doslcrn of an 
elfiht hundrerl tmrv poucr engine had been huntf up In 
tt^ main holl and that a spontaneous dispute had iprunt; 
up there thrs’ s^-ere caerr to lake part In the procredlnpi. 

"^ou can’t come In'” Nloland borked. "TTiJs door 
doe^n t open ” 

'That was Mrlond nil osTf” Bererhkov remarked, 
“(he (rue Nieiarwl pednnllsm' *1111% door doesn't open" 
But <he stud'-nts out their shoulders to it and — can you 
irmcfine^ — brok'e It down” 

B<re?hkov hod dropped Into hU usual style of narra- 
tUe, usinc pet phrise* and ResUcuInllnjr. with flashlni; 
cs-es oj If he eould see the vast surginR crowd that was 
flijhtlnp to v< his drawtnffs- 
“B^cikp It dour’” f auerlcd 

“WpII let’s put (t this wav " be Ndelded readily ‘The 
dofff flew onen with a banff TV students burst Into the 
hall and flrs| anywiff Iheni was Nikitin that Andrei Niki- 
tin who has already made brief aopearincos In this story, 
Tww with 0 mllltarv Papakha on his head, now In scarlet 
football shirt and shorts al the Zadneorowe stadium. For 
the moment I reraeraber I was surprised Surely this soHd- 
Iookli 4 j dlffnlfied man had not put his broad shoulder to 
that door too? Anwng Ihc Bate<xa*hcri I also saw Fyo- 
dor ” 

“FvTxlor’ Who’s lhal? You don’t mean Nedolya?” 
"Thit's the one' You probably remember how bo dls- 
owmed me durlnc my flour-mill escaoadei’ After that we 
met aRain But let me get my breath. I’ll tell you all 
about it presently" 
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After eoolinff towards hli former Idol towards Bereah- 
kov Ihe flour-miller, Nedolya bad travelled a road which 
thousands of bla coe\'aU bad followed. He worked as a 



fitter at a big plant, studied for two years In evening 
classes, then entered the preparatory department of the 
Moscow School of Engineering, which was then flooded 
by a wave of workers. 

One day Berezhkov ran Into him In the street F>odor 
was now a student of the Mechanical Department, and 
Berezhkov was rw longer proprietor of a rail! nor a va- 
grant Inventor and free lance, but a member of the staS of 
an aircraft-engine research Instftute, senfor design engi- 
neer Berezhkov Immediately recognized his old friend’s 
lank ungainly figure In place of the greenish puttees, 
which he had not discarded for years, he now wore cfril- 
lan trousers. The friends spent the evening together 
Berezhkov let his imagination run wild again and spoke 
about the tremendous thing he was going to create But 
two more years passed end he creat^ nothing, nothing 
that was workable 

In bis last year Nedolya, with a group of other grad- 
uating students, was sent to the ADVI for a course of 
practical studies. He held aloof from Berezhkov with the 
modesty of a mere student towards a master, but when 
they chanced to meet Berezhkov always felt upon himself 
his eager expectant look, as If be were trying to 
guess whether this man, the Idol of his >’outh, would real- 
ly create something wonderful or not Was It worth his 
while walling? 

And now, when Nedolya burst Into the mam hall of the 
Institute with his fellow-students the first thing he saw 
was Berezhkov standing there flushed with battle. Jacket- 
less, the sleeves of his blue shirt rolled bock belligerently, 
his ezdted face, turned towards the hall, smeared with 
chalki be read the Inscription on the drawing "Line Lay- 
out by Designer A. Berezhkov" and hts own face sudden- 
ly flushed, was this, at long last, the minute be had been 
looking forward to for so long, was this the tremendous 
thing Berezhkov had at lust created? 

Nedolya stood cran ng his neck at the back of the 
crowd, but Berezhkov InsTaotly noticed his fair head and 
shining eyes. 



“Comradcsr Bcrtrhkov sold. In all Uial hall icclnff 
dliilnclly only Ktdolyo » eyes. “Ownradcs, Uils Is not jet 
It with a capital I " 

He pointed to (he draminffS ulth o hand wiilch still 
lield the duster, and dmppinc llie thread ol Ills argument 
tor 0 moment he turned to the students. 

“I shall Irv to qne you an objcctlsc description of this 
construction mv \ounfi fnmds. ^ou know that an engine 
of swell povk-cr has rvot \el been created anywhere On the 
other hand this u-tirk cnnlolr^s no nev? nr orifflnol Ideas 
We must be absolutely frank about It we ha\e nothlnfj 
to conceal because He shook the duster in his 
clenched fist and repeated a phrase which lie had ullcrcd 
stars aRo lor the benefit of on American visitor at tha 
Hotel National, "Walt llU we get golngt" 

He looked anriousiv at N'cdofya to sec whether tlw 
admiration shining In his eyes would give place lo dlsap* 
polntinent Dut U dldn t The hall was hushed The young 
pconle were hanginc on Bererhkm’s lips 
“What do we need for that?" he proceeded, “t repeat 
your commandment again. Proleisor Shelest, *To 'land 
on the ground of wxitld espeilcnce with both («i-* That 
comrades, is the tradltkm of this Institute But " Be- 
rezhkov looked round at the wdilte smooth walls hung 
with drawings and smiled “Bui wllh v'our permiMlcxi, 
Professor. I would h«\e a tnoUo hewed out on this will ” 
“What motto?" 

“Faiterl Failerl Faslcrl" 

“You're leltlng yoomeU be carried iway, my dear boy," 
Shelest said gently 

“Fistcr and bettert” soroeon© ihouted oat 
“That’s rlghtl” Berezhkov said quickly “And I assert 
that there la nothing better In world engineering today 
than these Ideas which I have taken and developed ^ my 
lay-out I am ready to prov© It on all points,” 

And the dlscossion went on. 

It was beginning to grow dark when Shelest, who had 
t>cen following the dispute with Ihely Interest, exclaimed 
at last, do. lhat’U do!" 

Ho took the drawings down from the wall himself 



"Let me have them, Professor," Berexhkov said 
Shelest smiled 

"Oh, no, Berezhkov Findings keepings We are going 
to defend this on the commission together And we’u call 

It 50 " 

Shelest lifted one of tJie plywood sheets, laid It conven- 
iently on a droving desk, and made a pencil correction 
In the heading It now read "ADVl-SOO Lay-out by 
Designer A. Berezhkov " 

The commission, at Its very first meeting, decided to 
adopt Berezhkov’s lay-out 
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But the commission did not Uve long 

I was In the throes of creation again, Berezhkov 
continued My lay-out had been aa^ted. and the thing 
now was to work It out in detail The commission met 
almost every dov I’d come in the morning with some 
sketches — a blocK or a diagram, others came along with 
Ideas and suggestions of (heir own. We’d start arguing 
The calculators had their own views I'd stand there 
drawing, Nleland would raise objections. Opinion of the 
commission was divided Ever>one was at loggerheads. 
With all pulling different ways there uas no real team 
work. 

Shelest tried to patch up our quarrels without offend- 
ing anybody One day I bad It out with him and did not 
mince matters either The situation was intoIerableJ If he 
didn’t do something about It, we’d be mucJdng about for 
another year without getting anywhere. 

By this time nearly everyone at the Institute had real- 
ized that you couldn’t do any projecting without a head 
designer, that you couldn’t have meetings of the commis- 
sion over every trifling thing. Yhls was when a great 
event took place In my life. Shelest announced that the 
design and calculating office was to be split up into two 
departments. Nleland was to have charge of the calculat- 
ing department, while 1 was appoint^ to the post of 
Head Designer of the ADVI 


xs 



This u as beginning ct another period of seriottt 
groalh for me. 

We ncFU come to a \er> fnteresUng contradlcUon In the 
creathe life of a designer On the one hand, as >ou wlU 
ha\e gleaned fn m m. slor>. ue have the purely personaU 
sbcerfy fnd.\ dual and. if vou hLe, inliraale process of 
creative etlort uilh its pocllc inspiration, on the other, 
the pro^e of the drauing roont vvlUi ils dozens of deslA 
Its aiscipl ne. efficient rout ne, and the techniOTC of mod- 
em des gning ^ou have (o d,slr.bute Ibe tosks. see that 
evtrvure is pulling his ftcfght, give dnection to the worl 
and ensure harmc^ous un ty 

I came to understand marry thtags I had not fully ap- 
preciated before I realized of ahat tremendous Importance 
for the development of technics 'v** die psjchologj' of the 
people »bo ace aeflting livse technics. Now, uhen 
something happens to an mi/me of m rve. uhen there Is 
imeipected trouble uilh it, I do not content myself with 
a tei^narsi anihsls but In to probe the depths of 
hurnsn psvchologv and wek ibe cause there. A modern 
des gner i» nol onK a mechanic or a naturalist aho must 
be constantiv learning from Nature, but an ornnizer 
and leader as a ell He util achieve nothing gre^t In hit 
oan field unless he learns to understand the human be- 
ing— creatron s masterpiece— bts mental structure, his 
mind. A rrvxlern designer Is t> politician, a philosopher, 
and a psychologist mho must understand the thoughts, 
the tmpufses. inclinations and capab litJes of the people 
ubo are working uoder bun. because It Is only aith thdr 
cooperation and ulUmalely »Uh their bands that aU 
projects and mechanisms are created. 

I remember those dayv II »as more than growth to 
me, U uas soaring flight. A nr», hitherto unknoum uxarld 
uas opened up to me. I had to think of every person, gel 
to knos. him anew as H were, give him an Interesting, 
absorbing Usk, lead him. I realized then, perhaps for the 
first tune. '*hat a jov It Is for a designer to uork In the 
Soviet UnInn and enjoy the support of the aonderfol, 
enthnsSasUc youth, the new generatkra of engineers fos- 





Icrwi by tb^ Rc\oIullon. who were Imbued wllh Ihc Ideas 
and romatitfc spliii of iha Ume*. I hadn't fully apprcclat- 
td before whai on Important role Ihouglil patterns and 
lodal idca-i pla>ud m mens p:.j-dioloffy and m our 
designing busmtbs 

Yon can imagme how enthusiastic I was oi,cr my xvork 
v^hrn I tell >« u that ot odd moments I also managed to 
dcbitrn the tractor engine uliidi Ganshin had offered me 
to do. In ray former depressed slate of raind J had not 
been able to squeeze a sfngic useful idea out of myself 
fn Uuil direction, hard though i tried, and now the thing 
burst upon my mind all complete with the effect of a 
revelation I don't e\'en remember when J did the draw- 
ing I only know that f did It and handed It In. 

At the Inslilute uc sal day and night— the whole young 
staff— making thousands of detoll drawings, or, as we 
called it, ’'pitching into" Uic ADVI-^ project Faster, 
faster— was our motto It became known that A, F Head- 
quarters was calling a conference to discuss the question 
M a high powered engine, and we decided to come to 
that conference with a ^hhed, poilshed project worked 
oui in minute detail and astontsli Ihcra all 

In the drawing room, where I bod now become the 
bandmsjtcf. we w-orked at nights and song 1 remem- 
bered having got a tremendous klcl out of titosc singing 
designers at toe Zadneprovye Works when I Drst heard 
Ihern, and we liad adopted ihc same custorm A favourite 
tune writli us was the Song of the Rich Guest from 
Sad^ 

Yes. those were wonderful limes! The first pyaiUeikal 
We were on the locomotive of Tirael Full steam aheadi 


Bcrcihkov then went on to speak about the aircraft- 
engine conference that was convened In the spring of 
1929 He started o3 with one of his pet exclamations. 

It was terrlficl In the brief space of three or four 
months as many as forty projects of what we then called 



a high poucicd engine ■uere brought lorth- It was an 
amating thing— no sooner did the call for such an engine 
go out than live. So\tct desitpiers, viho had met with so 
man> falluic* jiid did not )ct haw a single aircraft- 
engine plant In the country that came up to the modem 
le\ch responded eagerly to a man. as though It uas ^hal 
ue had liccn uallmg for ail the tinte. 

\ poucitul So\ict engine, a pottxrtul aviation, a power- 
ful cuuntrv -those uere the Ideas that sustained us. 
that filled the very air »c breathed A flood of projects 
came sccmingl) out of nowhere Apart from several draw- 
ing offices which had been directly commissioned to deal 
with Uic problem of a hl^^ powered cng.nc, drafts were 
also submitted by various other offices ond individual 
designeTS- Gnbtov. an engineer from Ihe Kolomna Works, 
submitted the design of a slor-shapcd engine udlbout a 
crankshifL Panteleimon Gusln— good old Goosy. the 
ocrosleigh Imentor and molor-cvcle charaploo— came 
along with a design of his own. Lukin, an engineer of the 
ADYl and an cttremely modest man. sprang a mine on 
e\cr>-wie b> laying down on the table one line day the 
pro]cct of a high powered oil eng'ne. Atokeyev, velcran 
Russuin aircraft-engine designer, who had w-orked on 
engines for the hcav^ “Ilya Muromets” flying machines 
at the Russo-EalUc Works as far back as lUlfi. turned 
up in the Ukraine. Designs were subrallted by AtlkuUn, 
by Brllhng, by Sbsetso'v 

The Engineering Commission of the <V F Headquar 
ters was unable to cope with this flood of projects In the 
ordinary course of work. Which of them uere to be en- 
gineered? Which were to bo rejected? How were they 
to be sorted out. the good sifted from the bad? No one 
saw his way clear In these questions, because engine 
building, sUictly speskinE. was In lU infancy with us 
and we were Uviog through days of creatlor. That was 
when It was decided to call the corJerence on the ques- 
tkxi of the high-pwwered engine. 

/\nJ so yoa fljwl us assembled In the hall of the En- 
gineering Commission In Varvarka— about a hundred 



men In aJl, Including the designers 0 / the different proj- 
ects 

I particularly remember Rodionov at that conference, 
and was struck again by that combination of a dry busi- 
ness-like manner with daring Imagination In a short 
opening speech he outlined the aims of the conference— 
which was to discuss the projects and choose the best— 
and wound up with, “We here are giving battle. Giving 
battle to the capitalist world for engine performance. The 
future of our country Is now being decioed in battles like 
this/' I felt a surge of deep emotion when that lean man 
in the blue military tunic, erect and trim as ever, uttered 
the word “battle " 

There were no more speeches of exhortation or 
greeting The conference at once got down to brass 
tacks 

It was a regular massacre, I tell youl— Berexhkn' ex- 
claimed gaily The drawings of the various engines were 
bung up in the ball and each designer made a report 
about his thing, and then the designers of the other 
pfj^ecta fell upon it and tore It to pieces 

Our Institute was represented at the conference by the 
ADVI-800 project The sectional drawings were done to 
full sUe down to the minutest detail ^me assemblies, 
moreo\er, were depicted on separate sheets with dimen- 
sions gh’en to wllnln a tenth of a millimetre. Alongside 
these we hung up the table of catculalloas. Everjdhing 
was done with a thoroughness and finish calculated to 
sustain the reputation of our Institute as an advonced 
designing organiiatlon, and Id comparison with most 
of the oUier projects we succeeded be>‘ond all question 
in displaying a higher class of wxirk. 

Our draft w’as Introduced by Professor Shelest, whose 
prestige slo^ high with 0 %^^© In the hall The concep- 
tion of our thing was perfectly clear It was based funda- 
mentally on the block-cast Mwtem of the fh-e hundred 
horse-power Wright engine. Our modifications were these 
wo bod provided for still greater rigidity by such and 
such means, and we had altered the dimensions which 
enabled us to sharply Increase the power factor Mere 
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uere our corntructive solutions, here uerc our oUcula- 
Uoas 

Backed by Rodionov, ridiculed at the conleience 
that bannful class of balf-cock Inventors who went by 
the name oi 'Wh zproplsts” 

What? Never heard of it? Then 1 must tell )-ou the story 
of Its origin A speaker at the conference set that eipres- 
sloa going His «ias a very witty speech. One of the gags 
he told the conference was this. One day ati Inventor 
came to see hrra at the military InstJluboo where he 
worked 

“I Mj, comrade, may I tell >TJa a state secret?" 

“Of course That’s what I’m here for " 

The inventor Itaived over and whispered ovysUriously 
“No more gas attacks." 

“That’s Interesting Why not?" 

"Because I've Invented a whUpir^ device that repels 
them." 

Tbe Inventor produced a drawing Imagine a machine' 
gun with a traveiilng adapter set over the muisle packed 
mil of bnv propellers. When the enemy starts a gas attack. 
>'ou start dnog j-our machlne'gun. which la so arranged 
that a propelW attaches itself to the tip of every buuet 
as It shoou out, and starts revolving in the air, thus 
raising a wind which drives the gas back on the enemy 
The Inventor was asked 
“Why do )'ou call it a whliprop?” 

To w^kh he answered 

“Ver>’ simple. Tbe bullet oWaxes out with a prop on it” 
Tbe conference roared with laughter 
I came down on whliproplsm like a ton of bricks. And 
shall 1 tell jou why? B^use I was predisposed towards 
It mwlL I alwav-s had the dream prolect on the brain, 
was lor ever sighing after tbe ultra-fantastic. Luckily, my 
ways In engineering were not dark and crazy 1 had the 
good fortune when still a child to come Into contact with 
Zhukovsky My meetings with Ladoshnikov were of great 
Importance loo Tbe Innoence of my friend Ganshin, and 
afterwards my rigorous training at Shelest’s Institute also 
plajed a tIUI part It all tended to discipline me. 



You «e uliat a peculiar position I was placed in Here 
an ln\cntor and a dreamer tliundcnn^ , ;^3inst In- 
Ncntlonlsm, a Russian dtsigner, wlio haiikeiul to chol 
Icngc all the uorld’s dcsipncr^ demanding bu' une 
thing — that for Uic Utne being we should follu'i u\ Iheh 
steps To borrow all that uas best (n uorld engineering 
experience and to start building up only fiom tiiat ground 
uork — such was our position at the conference, sucfi 
was the meaning of Iht ADVI 600 design 
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\Vhl 2 pr 0 plsm became quite a catchword at Ifte confer- 
ence, lierezhkov went on But sometimes it tv as used in 
0 way that put my back up 

I remember NoviUky taking the floor Several >ears had 
passed since I bad had that brush uiln him In Rodionov's 
presence when the ADVl-IOO des.gn was under discus- 
sion He was no longer dilef of the Engine Section of the 
Engineering Commission, but director of AlotorsUoi, one 
of the pymleOia’i biggest construction projects on the 
Volga He still wore a scml military suit— a cloth tunic 
and soft leather htgh-bools— but hts tread was notice- 
ably heavier A man In charge of 0 real big Job, be gave 
me the Impression of feeling somehow more grown-up as 
compared to us designers, who bad come here with their 
projects, their ideas, and dreams He listened to our 
vehement disputes with a half-amused tolerant smile, 
which, when U left his Ups. sUU 1 ngered in h;s keen 
brouTi eyes He had been called up from the building site 
to tell the conference whot progress construction was 
making there and what the prospects were. Things were 
being done on a truly tremendous scale Even during 
this -first year of construction the plant was costing as 
much as half 0 mlll'on rubles a day Could anyone nave 
dreamt of such wonder-work In oid Russia? we listened 
to htm with baled breath. 

"Well, wbat engine are we going to turn out there?” 
Novitsky said 



He looked at the aialls, which Tvere bung »lth dn^inga, 
and 1 caught amm the shrewd amused smile that lurked 
m his narrow ea ejes 

'Perhaps the safest thing.” he continued, “urtiuld be 
to start unth the production of a tried and tested foreign 
model, which could afterwards be replaced by one of our 
owTi design e\'oI\ed at the plant itself An3, of course, 
no whLzpropism*” 

1 winced at that, I must say To think that after Rodion- 
ov’s “gi\lng battle to the capllallsl world for engine per- 
lormanie' we would hear this statement about starting 
with a foreign model from the director of Motorstrol, that 
self assured man who stood so firmly on his feetl Did he 
consider our projects, e\ery one of the projects we had 
submitted that day, just child’s plav, whiipropisra? 
No. It couldn’t bel There was something wrong about It 
ail 

That tag. by the way, was sorpelhlng that engineer 
Lubarsky also sdzed upon. He had been rejuned from 
the ZadneprosTe Works— ''knee’d out” to use a phrase 
of Pyotr NUdtin's. If you remember— and transferred to 
the office stall of the AvHalloo Trust He stepped on to 
the platform vtlh the same old lordly air and well- 
groomed little beard and e^pressei without a trace of 
irony, his gratitude for the coining of a new term, for 
wh^^ be a\-erred, philosophy and science were much the 
richer I felt that c\-erylbmK Russian, e\erythlng Soviet, 
was Just whUproplsm to bun 
He attacked the project submitted by the Zadneprovye 
Works with scathing sarcasm. 

We cannot pass Uilf project over In alienee here. 


This project was submlUcd jointly by Makeyev, \eleran 
Russian designer of aircrafl engines, and hfs assislont 
P^olr Ntkltlru who was, 1 believe, the youngest man at the 
conference. If 1 am not mistaken, 1 already mentioned that 
Makeyev had helped in the building of an engine for the 



‘‘Ilya Muromcta" airplanes at the Russo Baltic Works 
during the u^orld war During the economic cliaos that 
reigned after 'the Revolution he lived some'^here m the 
oadoioods In a Ukrainian village, then one fine day, the 
story runs, he turned up at the Zadneprovve Wrrks — n 
grey-bearded old rustic with a staff In his hands Or it 
may have been P>otr Nlkltln who hunted him out 
for all I know In any case, they submitted a loint 
project 

we defended the principle of maximum rigidity of the 
engine, whereas Makeyev and Nlkltln, who had previously 
stood for rigidity, now argued fn favour of maximum 
structural flexibility Their engine was entirely unortho- 
dox and was basest on profound and Interesting Ideas 
Makeyev and Nikitin argued that a high-powereo engine 
should be made as flexible as possible, as that would 
enable the force of the explosion In the cylinders to be 
aharply Increased By the use of devilishly Intricate 
mathematics they calculated the cylinders In such a 
vay as to give them the freest possible play, I5ce piano 
keys This opened up new possibilities in engine perform- 
ance 

Naturolly, there was no end of objections This cannot 
very well be explained without going into technicalities. 
But the Inventors raalheraatically quashed all criticism 
I could have returned Ihe Zadneprovlans their rebuke 
about the sojutlon being loo abstract But here, too, they 
stood on firm ground They produced also a plan for tool- 
ing up the Zadneprovye Works to manufacture the pro- 
posed engine No other project at the conference was sup- 
ported by this kind of proouctlon planning 

The Zadneprovlans’ design was adoptea at the confer- 
ence together with ours. The whole of our ADVI group 
voted for it 

Our engine was numbered D*24, the Zadneprovlan 
D-25 Did I explain this system of numeration lo >‘du? 
Welt the loiter D stands for dolgatel — engine — while 
the figure Is the ordinal number This number, as you 
see, had already reached 25, but no Soviet airplane had 
so iai been powered with a laooat-productd 



He looked at the ualls, uhich u’ere hung-a'llh dravtlnga, 
end 1 caught ogoln the shreud amused smile that lurked 
m his narroued ejes. 

‘ Perhaps the safest Ih-ng," he continued, ‘^ixmld be 
to start uith the production ot a tried and tested foreign 
model, uhleh could afterwards be replaced by one of our 
oun design e\ol\ed at the plant Itself And, of course, 
Tw> whupropibm’” 

1 u iiKed at that, I mint sav To think that after Rodion- 
ov’s ■ giving battle to the capitalist world for engine per- 
formicKe ’ ae would hear this statement about starting 
with a foreign model from the director of Aiotorslroi, lhai 
self assured man who stood so firmly on his feetJ Did he 
corrsider our projects, every one of the projects we bed 
submitted that day. just child’s play, whliproplsm? 
No, It couldn't bel There was something wTong about It 
alL 

That tag, by the way. was sorpelhlng that ertgfneer 
Lubar&kv also seized upon He had been removed from 
the Zadr>epn7V7e Works— "knw d out,” to use a phrase 
of Pyotr Nikitin’s, if you reroember— and Ironsferred to 
the offioe stefi of the Aviabon Trust He stepped on to 
the platform with the same old lordly air and well* 
CToomed little beard and expressed, without a trace of 
Irony, his RTalitude for the coining of a new term, for 
which, he averred, philosophy and sdence were much the 
richer I felt that everything Russian, everything Soviet, 
was just whliproplsm to hhn 

He attacked the project submitted by the Zadneprovje 
Works with scathing sarcasm. 

We cannot pass mis project over In silence here. 


This project was submitted jointly by Mak-eyev. veteran 
Russian designer of aircraft engines, and his assistant 
Pyotr NikiUn, who was, 1 believe, the youngest man et the 
conference. If 1 am not mlslakefl I already mentioned that 
Makeyev had helped In the building of an engine for the 



"I believe In your engine, Berezhkov,” he cooed “I’m 
prepared to su’ear by It I consider it my sacred duty to 
pive wu all the help I can You has-e In me a devoted 
friend," he said, lavishing compliments and promises and 
smacking his Kps with relish uhlle I stood staring at 
him dumbfounded, stammering some Incoherencies in 
reply 

At last we look leave of each oilier, and I went off at 
on« In search of Shelest 

"Our engine Is In serious danger. Professor,” I told 
him 

"My dear boy, what’s the matter?" 

“I've Just met the uorld’s biggest rogue The one who 
cheated me out of my flour mill '* 

“And did you thereby a good turn, by the way ’’ 

"It’s no Joke. Professor He’s a rotter He’s prepared to 
do anything for money 1 can see rirtt through him He 
hates the Soviet Government, he hates you and me, he 
hates our aviation ’’ 

"Why all this vehemence, Berezhkov? Don’t bother 
your head about him " 

^"It's all very well, but you and I are in his bands. He’s 
In charge of the new enpnes at the Aviation Trust We 
mwtn’t allow It Professor’’ 

"Who’s the man?” 

“His name is Podralsky ’’ 

"H’ra. Isn’t that the man who had that hush-hush labo 
ratory?" 

“Yes The most artful dodger living " 

“Aren't you exaggerating, my dear boy? I’ve had oc- 
casion to come In contact with him lately I thought him 
a sensible man " 

"Where did you meet him?” 

"Here He organized a testing laboratory here, In the 
enjrine section ’’ 

_|And you kept It from me?” 

"Excuse me lor not having reported It, sir " 

"Professor, believe me, hes a rotten egg It makes my 
flesh creep to think that Podralsky will have power over 
our engine." 



"1 believe In your engine, Berezhkov,” he cooed '‘I’ni 
prepared to swear by IL I consider It my sacred doty to 
^ve you all the help I can You ha\-e In me a devoted 
mend,” he said, lavishing compliments and promises and 
smacking his lips with relish while I stood staring at 
him dumbfounded, stammering some incohercncles In 
reply 

Ai last we took leave of each other, and I went off at 
once In search of Shelest 

“Our engine is in serious danger, Professor,” I told 
him 

"My dear boy, what’s the matter?" 

"I’ve Just met the world's bigrat rogue The one who 
cheated me out of my flour mill ^ 

"And did j^ou thereby a good turn, bv the wa> ” 

"It’s no Joke, Professor He’s a rotter He’s prepared to 
do anything for money I can see right through him He 
hates the ^vlct Government, he hates >X)U and me, he 
hates our aviation ” 

"Why all this vehemence, Berezhkov? Don’t bother 
your head about him " 

_,‘'It’s oil very well, but )‘ou and I are In his hands. He’s 
in charge of tie new engines at the Aviation TnisL We 
mustn’t allow It, Professor " 

"UTio's the man’” 

"His name is P<xlralsk> ’’ 

“H’m Isn’t that the man who had that hush-hush labo- 
ratory?" 

"Yes- The most artful dodger living” 

"Aren’t >"00 esaggerallng, my dear boy? He bad oc- 
casion to come In contact ullh him lately I thought him 
a sensible man ” 

“Where did you meet hlm^’’ 

"Here. He organized n testing laboratory Iierc, In die 
engine section.” 

“And jou kept it from me?" 

"Ezeuse me lor not having reported It, sir." 

"Professor, believe me, hes a rotten egg It makes m>’ 
flesh creep to think (hat Podrabky will have poucr over 
our engine.” 
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"I believe in >-our engine, Bereihkov,” he cooed “I’m 
prepared to swear by IL I consider It my sacrod duty to 
y^u all the help I can You have In me a de\otcd 
friend." he said, lavishing compliments and promises and 
packing his lips with relish while I stood staring at 
him dumbfounded, stammering some Incoherendes in 
reply 

At last we took leave of each other, and I went off at 
once In search of Shelest 

"Our engine Is in serious danger, Professor,” I told 
him 

”My dear boy, what’s the matter?” 

“I've Just met (he world’s biggest rogue The one who 
chMted me out of my flour-mill 

“And did you thereby a gnod turn by the wa> ” 

"It’s no Joke, Professor He’s o rotter He’s prepared to 
do anything for money I can see right through him. He 
hates the ^vlet Government, be holes j’ou and me, be 
hates our aviation ” 

“Why all this vehemence, BerezJikov* Don’t bother 
your head about him ” 

"It’s all very well, but y-ou and I ore In his hands. He's 
In charge of the new engines at the Aviation Trust We 
rnustn’t allow It, Professor ” 

“Who’s the man?" 

“His name is Podrolsky ” 

“H’m Isn’t that the man who liad Uiat hush hush labo- 
ratory?” 

“Yes The most artful dodger living” 

“Aren’t you esaggerallng, mv dear boy? I’ve had oc- 
casion to come In conlaci with blm lately I thought him 
a sensible man ” 

“Wlicrc did you meet him’” 

“Hero He organized a testing laboratory here, In Uie 
engine section.” 

^And >xiu kept It from me?” 

“Eicusc mo for not having reported It. sir ” 

“Professor, believe me. hes a roUen egg It mak-cs my 
flesh creep to think that PodraisKy will have power over 
our engine.” 



“Cton't Id that u-orry >ou loo mucli. For one thing, his 
role in the Aviation Trust ulll hardly be as Important as 
you Imoglne." 

“He'll kill our project' Hell find a way of ruining us! 
You enjoy trcmendotis prestige. Professor A »’ord from 
you will novo him politely pushed out-’’ 

“That's nut so easy as you think, my dear boy Thb 
Podrabky (b[ vours. If 1 am not mistaken, was taken on 
the staff of the Engineering Commission under Novitsky 
1 shouldn t think Novitsky would have been careless 
about siiih a thing You kryjw how strictly people are 
chocked hero ” 

“Then Itfs gu and ace Novtlskyl’' 

"Let’s" 


20 

Novltskv was imong the platform party Shelest sent 
him a note asking him to come out In the corridor 

Novitsky walked up unhurriedly, Ms brown bulging 
eves looking rather sleepy Evidently lha director of 
Motorstrol was taking It easy at the conference, saving up 
his nervous energy 

"Comrade Novltskv.” Sbclcsl began, “we wanled to 
have a word with you. It’s rather a ticklish subJecL Com- 
rade Berezhkov hue ottacbes loo great Importance lo lU 
I'm afraid, but — ” 

“Nesrer mind We have learned lo take Comrade Be- 
rezhkov’s tirades with a correction factor What Is It all 
about? You’ve got mo Interested," 

“Tho question coocems a certain person," Shelest an- 
swered, repeat. It may not be as swHous as wo IhInL In 
short, we are rather uneasy about the fact that Comrade 
PodralsW has been pul In charge of the Eytertmental 
Engine Building Department at the Avlatloo TnisL Is bo 
the right kind of person for that job? Since you've been 
working with him, Comrade NoviUVy, we thought It only 
proper — ” 

“You did the right ihlngl" 

J7f 



NcFvItsky became wide awake In an Instant His 
swarthy face lost all trace of Its former drousincs'? The 
mockinfi smile that always seemed to be lurking In h>3 
c>'e3 had vanished too 

“You did rlghtl” he repeated “Plain speaking Is al 
ways best in such matters False delicacy may only do 
harm. Shelest " 

“Hullo, you sound as If I’m to blame now” 

“You said that It may not be serious. Professor We 
can never be too serious In anything that concerns the 
aircraft industry’s leading personnel We shall have to 
thrash this matter out without delay We'll turn up the 
records Tills Is our own diocese, thank Qod ” 

A minute later he ushered us into the private office 
(once his) of the chief of the Engine Department of the 
A-F Engineering Commission The room was unoccupied 
at that hour, Its present occupant being engaged at the 
conference, Novitsky Invited us to sit down, and without 
wasting a moment’s time, got the Personnel Department 
on the house telephone. 

“Is that you, Nikolai Stepanovich? Do me a favour, 
will you. It's necessary to look Into Podralsky’s bona 
Will you please collect all the material I daresay 

S ^u’ve got It ready, seeing that he’s being transferred to 
e Trust, You have? Good Mav I trouble you to step 
In here for a minute? Yes. We shan’t be disturbed 
here.” 

The talk over, Novitsky pulled out one of the chairs 
ranged against the wall, placed it near the desk, and wt 
down on It with one leg crossed over the other I thought 
I saw the old mocking twinkle come back Into his shrewd 
brown eyes. But I may have been mistaken When I 
looked again. It was gone. , , 

“Was It you raljed the alarm. Comrade Berezhkov 
“Why, even Zhukovsky used to speak of Podralsky 
with distaste,” I said agitatedly "He called him a 
swindler.” 

"Zhukovsky?” 

“Yes, I swear Podralsky never did an honest deed In 
aU hU life. He’ll sell anything and anyone. I’m afraid 

sn 



for ni\ cnjjine if PodrafsJo’* Rolntr lo ha\c anyUiIng to 
do v,llh it Wfiot'j ho dolnp in avlnllon. anv-way^” 

Just then an cniplmw of tbf Persoorwf Dcwrlro^* 
camo Info (Ik* room He ua5 a wiirtij' raan In a oar* oiuc 
milltarv uniform then uom by officers of the Air Force. 
He bou'cd politch to all of us, and banded Xo^itiKy a 
file 

"VrHi « Ifl find boro copies of his personal record, Com- 
rade NtnU-kA ” the man mjIiI In a quiet defcrcntlaM'olcc. 
“There Is seme supplementary malcrlal there, too. 

‘ Thjniv iou," Nn\ iti-ky sal(l "These comrades^ — point- 
Inc: (ft (lb--' are kntiwn lo )oo, i Irusl’” 

^es the Personnel Department man kne%' us both and 
conBrmed (he fact ^ith another tittle bow Novitsky 
nevTrtheless introduced us. Then he said 
■ Will jod please allow them fo see these doewnents. 1 
have special reasons for asidnff ” 

Upon rcceivlni; permission lie turned to us 
“Comrade Shelest' Comrade Bcreihkovl >love up 
eJoser We’ll jjo through this iojjelher " 

Novitsky opened the file wnd turned over the tllle-leai 
UTien I sau the first document I got Uie shock of my Uic, 
Can jTXj imacmc— It was a pliotocopy of a tcslImonlQl 
signed by Professor Zhukovsk)! I recoonlied his Urge 
sprnwllnp hand at once, it was doted 1916 Zhukovsky 
described PodraWev’s laboratory os Ixing an inlcresllnc 
enterprise, meriting notice and support, and made spcdal 
mention of the fact that In underling to build Ladosh- 
nikro's airplane and the Adros engine it was doing a 
•ervice to avlttloru 

Novltskv' looked at me 

"But this. " I slaramctcd, "Zhukovsky wrote this lo 
help his pupils. And Podraisky used It to. " 

Novltsk>’ turned over the next paper without saying a 
word- It was another rwte by ZhuktA-sky, this lime oDpTed 
out on a typewnler I saw at once Uiit It was the J»{e of 
Introduction wlfh which Oaiuhln had first called on Pod- 
raisky Zhukovsky eipresied Uie l>ope that the joung 
mothttnaUclan would be of aervlce “bi the varied and 
valuable researches which your laboratory Is doing" A 



red pencil mark was made agalnat these words in the 
manjlrL 

Althonph I knew Podralsky well. I couldn’t Iielp beinif 
amared at the man’s smartness How nn earth hof^ he 
wanted all these papers, and e\en Zhukensfev’s little 
note, into Ills personal record^ What a precious liar and 
muckraker I must have looked, blackening a man's name 
tor no reason whatever! 

Novitsky, rrreanwhile, ^as thumbing through the file 
A number of documents testified that Podraiskw was a 
distlni^lshed designer and Inventor, the Inventor of the 
aniphlbian war machine, and manager of a large lab- 
oratorv One paper was signed bv General Pohvono^', 
War Minister In the tsarist government, another bv Gen- 
eral Aleieyev, Chief of Stall of the Supreme Commandcr- 
In^iilef 

^He stole that amphibian, loo.” I said gloi-mllv 

Novitsky turned over the next document Itviasapaocr 
issued by tJie Moscow Bureau of Inventions in 1920 
certifying that Podralsky was the author of a valuable 
proposal for the uliliiatlon of turpentine as a motor fuck 
a proposal which, during the difficult period of the 
Civil War, when there was a critical shortage of petrol, 
had been of great service to motor transport This sound 
ed most convincing and oulborilollve Tlie ccrtiflcnfc was 
signed by several members of the Moscow Bureau of In- 
'entlona. Among them, worse luck, was m\ oum sig- 
nature. I remembered having signed that paper without 
giving it a thought And now here It was 

Novitsky did not c-xamlne It He was leaning back In 
his chair, storing out Into space My name had not slnii k 
his ev'e, of course So much the better I’d say nothing 
about It either But no sooner had I said that to myself 
thon Novitsky murmured 

“I suppose It must have been some other Bcrcthkov 
who WTOic this about Podralsky’” 

Damn It all, when had he managed to decipher my 
slmiaturo (herel Could ho have studied all this before, 
wlien he sat In this office as chief of the deporlmcnl? 
What a memory he must have! 



'No, it »a5 me" 

No\it*.lo, said unlb unconcealed mocJ(cr>' 

That uaa aU tw «,aid bul 1 Wl thal my uamings. all 
m\ icrvid a<*iiirnrvcs about Podralsk\*3 dishonesty had 
Hurled out Shrlest had been sUUnff beside me, and uben 
leaninR o\< r to exomiTK some paper or oilier I had leU 
the presturo nf hi» shoulder against mine N'ov he mm'cd 
ouo\ No rli iiM he ihouRhl Uds Just anotlwr piece of cx- 
tra\ acunl \H.ha\ lour on m\ part 
Furlhcr ilocinnents tllustraicd the history of lha "Prop 
rcas” flour mill The patent, the license and other fwpers 
le^tiftod that engineer Podralsky bad ln\cnlcd and suc- 
crssfullv operated a new h-pc of mill with \crllcallv 
ripped millstones, Mention was c\en made oJ the ncu 
method ol pooidnp according to the principle of the Ar- 
chimedean spiral ll uas further testified that Podralsky’s 
ImenUon bad rendered a sersicc to the country by meet- 
Inc a presslnu need ol the city’s population at a most 
difflcuU Ume 

I read the papers in silence os (hey came up one after 
another He coiialnh' knew bou to pre5ent himself to 
ad\antace did old Pussscat* 1 was curious to know uhat 
he had been doing with himself after the failure of the 
Oour-mlll It turned out that he had found a srruff lob in 
the Ordnance Senke of the Red Amry A certiScale 
stated that Podrilsky had been u-orkJng lor 6c\cral years 
on an imentlon ol a mlUtory character and had piwed 
himself to be a Rood organlier and able cbeialsL So he 
was a chemist too' Had he offered the 0,S an ciplosh'c 
by any chance — that same explosh-e uhkh that unlucky 
beRjfar MaraonUn bad Iment^ and sold to him under the 
name of “mmlcoML” wfaJcb was suhsequentlv chanired 
to •Tlilt'7 

What could I say or put up against that osorwbehnln? 
flood of documentil 

"He’s an ont-and-out roguel A champion awlndlerr I 
said, 

“Perhaps he was guilty of some offeiwe that concerned 
^ou pmonat^?” Novitsky said, narrowing his eyes. 



His glance, which but a moment before had been so 
keen and watchful, now seemed to have lost interest and 
even looked drowsy again. Suddenly I saw what he was 
driving at I felt that he was all tensed for ni) reply, 
waiting, to pounce on me and show that ray protest was 
an attempt to settle old scores with Podraisk) against 
whom 1 had a private grudge I should hQ\e guessed that 
before. Obviously, Novitsky was defending r>ot so mucli 
Podralsky as hlrn^lf, hts owm prestige, his reputation as 
a chief who nc\'er made mistake 

“Well, we’re llsterung,” he turned to me again 

But I said nothing 

“What Is iXiur opinion, Professor Shelest’” Novitsky 
said “Ha\e we grounds for demanding the ^emo^’aI of 
Podralsky? Have we any moral right to cast a slur on 
hira?” 

“Frankly speaking. Comrade Novitsky, I don't feci 
that I have," Shelest answered 

Novitsky put the some question to the Personnel 
D<Martment man TTie latter agreed with Sbcl«t 

They all went out of the room and left roe sitting t^rc 
alone. Presently I got up and went over to the window 
Where and whom wasj fo go to now? Novitsky had been 
able to stop my mouUi'up with papers 

The door slammed again Turning round, I saw 
Lubarsky. We greeted one onollicr He drawled with a 
faint smlle. 

“Soraeone has upset our maestro, I see.” 

I had met Lubarsky once or twice since the row w-c 
had had In his house In Zadneprovye. Relations be- 
tween us were coo), but occasionally we exdiangcd a 
few words. The other day ho had even congratulate me 
on my success, true, not without a tinge of Irony In lus 
tone. 

‘These gentlemen have upset you?” he conlmucd 
“I just ran into them. Novitsky was heading the proces- 
sion," 

I maintained a gloomy silence 

"Be a plUlosophcrl” Lubarsky said. "Wc Ihc in a vaie 
of firossi^rcti, an all-pcrvadlng and appalling ilcrcotypo 



ubere tiwre la no room for high striving Eat humble pic, 
that 5 \oiir only consolation*'^ 

"I don’t need consolatjoni’’ I muttered ruddy, and lelt 
the room 
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“I feel that our narrative Is beginning to drag ^d 
needs whipping up a bit,” BereihJvOv said with a smile. - 
“Let rac skip eight or ten nvonllis and describe to you fl 
day at the end of December, on the eve of another new 
jear — that of nineteen hundred and thirty” 

Bereahkov had been on (enlerhooLs all that morning, 
waiting for ShdesL They had arranged to meet at the 
ADVl at ten a_m , but Shelest was late. Bereihhov, In bis 
greasy work cap and black oO-$talned overalls, had run 
several times across the cold snowy yard from the wmrk- 
shop*, where the disassembled D-24 was being thorough- 
Iv overhauled after one of Its renurent breakdowns, to 
ine main building of the Institute to find out whether 
SheJesl had arrived. He kepi running csj! lo the front en- 
trance, glancing down the sired, then, no longer able to 
contain niraself, he 'phoned up Shelest at bis house only 
to be told that the Professor had left an hour ago 
“But where b he? Isn’t be ever coming?” 

“I believe he wanted to drop In at (he editorial office 
on hb way ” 

“What ^torial office?” 

Bcrcxhicov knew that Shelcsl was a member of several 
editorial boards the Engineering Department of the 
Grand Soviet EncjrJopaedla, a Srientific and Technical 
Publishing House, and the magazine Motor As Shelest’s 
bouseholcf could give hun »» more explicit directions, Be- 
rezhkov started ringing up each of these editorial offices 
In turn. At one he w'as told 

, Professor Shefest was here oioly a moment ago, 

but he has gone now ” 

“tVhere to?" 

“Just a minute. I beg your pardon, be’j still here. He’s 
dowmUlrs In the barber's shop ” 


‘The barber’s shop?" Berezhkov shouted “Then tell 
“hn. Tell him everything will be ruined if he doesn’t 
come to the Institute this very minute.” 

"What was that? What will be ruined?” 

“Everything!” 

He hung the receiver up with a bang, stared gloomily 
at the telephone, tJien stalked off to the workshop 
^ter a while Shelest arrived 

"What's the matter here? 1 thought the ADVl was on 
fire." 

The director and head designer of the Institute uere 
talking In the small workshop office. Shelest laid his big 
yellow brief-case on the desk, took off his grey felt hat, 
^ich he wore In winter as wdl as in summer, and began 
vigorously rubbing his ears Berezhkov snlff^ the air 
I believe you’ve gone and scented > ourself,” he said 
niallclously 

Shelest burst out laughing He was obviously in an ex 

celtent humoof 

, “It was a p»d thing 1 guessed wbo rang me,” ho said. 
Otherwise I’d have gone ultbout a haircut on New 
Year's Eve." 

He pass^ a hand over his gleaming black-and silver 
hair, which was now smoothly brushed back, and slightly 
ruffled it Berezhkov shot a fierce glance at him. 

“New Year be damned! if we oon't get the bearing, 
we^re done for ” 

“I thought as much If Berezhkov doesn’t ^t his bear- 
ing, the v^ole blessed world will go to smasm Here, sit 
douTi Tell me all about It Let’s put our heads together” 
“Tve thought it out already But ue shall nevKi your 
name to back iL" 

Berezhkov told him that the engine was being over- 
hauled and various parls had been refitted and replaced 
A new camshaft had been pul In In place of the broken 
one, but the ball-bearing of this camshaft was found to 
be cracked No spare bearing of that size was available 
at the Institute. 

"And right nett door,” said Berezhkov, poking a black 
greasy finger over his shoulder, “there arc any amount 
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IkrczhJjyi uaited clutmjy. scoullng at Shelcit from 
unilrr Uv' Oilny peak ol his cap, uhirt uas Jamm.J Joan 
on his head. 

“Good maminff, G>tnradv‘ Beieshkoe," esme RoJio- 
no\ t \olce “Whal u ll?" 



“I’ln sorry to bother you. Comrade Rodionov, but ue 
need >-our help We are faced wilh a loss of se\'eral da^s 
over one miserable ball-bearing ” 

'Tou needn’t apologke, you did quite right to ring me 
up Well, well, what’s your trouble?” 

”We can’t get a bearing out of the Aviation Trust And 
it’s not Just this once, Comrade Rodionov They’re plagu- 
ing the life out of us there.” 

Berezhkov did not mince his words Gesticulating, en 
couraged by an occasional "well, well,” be described the 
situation to an obviously attenllve listener 
■T see," said Rodionov “Will you please repeal the 
size of the ball-bearing III make a note of it Good Send 
a car down to the store rigbt away, and wu'll get it I’m 
glad you raised tbU quesUon, Comrade Berezhkov ” 

In an Instant Berezhkov was Iransdgured He pushed 
hJs cap back with a dating air, shot a look of triumph 
Shelest, and exclaimed , ... 

TTiank you. Comrade Rodionov! We ll stort lier up this 
evening, then. Tonight the D-24 will greet you from here 
vlth the New Year ” , , ... 

“But what If she stops, and right at mJdnlrtt at that? 
"Nevefl You listen for her, open >X)ur window at mid* 
night I’ll jazz her up so that you’ll hear us without leav- 
ing your house." 

“Will she stand it?” , „ 

“She mustl I’ve made a New Year wish. Comrade Ro- 
dionov If ibe D-24 works on New Year’s Eve, then our 
airplanes will be flying on her In nineteen thirty " 

“I wish you the same. Comrade Berezhkov So >ou arc 
going to spend this nl^l wllh the enrfne?" 

“Ym If get the bearing, that is 
Rodionov paused, then said simply* 

"Weil, well Send the car round " 

"We can run down, It's almost next dewr,' Berezhkov 
Maimed, laughing "Thank >'OU, Comrade Rodionov 

Good-bye." 

The conversation over, Berezhkov drew himself 
his full height, thriist his hands Into the pockcls of his 
greasy overalls, and faced Shelest' 
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“\h, lell, I’ra ifraid I’m getting old-fashioned, 
dear boy,” the latter nuinnur^ "ril probably slay I 
wav to ray dying day ” 


Several niters and young engineers — junior design 
of the institute — were overhauling the engine In 
wortvshop 

All the parts had been examined. The metal told 
mute but expressive slor\' to the trained eye by the tinl 
of perceptible signs, by bandy visible patches on smo 
steel surfaces, by the pallem of the lubrication. Some 
scmblles already been rigged up again after o% 
others loy h^-assembW on perfet 
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“I’ll pet a clean-up first — shan’t be a moment ” 

Asking no more questions, Nedolya dipped his greasy 
l^ds Into a bucket with kerosene and started denning 
them, "nien he went out and reappeared several minutes 
later looking completely transformed in a new woolly 
cap, a well-Unned blue striped suit, and a camel-hau’ 
pullover revealing a white collar and tie — the full regalia 
of a young engineer. Junior designer of the Institute. 
'Tou look smart today, Fyodor,” Berezhkov remarked 
Nedolya smiled embarrassedly 
“I knew that we’d be seeing in the New Year In here,” 
said. After a pause, he went on, "I'd like to ask jx)U a 
favour, Alexei Nikolayevich ” 

“Certainly. What Is It?” 

“Well, you see, the boys” — Nedolya still had the gra- 
dates’ habit of caJlIng hJs young ADVI colleagues 
ooya — "the boys would like to Join us here tomght ” 
"Dash Jt I dld/f't tblak of ihst}" cried Berezhiov "A 
stunning ideal We’ll make o night of iU We’ll have helJ- 
lUuminatlons! We’ll " Off he went, astride his 
l^a^atlon, but be caught hlorself up 
“Co and get the bearing! We’ll see to this afterwards," 
“Aren’t you going to mvlle me?” Shelest said He 
Sounded rather wtsonL Nedolya turned round at the 
voice. 

]]Do you really mean It, Professor?” 

"If I'm not In the way. I'd—” 

"Why, Professor, we didn’t dare to Invite you.” 


as 

The D-24 was roaring out In the open under a half- 
shed, Tongues of flame from sixteen manifolds stabbed 
the night air Indoors, not only the men, but the engine 
Itself would have choked from the spent gases. Oxygen 
was what It needed, lois of oxygen A strong spotlight 
was turned upon a long Instrument panel uho'e waver- 
ing dial hands registered rpjn,, pover output, oil pres- 
sure, etc. A duplicate pane] had been riggcaJ up Indoors, 
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m the Inatitutc’s testing station, to enable the u-ork ot 
the engine to be matched from there too 
The mechanic In diarge walked up and down under the 
shed, taking the readings. The concrete foundation qulV' 
ered under the roaring engine. Ai the government t^ 
for which the Institute was preparing It the engine would 
ha\-e to run like this for Ofly hours without a minute s 
break or Interrupbon. No aircraft engine, as every reader 
knows, can really be said to exist until It has been kept 
running steadily for so many hours in performaiKC tests 
and has passed these tests (which, by the way, ore now 
much stiifer) 

The little side door In the mrage-llke gates of the test- 
ing station opened. A flood m electric li^t poured upon 
the sloping floor and the snow More New Year revellers, 
enthusiasts of the losUlute, came trooping into the ball, 
which was something tike o workshop At ine farther end, 
amid alt kinds of testing devices and machines, stood a 
table laden with food ai^ drink, bought on a joint-purse 
arrangement Two searchlight beams, one red, the other 
green, crossed over It The '‘helf-fire Illuminations” play- 
ing through the earlaoda of fir branches provided a fan- 
tastic touch In the absence of a fire-place, those who 
wanted warmth could get It at the raised window of a 
flaming gas furnace From crane beam to floor stretched 
a while streamer In the shape of an opened roll of draw- 
ing paper on which ^^re Inicribed the following lines of 
Mayakovsky’ 


To be a Commanlet — 

U to dare, 
to think, 
to toani, 
to oeniure 

One of the Institute’s veterans, an old bookkeeper and 
a passionate lover of the accordion, sat on a face-plate as 
U it were a concert platform and plajod away on hb In- 
strument for all he was worth. One man started to dance, 
but got out of lime aivd stopped the moment the door 



opened- The accordion player went on playing, atret^ing 
the bellows of his instrument to their full lenffd^ put 
not a sound was beard The D-24 drowned everything 
out 

In the little office partitioned off from the hall behind 
a light glass^ wall sat Bercrhkov, the centre of a young 
circle. He had shaved and washed and looked Quite your^ 
himself Someone had Just rung him up, but before he 
could open his mouth the roar of the engine burst 
through the door He turned to the glassed wdl, waving 
his arms and shouting, but he could not make hlm^i 
heard- Then the dance tune sounded onco more- Qne 
wicket had been closed 


Alter a while Bercihkov went out ajaln to 
engine. As a matter of fact he could Imve 
ubere the Instruments showed all the cylinders to ^ 
working steadily at a uniformly dlstrlbu^d 
was drawn Irresistibly outside He wanted 
see the Jets of flame shooting out of the sateen m^lfol<J» 
to study each one closer, and judge by the nature of the 
exhaust how cyltnder was behaving rmr^n 

. He Mt down on a stool «id coulJ 
ground quivering under Its w<^en legs Tfere 
aircraft cnfrlne In all the world as _™ 

The roar ot It was llVe musla 
tha better to ba abla to listen tor any 
there waa not a sound ot harsh aunninc 
a year now since that evenlnff when. , , , 

flew back to that evtsilng. to the lew j”" 

the mole on the tip ot the S*I°hS Sai-s ar- 

nrHwniw^ i wfsil-thurabca voluino of Lenin and read out 
from It “Perish or drI\o full ateam ahead, Uut Is 1^ 
-.Hcroatlve with which history has confronted us. .\nd 



then those meraorihte minutes In RodlonxJv s office a 
ago Then BereibLov had suddenly been selied with a 
tremor, shekliig as he »as shaldnff now on this s^h 
And then, Berezhkov smiled at the recollection of how 
he had dashed a^ay from Ganshin*s New Year’s Eve 
party like a madman and run home through the de- 
serted streets of noctunial Moscow with but one thongbt 
tn his mind— to get to hts drawing boardl 

He touched the crankcase again, and could leri the en- 
gine’s hot palpitant vitality A year ago this was ■ 
Uiought, a dream, a fantasy, and now here It was, this 
fantasy, roaring its song to the shuddering earth He look 
ocrt his watch, looked at It, then mechanically put It to his 
ear, but be couldn't hear It Ikk. he looked at it again and 
saw the second hand going round re^irly He grinnetL 
He hadn't got used j-et to that Iremendous volume 
of sound. It was like the roar of a cataract. Moscow 
had never beard trpdhlne like It before. Let her hear 
It now, on the eve of the New Year In the corahig year— 

It would be bare In fifteen mlmites now — the D -24 en- 
gines ^Tiuid lift the biggest and fastest airplanes In the 
world. 

With the starry sky showing from under the edge of 
the shed, the stool quivering, the Jets of flame drifting 
back on the wind. It seemed to Berezhkov that be was 
tarrtUng thro\uih space, rushed akmg by a locomotive, 
or a ship of "0016. In the feeble Umt of the lamps the 
courtyard of the Instltnle seemed Tar away Berezhkov 
seemed to be looking down on it from the deck of his 
rushing space-ship through some optical instrument or 
other be could see everything, but not a sound reached 
him. 

He saw the caretaker come out of bis cabby-hole and 
notselessly slam the door The man went to the gate lead- 
ing to the street and opened IL Headlights fell across the 
5 DOW and a car dro%Ts noiselessly Into the yard Who 
c^ld that be? The car had hardly come to a standstill 
when a figure In a darkish milltajy greatcoat, military 
^-ctp and hJgh-boots Jumped out IfghUy on to the snow 
There was something oddly familiar about the erect 
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fifjure. It couldn’t be Rodionov, surely? Yes, it was Tlic 
Chief of the Soviet Union’s Air Force He was already 
striding towards the shed, towards the flaming exhausts 
and the roaring engine 


They saw tlic New Year In around the engine 
Rodionov stood by tbc brilliantly lighted Instrument 

K , where one could watch the D 24’s performance. 

e was not looldng at the Instnimenls Just now, he 
vu looldng, with a friendly smile, at the >oung dcsign- 
^ho had flocked out of the warm hall w'ilh glasses 
•nd bottles, 

Shelest shouted Into Bcrcihkov’s ear. “Ease up!” and 
^wed hU watch. The two hands had almost met at the 
• figure 12. Not sure of being heiird, Shelest confirmed his 
order by means of gestures Someone uncorked the 
botUes of wine. 

, Nedolya shyly handed the first glass to Rodionov The 
latter pulled on his glove and took the glass The A. F 
^^itmandcr’s Ups sUrred Into what Shelest guessed to be 
his habitual “well, well,” now uttered, seemingly. In an 
®*^ouraglag, kindly way _ , 

Cut down the rcv-sl" Shelest shouted again to Bereih- 
^ “And give us the toasL** . , 

He Indicated by dumb show that the head designer had 
the floor 

Holding his glass of wine In his left hand, Berezhl^ 
pipped the gas control lever The hand on one of the 
showed that at this steady running the engtne 
ooveloplng about 700 h. p Berethkov looked at tlie 
Bauge, looked around at the faces of all those who wwe 
ftanding out there In Uie frost and wind, waiting for tiw 
New Year toast, tossed his head up, and with happv sM- 
Ing eyes pushed the lever up instead of down and 
up the engine. The dial hand moved obediently to^, to 
8t>0. to 8!» Oho how easUy she built npl The wtndow- 
Panes must have been rattling In all the houses of me 



naRhbourfwod People silting at tlie fcilal twards »e|^ 
no doubt looVlnc at one another, wondering who “ 
be, nreoting ^\o^v*ow al auch a moment 'uhen aU tne 
clocks ucrc -'tnking twelve. Who? 810. 850 * 

Soviet aircraft engine! Listen to It Moseowl Perhaps 
Leningrad could hear It too? 860. ^0 Berezhkov 's as 
afraid to boost the engine further As it was she bad slu^m 
a performance fur above her designed capacity He point- 
ed to the gauges, pointed to the engine, then raised hts 
^ass towards the starry sky In a sflcnl toast 

Rodtonov went up to him and clinked glasses, Berezh- 
kov had never seen such sldnlng eves beJoro on the (ace 
of that stem and seemingly uneraoUonal man. They were 
iTMce Uian that Rodionov’ searched the designer’s )s« 
with a look of affection and bclrtlcncd Jntertat as if he 
had suddenly discovered soiiictnlng citraordlnary and 
amazing 

Jostling orw another, clinking glasses, sbemtiog end* 
hearing nothing, but sUll undcrstendlnn one smothef. 
thev drank soundless toasts to “the land wr IK’e in," to 
aviation, to the engtna 

Someone shouted with dumb show. 'Toss 'eml" 

Sbeleftt and Berezhkov were rushed Young arms lift* 
ed the flft> jejir-old professor, the founder of the ADVI. 
teacher of many a )t)ttng generation, themselves includ- 
ed. and carried him, iralllng. fcebiy protesting and chilch 
Ing Ids grey soft bat, out Into the open. Berezhkov 
jerked his head towards the Inslnimert panel and waved 
his assailants back. Ha pulled down the yielding lever 
and smoothly docked over the D-24. steadily redvidng 
the shallcflng roar to a low rmnblc. One could hear one s 
votaj now Yes, an erccllenl engine. It had stood the 
forcing test splendidly This pick-up ability, this alroosl 
Instantaneom response In building up rev-s would stand 
the pilot In good stead in any dif&ult evolution 
Berezhkov did not escape being tossed after all The 
young men next Uckled Rodionov The A.F 
Quel in his dark-blue greatcoat was tossed up in 
the air, caught gently by dozegn of hands and tossed up 
again. 



Tlio p*2-i, meanwhile, went on purring Ro<Jlono\' went 
stood (here for a while, then leaned over 
to blielesl and shouted somcllilng Berezhkov brought his 
car closer too. 

When will she break down^" Rodionov shouted cheer 
fully 

She’ll break down all right, don't vxhi worryl” Be- 
rezhkov j-cllcd back Just os cheerfully 
He was no longer a fledgling In this business, and 
wowing what to expect, ho had armed hirasclf wllli pa- 
ten^ got Ills teeth Into It,” as he called It, In order to 
*cc^e engine through all lU Hfc-acquiring stages 
Keep us company fill the momlngl" he should to Ro- 
^ D "She may fall by Uiat Umo " 

Kodfonov shook his head He couldn't stay so long 
Ijngered by the engine, (hen went into the hall of 
tway station, said good b>x to everyone and drove 

hfluV engine did not fail until Uie morning, 

^tf L® f^^do a continuous run of fourteen and a 
iif This was recorded for history bv a brief entry 

the engine log-sheet doted January Ist, ‘1930 
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, ^ later Shelest brought glad news The highei 

?,;® authorities had dedded that the aircraft-en^nc 
k plant Qiot was being erected on the Volga was 
ueslgnalcd for quantity production of the D-24 
_^lest was shortly to leave for abroad with a speaal 
winmJsslon authorized to place orders and buy the nec- 
machinery for the new plant The Aviation Trust 
®s given strict orders to have whatever the ADVI need- 
M during the development stages fabricated at its enter- 
prises without delay 

,1° fhe absence of Shelest, Berezhkov, as Head Designer 
R the ADVT, was asked to take over his duties as director 
erezhkov flatly refused, and wouldn't yield even when 
Kodlonov 'phoned him. 





“I can’t. Comrade Rodionov, I really can’t I’rn sure to 
commit some monstrous olflcial crime.** 

“Wby should >'ou?'’ 

“Because I’m In a somnambulistic state Just now” 
‘TVhat slate?” 

“Somnambulistic. I’m not answerable tor my actions 
I see nolhine, hear nothing, understand nothing but — " 
“But >TDur engmc?” 

“Yes I’m like a bullet aimed at a sinrie target — 
and that's to get the engine ihrough the ac%eIopmeni 
stages ” 

‘^tte right It’s what the whole Institute should aim 
at And «h^ business Is that practically spealdng? I 
thought It u as the business of the cngtoe’s designer ” 
“Of course It Isl" Bereihkov burst out 
Rodionov laughed. 

“Well, wtIL So that's arranged, >lr Bullet I'm 
glad to hear agree with me.** 

“Walt a mfcnute, Comrade Rodlooovl 1 don’t care how 
yon decide this so long as I know nothing but the engine, 
so long as I'm not pm-enled Irom glvtiig It all my at- 
tenlkm." 

“But a.-ho'$ going to be responsible?” 

“I don’t know about the side of It but I do know 
that my whole life’s work Is A slake here. Tm responsible 
for this thbig all the satne." 

Rodionov paused, then said 

“All right Well think of something Keep on at the 
engine." 

The purchasing commission, supplied with all the blue- 
prints, soon left after having gone through of 

engineering catalogues and ^wn up the necessary spec- 
ifications, Berezhkov had taken an active part In this 
wort and iMde no end of suggestions, which be illnstrat- 
ed by rough drawings in the margins of the catalogues or 
on odd scraps of paper After seeing Shelest off. Be con- 
tinned de\-eIop[ng the engine togetW with the ADVI 
staff 

One day Rodkmov rang him up again. He asked how 
the wort was going on, then aali 



“I have a proposal to moke to >t>u, Comrade Berezh- 
kov. What about Hying out with rae tomorrow to the 
building site? It's time you took a stroll through the 
shops where your engine is going to be built, and saw bow 
things are going there” 

"1 have a counter-proposal, Comrade Rodionov,” Be- 
rezhkov answered quickly “What alx>ut running dofl.71 
there In an oeroslelgh? It'll be a glorious ride.” 

"With two or three adventures on the way?" 

“Oh, nol Neverl” 

“Sure of that?" 

“As sure as anyone can be, barring something Incred- 
ible in the way of the unforeseen ** 

Rodionov smiled into the receiver During those days 
when the high-powered Soviet aircraft engine seemed al- 
most a reality at last, he often relaied from his custom- 
ary gravity and ralU^ Bercthkov 
“Why shooldn't we have an adventure, though? Who’s 
to prevent us getting a thrill, eh?" 

"Who, lodeSdr Bereihkov cried “I bet we will I’ve 
never made a single trip yet without something happen- 
ing ” 

“I don’t mind the unforeseen so long as it doesn't get 
us stranded In a snow-drtlL" 

"Neverl Snow-drifts In Alarch? We’U have the loveliest 
of frozen snow-crusts 'Hiere's nothing in the world like 
It!" 

"Is the sleigh ready for the Irip?" 

"In the ADVI It's always reaoy. Comrade Rodionov ” 
“Very well, then I'U be at Lefortovo Platz tomorrow 
morning at sIjl” 

Berezhkov hunted Nedolya out In the workshops. They 
were giving the engine another thorough overhauling 
there. 

‘Tyodor, get busy!” 

The junior designing engineer looked up puzzled 
“We re going for ■ ride lomorrow, Fyodorl" 

“Where to?" 

'WeVe going down to the Volga by aerosldgb.” 
“What for?" 





"To look o\er tbo plant that’s Koinp lo buUd our en- 
gine. S« how thliiffs are RoUiff there. 

Berahkov repeated with relish the words he had lust 
heard from Rodionov He told Nedolya to cet the sleigh 
ready for the Journey Tho >ounKcr AD\1 generation were 
giilcUy getting their hands on e\erything at the Institute. 
Nedolya, like Berezhkov In his time, worked enthusiasti- 
cally both in the design office and the workshops, and was 
as keen as ever on the aeroslelgh, for which be and two of 
his colleagues were designing thdr first n»tor 
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The Journey went oS without adventure or misath-en- 
lure. 

At ten Qja they swept out on lo the Volga. Berezhkov 
swung the sleigh round sharply H heeled over, one of ill 
nmners tracing a perfect cur\e In the virgin anow His 
face Sashed and happy, Berezhkov looked round at Ro- 
dionov. who was sitting In the passenger compartment 
The latter smiled and nodded, and Bo^zhkov sent the 
sleigh racing, wqlh throttle full open, down the Iracklesa 
frozen surface of the while river-bed between tho high 
banks tn which the clefts and gullies made deep shadow^ 
The March sun was ^Ung quite warm. Tbo innoraerable 
Utile crested drifts of hardened snow which were visible 
only at close quarters, had become brittle and porous. 

Dazzled by the ghtter of myTiads of white snow crys- 
tals, stepping hard on the gas pedal, his hands resting on 
the wheel doing almost no steering, Berezhkov ga\e mm- 
seif up to tho sheer Joy of that awlft gilding movement 
which one can only experience when siding downhill or 
coasting like this over Iho frozen ke-emst, when your 
sled seems to have lost all wdght and sldms across the 
surface, leaving only a track of Its runners. And. all 
of a sudden. 

Berezhkov could never speak of any of bis aeroslelgh 
runs wltboat Introducing lids dramatic “all of a auddeiL” 
I expected hhn to make a sustained tantallxlng pause and 

»e 



lift his floffer, but Instead he ran on excitedly u ith shining 

“And ail of a sudden," he said, “I started BcHe\e me, 
it was another of those stunning moments of my lifel Can 
you guess what happened? The works! We saw the 
works!" 

Around one of the bends of the nver, the building site 
of Motorstroi suddenly burst Into view Parts of It were 
screened by the steep bluffs, the excavations, the road 
traffic, and work activity were hidden from the people In 
the sleigh The huge building, with outlines softened by 
distance, seemed to have shot up right out of the snow 
One saw rows of smokestacks, some of them only half up, 
the long latticed fraraewDrk of uncovered roofs, the sil- 
houette of a tower crane, the Iron trestlework; the power 
house with Its characteristic short black smoke tub« re- 
»«nbUng a ship’s funnels. A red streamer fluttered In the 
wind from the highest building mast 

The plant drew nearer and its details stood out more 
clearly with every second One could already make out 
the lightning rods on the smokestacks spearing the blue 
sky; the {fb of a crane swinging a steel girder Uuough the 
air over the roofs, the dark little figures of the "skylarks", 
riveters at work on roof beams, and here and there the 
flash of electric welding 

Bereihkcrv was entranced. Here was the plant that was 
going to build his eneinel For months now he had been 
engaged in the gruelUng task of developing the endne, 
his brain was concentrate oo a thousand little details — 
here the slightest of shaft bends to ensiue longer wear, 
there the tinlesl of clearances measuring some hundredth 
fractions of a millimetre, which had to be found, detected 
by endless tests Day In day out the same wearisome rou- 
tine examining the temperature charts and other readings 
of all the self-recording Instruments, dismantling the en- 
gine, replacing various parts, readjusting Next day 
some tronble again — oU-f«d failure, overheating, valves 
bearings, and so on. And only on rare occasions, to- 
wards the evening, did he have a minute’s respite for 
daydreaming 



And tw» , not In drtaims, but In reality, he taw here, on 
the stecfp ba^ of the ffreal Russian ri%ca‘. stretching In 
the snow for 5e\eral mites, the factory that u os to produce 
those enffines, the most powerful aircraft enclDes the 
■fc-cwld had ever known 

Nedol>a in a block jacket and a fur -cap with lowered 
eorOaps tied under his chin sat beside Dereihkov He, 
too, with face pressed close to the windscreen, was 
gazlnp at the works He felt boL Pulling the strlncs, he 
took off his cap and brushed the perspiration from hU 
brou with the back of his hand A current of air blowinff 
through some chink fanned his fair hair 

Berahko\' chose a conventcnl spot and ran the slHch up 
the slop; of the bank The while ridra ^adually screeneid 
the building site. Rodionov slooa up and leaned over 
the back of the driver’s seat to keep uie works In view 
Only Ibe tips of the smokestacks were now vtsfble above 
the ridge. The red flag fluttering In the wind came closer 
Rodionov suddenly shook Berezhkov’s shoulders, pointed 
ahead, lauftbing. and shouted above the roar of the engine, 
“Ahil’* 

They flew up the hllL 
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Berezhkov drew up it the power bouse. 

A ditch for the electric condall was being dug from here 
across the site to the main bolldlngs. Tba line m work ran 
through a bare field. The frozen ground u as being thawed 
by bonfires, hacked at wtlh picks, axes, and crow-bars, aiwl 
where these were Inadeoualc. Iron w^ge* were sledge- 
hammered Into It and uie earth chopped away lump py 
lump Ftrers laid blasUng-cbarges In the sunk pits, the 
tlgrial hom w as sounded, men ran for safety; a dull thud, 
then huge chunks of earth flying skywards, after the dust 
settled, the navvies went back with their picks and 
shovels 

In those days rio escavalors or lorries were being pro- 
duced In the country; sil across the wide-open space only 



a few old lorries trundled over the pot-holes, peasant 
horses could be seen eii'erywherc, trotting backwards 
and forwards, bearded men fn peasant coats and bast 
shoes shovelled the clods of earth into carts and 
sledges 

Carpenters and fitters moved down the freshly dug dftch 
In the wale of the navvies. The warmed-up steaming con- 
crete was poured out of tubs on to the falsework oi the 
ditch and the reinforcement metal right out there In Uie 
frost and rammed down. Men shouted to one another in .1 
variety of vernaculars, which befra^ the Volga dweller 
the Muscovite, or the Ukrainian. 6ne could sec the tall 
Papakhas, which the soldiers had worn during the last 
war, Kubankas, Russian flap caps, frayed Budyonovka 
helmets and quilted Talar caps Berezhkov's attention 
was arrested by an odd grotm In motley padded eastern 
robes and Asiatic fur-caps These were duskv Uzbeks or 
Kazakhs "Thst’s Motorstrol for you," Berezhkov thoughi 
e;tcitcdly ‘TheyVe got the whole cixmlry on its feet Tor 
the sake of that en^e.” 

Rodionov, clad In a black leather coat that shoved no 
military Insignia and a lamJbskln cap with a star badge on 
it, walxed ahead. Nedolya, who was walking at Berezh- 
kov's side, looked back at the power house, behind which 
he had parked the aerosleigh In a quiet nook. 

“I won't go any further," he said. "I’ll stay here a bit. 
then look over the sleigh " 

“Plenty of time for that G>me along," Berezhkov said 

He was drawn irresistibly towards the long buildings 
of the shops wddeh stood a lUtle way off TTirough the 
empty window openings and the gates steam engines and 
freight cars could be seen moving about inside. The heavy 
trolley of an overhead travelling crane, which was being 
hoist^ to the top, hung swaying from steel ropes under 
the framework of the roof 

The path led them out on to a aled track. A long train 
of cart-siedgw loaded with earth moved down JL Small 
clods of frozen loam and sand. strewed the road The run- 
ners mashed them into the snow A motor car came Into 
view in the distance. It worked Its way slowly down the 



road, udilch ran through the snowy field In a broad pale 
bro^Ti nbbort. 

Tm not Rolng^ anv further," Nedolya said agaln- 
Kestrlheless, he stepped closer up to the ditch, where 
uorW %aj in full suing Berezhkov took him by the arm. 
For a moment lhe\ stood there without speaking Rodio- 
nov stopped too 

“My God isn’t it }usl uondcrfull” Berezhkov said. "It’s 
a miracle eh^” 

“’yes.” Nedolja said “And look how they’re working 
Shows \ou hou badly the people need our engtrve.” 
B€re2hlo\ laugheo happily 

“That’s a bit uilck, F\o^r That fellow over there prob- 
ably doesn’t care a damn about engines.” 

He pointed to the driver of a passing sledge, an unshav- 
en man In a Papakha, who, ullh mittens stuck away 
under his anm, uas rolling himself a makhorkc cigarette 
with thick earth-stained fingers. 

“PhiJosophlcaUj speaking, though," Berezhkov’ resumed 
ullh a smile, “pe^aps (he ubole meanmg of bis life is in 
helping to creale the engine Thai’s Jusl the wonderful 
thing about It. Fyodor— all these muzhiks, uho had never 
bed the first Idea about enginea. have been pulled oS their 
warm stoves and lugged out here—" 

Rodionov uis standing unlbln earsboL Suddenly his 
neck reddened and he spun round 
“Don’t talk roll" 

Berezhkov aau his red angry lace, the txldJy lifted fair 
ejebrous. Nedolya dropped hb eves and walked away 
"Where are you oS to>" Berciiikov stammered lanielv 
Nedolya quickened hb steps 

“Don’t you undersland.” Rodionov’ said quickly In a 
voice that still had a sharp edge to it, “don’t wu under- 
stand that be feels ashamed on your accountr’ 

“But, Comrade Rodkinov, I 1 only ” 

“You onlv said that the meaning of life for all these peo- 
ple" — Rodionov pointed round unlh a quick circular ges- 
ture — "was to make your engine. As If all these muzhiks, 
as you choose to call them, are living just for the sake 
o( tn engine and Its genius of an Inventor by the name 
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’hocklngl DlsgraccfuJI i 


Ditf an i" "~ They rose up to 

Iiw they're uorktac. build- 

S or^f and What for? To please Vc4 

S)L^frf/ ywjr own life Is that, whether jt)u want it or 
sconj^ly^* serving the very rauihiks >ou speak about so 

a.^™™de Rodionov, I Of course. I " 

of nibbtshl The 

Lnfin ♦! What nonsense! You and I are both 

“S"K p«pk lIvtaR lor IL" 
faiSrli™'' ‘i’®''- ’■>'"« In fora a smile into hla 
tore R ® sohoolboy Rodionov broke off hla lec- 

“otWne for a while. Hla fece ereduelly re- 
cheeks.*^*^ ^^47ry colour drained from nJs sunburnt 

thoL^^Ld^**^^ episode to me, Bereahkov said 

vni.i v°^.^ suppose jxtu can slop this In your novel, can 
a nnim Rot to Iciow everything Your hero was such 
Ri^ i 1?^ iRnoramus that even so many years after the 
thin° be hadn’t yet grasped such a plain and simple 
z*® ^^scntJally human character of sodalism, the 
fs t ^ primarily stood for the liberation of man from 
of eiploltatlon Until then It bad been other as- 
of our Great Revolution that bad gripped my imagl- 
invi things as patriotism, the amazing scope of 

nauslriaJIratJon, the daring conception of the five-year 
®nd so on. This profound human character of soclal- 
m— the primary cause of all the wonders we were 
® 1° dawn oo me last It’s a con- 
fs L ° f make -with regret Hou'ever, let us return to 
bnildlng ,lt^ my friend " 
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Tbe motor car vns comlnff down tlw rood towards us. 
Rodionov lool^ at it, and s^d In qiUtc a cbanjfcd tone, as 
if there had been no outburst 
“Well, well 1 belic\e Ibej’ra comJnK for us, Bcreih- 
kov ” 

Novitsky, the director ol Alolorslrol, jumped off the run- 
oirri; board 

“Qood raomm^j, Comrade Rodionov!" he cried cheer- 
fully “W’hat's this, a surprise \Tslt? Dcdded to catch 
me unawares? Ah, Comrode Berezhkov, too) How d’yxiu 
do Welcome to our works!” 

He sliook Rodiorxiv’a bond, then struck his hand ofralnst 
Berezhkov's and wruruj It hard 

‘r\e been expecting )‘Ou for aocs. Comrade Berezhkov 
When are sou moving cut here? Tvo bad hts private of- 
6ce plastered already. Comrade Rodionov But a here’s 
tbe enqlne? You’d better hurry up U you » ant to keep up 
with us" 

Novitsky uas seme two or three years younRcr than 
Bcrcahko. but he did not look It Like Rodionov, he wore 
a black leather coaL but It failed to conceal his ratJicr cor 
pulent figure. Appaimlly lie was very keen on bis Job, 
nil brown oy'es had the old aoarkie In them, but they had 
pofly UUle pouches under them, and the bloodshot whiles 
and Inflaj^ eyelldi bore witness to the fact that be had 
not been Kcttlntt citouch sleep for months. 

‘‘Well, well, Saw's your bcsllh?” Rodionov asked, study- 
ing Nenitsky’s face closely “What about your heart?" 

‘Well talk about my health when we‘\e got the works 
going, Comrade Rodionov HI go for a holiday then 
Couple of months In a sanaloclum. That ls% If you let 
me go" 

“^y, cerUloly " 

“I'm afraid th^U dig up aome new urgent Job for mo 
right awav Get m,” Novitsky said, opening the door of 
the car “If von ha\e no obj^lun. I'll take you down to 
ht\-e a bile flrsL" 

“No, thanks.” 
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''■»-« ==ylnK^,„Tb“X-!^?^, 'C""'^ '“ '''“' '^“- 

vitJt™ wa^''^yinJ liil"'', iif ‘^"'*“1' Jus* n<«v." No- 
Icnslin ^ Iravelllnc; crnncj will ^ei hlgli- 

ril sfaH schedule — (he flrst of Alay And (hen 

II 5(art 3( once Installing (he mechlnery 

Rodlirwv7ew'?’' ‘J'U.MU'P'""’* »" rlR*it Comride 
M'e d7wn („ “? “i “ T"' Would >nu like (o 

well (ei 1,7 ° the uerch^sce? !( looks scry much as If 
ever ru lef^^, 7 (rouble— incoraplele seLs, how- 

" ■ I " !«t jou have a report etoul II loroonow 

Probiem'ttL^L'ifl.T''^-”*’" sniortinses Thai 

our oS, ‘^">'■“‘*0 Rodionov We now have 

Pl^t. br(c^^,biue'rwSri?' 

Imow' 'Si° t^**? “[* “I *h' transport, you 

r tiavbff a najTo^-jrauge run doun But 

Pust^ you Kti thJa 

piuned^ fn m^jcow, Corarodc Rodionov? 

Purst'fvfm^J^n^r*^'* (o be a heavy puil on our 

® Jf it costa 

«nSu r)y® I ^ No. reinforced 

f^j I, ^ tile cheapest and mosi endurable raale- 

&w^kov walked alonff, calchlnp snitches of this con- 
th^?V .“u S“fng eagerly at the buDdlngs of 
Ihrn.i^S’^tf ** Rjfy drew nearer A thrill u-ent 

feneef^ My Gt>i what a planfl A million-ruble 

Rodionov slopped In front of a lon^ 
boarS*^' ^ building knocked together out of rough 
^ wlndou-s misted from Inside. 

*^flt 8 thli?” he asked 
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“Josl a temporary affair. Comrade Rodfonov We’ll 
chiHrV It out soon ” 

“But uhat Is It?" 

“The uorlN^rs’ canteen ” • 

“Is that so’ Let's ha\e a look at IL” 


30 

The place uas cxild Inside and smelt of cabbafre soup 
The \apour dnlting under the ceilinj? came Into swajlnc 
motron when the door was opened. Hardly any of the 
Ublci v.ere occupied jtI. as it uasn‘1 the )un^ hour 
Several workers m their outer Rormenls and caps sat eat- 
ing emt of tin bowls Right near the doorway, almost 
blocking it, stood a table heaped with wooden spoons, at 
winch sat a girl In valenki, overcoat and a woollen shawl, 
reading a tattered bool^ Without tearing herself away 
from the book, she fumbled for a spoon and thrust II at 
Rodionov He frowned. looK it. and said, “Funny rules In 
this place.'* 

The mi'I looked up and was slrudt dumb 

“Funni rules here." Rodionov repealed. 'Wlay I a»lf 
what >tHi are doing here with those spoons?" 

The girl fallenngly explained that every person, on 
\cavtnG the canteen wa* obliged to return his spoon She 
pointed to a large basket on the table into which the 
spoons bad to be throw n. 

“And >ou sre here to sec to It that rwne of the workers 
takes one of these b,ls of ivood away with Jun?” 

“Yes." 

Rodionov’s Deck. Berezhkov noticed, went red again. 
Rodionov took a clean handkerchief out of his pocket and 
wiped the spoon with IL A greir/ stahi was left on the 
handkerchief Obviously the spoon had not been washed 
in dean water He kxjked at NoviUkj, and his ejebrows 
Oev up threateningly 

“Would >’ou I Le to dine here. Cemrade Novilskv?” 

Some of the workers silting nearby became Interested In 
the conversation. Somebody came out haallly from behind 



’topped 

Com?idll'n^1* l5 not mv business 

the Psri^°“/n'!""'r“’'’ '°“ e "'emter of 

a director, a Communtsl?" 

auJp?h?,*°fi^ Rodionov ■• Novitsky Interrupted In the same 

“e »il <it= in 

He threw (he spoon back into 
me basket on the table and strode towards (he door unth- 
oirt sayinj another word Novitsky followed him down the 
Steps, and said 

I in sorry, Comrade Rodionov, but I must confess Pvo 
canteen. I’ve been so bus\ ’’ 
the pitv It’s a shame to check those miserable 
po^l jfjgj conieenl Have you a kinder- 

garten at the building site?" 

“Yes ” 


don’t suppose you have ever been there either?” 

I haven't. Comrade Rodfonov " 

. ^atl. well , lei's go and see It And then well go 
aovn to the Party committee. You're not a frequent visitor 
tnere either, are you?" 

Novttsky did not answer 

The motor car, which had been following slowly behind 
m«n during their walk, was waiting outside. Rodionov 
turned to Berezhkov 

, please go through the shops, Berezhkov, and 

«ke a gcx)d look round I’ll meet jou" — he turned back 
Uis leather cuff and glanced at hJs watch — "I’ll meel >ou 
hi ruo hours at the works’ office over there, If vou don’t 
mind." 

He pointed to a very conspicuous four-storey building, 
UTiIch had already been plastered and had windows put 
ui. standing In the middle of the site. Then he got Into 
the car with Novitsky and drove off 



“Just a temporary affair. Comrade Rodioncrv We II 
chuck it out soon ” 

“But uhat is it?” 

“TTieuorkers canteen." • 

“I 5 that so? Let’s have a look at It." 
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The place nas cold Inside and smelt of cabbage soup 
The \apour drifting under the ceiling come Into swaj'inff 
nKrtion »hen the door swas opened. Hardly any of the 
tables uere occupied yet, as it wasn't the lun^ hour 
Se\eral workers In tbelr outer Rarmenla and caps sot eat- 
ing out of tin bowb Right near the doorway, almost 
blocking it, stood a table heaped with wTjoden spoons, at 
which sat a girl In oalenkl, overcoat and a woollen shawl, 
reading a tattered book. Without leering herself away 
from the book, she fumbled for a spoon and thrust It at 
Rodionov He frouned, took it. and said, “Funny rules In 
this place” 

The prl looked up, end was struck dumb 
“Fiinn> rules here." Rodionov repeated “Alay 1 aak 
what i-ou are doing h^ with those spoons?" 

The girl faltenngly explaltied that every person, on 
leaving the canteen, was obliged to return his spoon. She 
pointed to a large basket on the toble into which the 
spoons had to be thrown 

“And vou arc here to see to It that none of the workers 
takes one of these bits of wood away with b m?” 

“tea." 

Rodionov’s neck. Berezhkov noticed, went red again. 
Rodionov look a clean handVerchlef out of his pock'ct and 
wiped the spuon with iL A greasy stain wag left on the 
harwlkcrcblel Obviously the spoon had r>ot been waslicd 
in clean water He (ooj^ at Novitsky, and bis ejebrows 
flew up Ihreatenlncly 

‘AVould voy 1 ke to dine here. Cemrode Novitsky'?’' 
Some of the Workers sitting nearby become interested In 
the coQVcraallon, Somebody came out hastily from behind 
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a wooden partition at the end of the room and stopped 
Irresolutely 

”In the first place, the canteen Is not mv business. 
Comrade Rodionov/' Novitsky said quietly ‘'fhe co-op 
handles It *' 

"Not your business? And >"00 call yourself a member of 
the Party, a director, a Communist?” 

"Comrade Rodloryov," Novitsky Interrupted In the same 
quiet but firm voice, "jou could have told me all this In 
the office, not here,” 

Rodionov kept his temper He threw the spoon back into 
the basket on the table and strode toftards the door with- 
out saylni? another word Novitsky followed him down the 
steps, and said 

"I’m sorry, Comrade Rodionov, but I must confess I’ve 
never been In the canteen I’ve been so busv " 

“Alore’s the pity It's a shame to check those miserable 
spoons! And the dirt In that cantecnl Have you a kinder- 
garten at the building site?” 

-Yea” 

"I don't suppose you have ever been there either?" 

"I haven't, Comrade Rodionov” 

"Well, well let’s go and see It And then we’ll go 
dowm to the Party commillee. You’re not a frequent \Isltor 
there either, are you?” 

Novitsky did not answer 

The motor car, which had been follownnp slowly behind 
them during their w’alk, was waiting outside. Rodionov 
turned to Berezhkov 

"Will you please go through (he shops, Berezhkov, and 
take a good look round I'll meet jou” — he turned back 
his leather cull and glanced at Ids watch — ''I’ll meet you 
In tw’o hours at the works’ office o\er there, if >‘ou don't 
mini” 

Ho pointed to a very conspicuous four-storey building, 
which had already been plastered and had windows put 
In, standing in the middle of the site. Then he got Into 
the car with Novitsky and drove off 



Exactly In houra the setne ramahnckle old car drc\r 
up at the square building of the works' office. The facade 
was flooded uilh sunshine. Heavy soficy snow was being 
thrown off the roof from which the Icicles bung in dus* 
ten. A broad flight ol grey flagsloite steps led lo Ibe main 
entrance, where rnassK*e oak^ doors, puttied but sllll 
unpabited already hung on (heir hinges. Panes, spattered 
y-lth liquid chalk, gleatncd lo tome of the wdnilows. The 
side porch uas still enclosed In scaffolding, and a couple 
of wbbly planks acted Icmporarlly as a stairway 
up a-hlch the uorkers Inijidled whctlbarrotts at a run or 
carried In handharrows loaded with criucnt, lime and 
sand. ' ' w* 

“Where’a Bereihkov?" said Rodionov, looking round 
“I suppose he’s now dead to uxTld," Kosilsky said. 
“An ImpuUhe nature, bis.” 

‘That's not so bad Well, well ” 

The ftmlllir “welL well" sounded i note of invltalloa 
to go on Novitsky shrugged hla shoulders. But lust then 
BereihkoT appeared He came out of the building, and ran 
dowTi the steps of Ibe main enlrance towards RodlonoN’, 
looking very agitated. 

“Comrade Rodionov, I’m done fori" 

Hli energetic aspect — the slightly flushed cheeks nipped 
bv the wind, the cocked fur-cap. the short UghlJy belt- 
ed for cost smeared wdlh I'me on the shoulder seam, the 
high lelt boots planted firmly In the dampish snow — was 
so obviously at variance with the exclamation that 
Rodlnnov smiled, 

‘'What’s the troubte?” be asked. 

*TheyVe absolutely ruined mel I've been over the 
wotVo." 

-Well, well . " 

"A aplendld worksl A marvellous worksl Bui no facu- 
lties foe the head designer, absolutely none.” 

“Whit facilities do you want?" Novitsky asked drily 
•Tbe design office has been ptished away In some cor- 
ner, for one thing * 



”A corner (iiat measures two hundred and flftv metres 
sqaare." 

^need a place three or four times the size " 

Perhaps you want Uie whole buf/dlnc?’' 

«o, I want another One that hasn't been built yet 
Conirade Rodionov, it’s a terrible omfssjon on our part 
Where are we fitilng' to stody the enffine? Where’s our 
testing station? The bead designer needs a building of 
^ own. And it’s got to be the Arrest, the most wonderful 
building at the works,” 

"There ho goes, off again to dreitnland,” Novitsky said 
with on ironical smile- 

"Why, not at all,'’ Rodionov put In. ‘’Lei’s hear him 

out*' 

“Comrade Rodionov, f Insist roost emphatically on a 
Wparale building Otherwise we’ll simply Ull our enginel 
Don't forget it ha* to be developed and refined year b\ 
year We've got to work on It all the time. But where am I 
going to do ii? Where era I going to eiparlment?" 

And Berezhkov proowded possionaletv io describe the 
building he saw In linsginal(on~a building with spee/al 
laboratories, where one could artlftdally creale a rarefied 
atmosphere to study the engine’s perfonnance at various 
altitudes, with nonderfu! X*rav outfits capable of photo* 
graphing the Inncrroost parts of a working engine, and so 
on and so forth- Smiling despite hims'iif. Rodionov 
studied the face of the designer wllh a peculiar Interest 
as he hfld done that night on (be eve of the New Year by 
the roaring engine. 

"Weil, well. Comrade Novllsl^, what have yw to say to 
that?" 

"I'd build all this wUh Ihe greatest pleasure, rcaJJy,’’ 
Novitsky answered gayty "I’d have all Shelest’s Inslltute 
over hare. But I’vr Ikw given a definite prolect lt’» law 
to me. I Can't fust build anything that I fancy or that our 
famous dreamer Berahkov fancies Like every modern 
works we have our check laboratorfes — ** 

“That's not what I wentr 

"At any rife. Comrade Rodionov, there’s been no end 
of dUcussion on the project end no one ever asked for It," 



“I ask for lU” 

“All ripbt," Rodionov said. “We’ll give >’00 * building 
of vour outl” 

And ll ^as clear, as alwa\3, that whal he aald ’lent 

“We’ll fjh'e the eruiine detigner eserythlnc he aika for, 
Comrade Novitskv." Rodionov uenl on. “We can’t be 
8Ung>’ In • thincr lie this. It's a matter of "he paused, 
then added, “u-orld compellUon. The project will have to 
be supplemented accordlDRly” 

“ril draw the plans myselfl" BereihioV erJed. 
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AU three rehimed to the power bouse. The sun was still 
a arm but Its ftitre bad gone and U now shone like gold. 
The clefts of the jrulllea had darkened. It 'aaa time to be 
flolnff Berezhkov strode ahead of bis companions and 
made for the aeroslelch Rodionov looked back at the 
works once more, then peered out Inlo the white expanse 
of the rrverslde meadow where a IlUle villase lay buried 
in the snoV'drifts. He sniffed ihe air, which was satural* 
ed with the smell of thawing stwwr, swiftly bmt down, 
kneaded the white yielding snow Into a ball and shied tt 
at Berethkov The snowball bit him on the shoulder 
Bereihkov looked round. The next weh-nlmtd missile 
caught him under hla ear Bits of snow got nnder his 
collar 

“A-a-ahr yelled Bereibkov *Tbot’s a game two can 
pUyl" 

The snowballs fell thkk and tasl around Rodlorrov 
The first was s miss, ind so was the second, tbe third btt 
hfs cap, the fourth — ahil — the fourth landed In his ear 
Bereshkov came oo, yellbg fajs war-cry, raking the snow 
together with wet r^dened bands, and bombarding Ro- 
dionov wHbout a stop to make him ihcnr his hack. But 
Rodionov adroltlr duckei and dodged tbe balls, and gave 
lit for LaL Oochl Berezhkov stopped and wrrigglea hli 
neck. More cold trickles were nmalng down IL Look out 
DOW, I don’t care wbelber you’re commander of the Air 
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or not Tjlte Uiall And lh»tl The snowballs pelled 
Kodionov^s block leather coat. 

beh/nd the po\%'er house. At the 
of the raffing' battle, be plunged into the virgjn snow 
wd launched a flank attack on Berezhkov The latter fell 
back.. 

VT the enemy’s on the run, Comrade RodionovI” 

Novitsky shouted, panting 

But Rodionov, without warning, shot a snowball at 
non. 


“Come on, Berethkovl At him! Go for the direcforl 
Down with the formallstal” 

Bereihkov burst out laughing Novitsky, attacked on 
two aides, took to his heels, but floundered fn the snow, 
Mt down and raised his hands In surrender Rodionov 
went up to Berezhkov 

"Wasn’t that grandf" be said "Now let's be going, old 
chap " 
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And now, Berezhkov said, continuing bis narrahve, lel 
tell you the sad tale of the D-24’5 tragic end. 

March went by, then April, then May The summer flew 
past with another winter close upon Its heels, another new 
^r, the year 1931 The works was ready to be started 
The furnaces, presses, and steam hammers were already 
being tried out ^ere, turners la the splendid machine shop 
were adjusting all kinds of cle\-er automatic machines 
specially ordered for manufacturing D-24 parts, the main 
conveyor belt and other assembly lines were run free 
every day, but But there we wTcre— we had a factory, 
but no cnglnel 

While the tooling up was In progress Shelest and I 
often flew out to the works and Insisted on our demands 
and Instructions being carried out to the letter; the people 
there got Into the habit of asking my advice as head de- 
signer; the boJldlng of the testing station I had asked for 


WAS being run up too— but dtraiutlonl— the engtnc *tiJl 
TAin’t rcAd) 

U »A5 a \‘ear since ue had built it that AD\^-€00 of 
D-24 You know how beiuUfullv It had run, how ciully 
It had responded to boosting and ibowm a performance in 
excess of designed capodtj, but try as me would, we Just 
couldn t pul! it up to the requirements of the offidal long' 
run test of fif(\ hours I slopped coing to the works and 
negleded all other business to det'oto mv-self entirely to 
the cnfiTine We were plagued again by oounlless dela}’» 
with our orders at the enterprises of the Axialloa Trust 
We had to beg, and demand, and kick up endless rows 
before we got some fadory or other to turn a batch of 
shafts, vahes or pistons for us. Would \ou bellese It I 
esen went to the extent of cadging oil kinds of Irlllcs from 
Podraiskv who had dug hlm*cU In at the Aviatfon Trust 
The de\eloplnc of an engine U a delicate Job that demands 
literallv tbousinds of reploccmeol parts. The engine was 
constantly standing idle while we were trvtng to get the 
needed parts ft was lust maddening We wasted precious 
da« tn enforced Idleness Wc were being robbed of time. 

Neserthe'ess dcsp'te all these tortures and dda^•*, ue 
managed to de\ elop the engine up to a point when we def- 
inilHy knew where w*e sIom wIUi IL 

Val\-e failure, for Instance was one thing we were con- 
stantly up against Our D'24. as we tali was “iDltllng 
valves" The engine would be running splendidly for fen 
or Iwerrtv hours, then all of a sudden when It wrould be 
gong at fall gun. one of the cvlmders would fail The 
engine wou'd start wheeling and whislllng, and power 
would drop sharpiv Wc Incur already what that damne*! 
whistling meant We'd s'oo the engine and ha\e a look. 
In t he place where the cvl'nder vahes are arranged In a 
row there’d be a black hole. Tho engine was intact "nd 
only a vaho had been blowm out We’d look for that vahe 
for hoars and find It at last somewhere at the bottom of 
the x-ard or out in the street Sometime* It fiew a dlslanci 
of about a quarter of a mile. 

ETer\bod> was w-siUng for us to come out at last and 
declare the engine ready for the official lest But It kept 
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on “«pitUnK vaira," and whlstUns; like mad afttr runnlnir 
tmMlhly for twenty, twenty-three, tttenty-elRht houra. 

We ffroped about experlmentallv for some new form of 
valve, kept on making new drawings of this part and 
sending orders for It to the Aviation Trust, who made us 
suffer the tortures of the damned 
Weeks and months went by, and still we couldn't report 
the engine ready 


We v,ere granted several delays and g i ven help, Bereih- 
Jw continued. Things reached a point when the A. F 
Chief himself began to attend to our orders to have them 
«^Ited 

out all postponeraenla bad expired A new, truly stu- 
fwdous, flrst<Iass, fully eauJpp^ aircraft engine plant 
stood on the Volga, stood there Idle because of us The 
government could wall no longer A decision was made to 
wandon our engine and readapl the plant for the raanu* 
facture of a foreign model The designs of an aircraft en- 

t e. then the most powerful in Europe, were purchased 
n the German firm LM(i The firm andertook also to 
hand over all the so-called operating cards, that Is, the 
whole technology of pr^uetJoo, and guaranteed engine 
otrtpuL 

I understood there was no allcmatlve. During those 
last few months I was often amazed, or rather touched 
by the patience that was shown us, by the fact that the 
starting of the Volga plant was put off again and again to 
fifve 03 time. I felt that our unfinished engine, like a 
traffic jam on the road, was holding up the advance of the 
whole country, and although I was prepared for the de- 
cislon I just told tou about. It nevertheless came as a 
shock to me, a terrible personal blow 

I bad staked my life on this engine. Her failure meant 
that my life had failed too And then >x>u mustn’t forge! 
that a designer, a man of creative work, has (hat peculiar 
*cnse which we have already cbiracterized In our book 
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wii being run up too — but da/niMUonl — tbo engine 5f)IJ 
wasn’t ready 

It was a >ear since wc had built It, that ADVI*£00 or 
D-24 You know how beiutlfullv It had run, how easily 
It had responded to booitlnjf and shoftTi a performance In 
ejtcess of designed capacity, but try as we would, we Just 
cooldn t pull it up to the requirements of the official lonR' 
run test of fift\ hours I stopped colnji to the work* and 
nfiffJeded all other business to dc\oie nn’self cnllrely to 
the encme We were plagued again by counties* delay's 
with our orders at the enterprises of the Aviation Trust 
We had to beg and demand, and kick up endless rows 
before wo got some fnetorv or other to turn a batch of 
shaft* valves or piston* for u* Would you believe it I 
even went to the cJctenl of cadging all kinds of trifles from 
Podraiskv who had dug hirovlf In at the Aviation Trust 
The developing of an engirte Is a deJlcafc Job that demands 
lilerallv thousands of replacement part* Tbe engine was 
constantly standing idle while we were trying to get tbe 
needed parts It was |u&t maddening We wasted predoos 
dtvs in enforced Idleness We were being robbed of lime. 

Nevertbe'ess desp'le all these torture* and delays, ve 
managed to develop the engine up to a point when wts def- 
initely knew wbere we stood with IL 

VaUe failure for Instance, wo* one thing we were con- 
stantly up against Our D-24. as we said, was “soitting 
vatves." The engine would be running splendidly for ten 
or twenty hours, then atl of a sudden when it would be 
gong at full gun. orw of the cylinders would fait The 
engine wrovild start wheeling and whistling, and pow'cr 
wxiuld drop sharply We knew olreadv what that damne<J 
whistling meant We’d s‘oo the engine and ha\-e a look. 
In the place where the cvl'nder vahes ore arranged In a 
row Ihere'd be a black hole. The engine was Intact, arvd 
only a valve had been blown out We’d look for that valve 
for hewrs and find It at last somewhere at tbe bottom of 
the yard oe out In the street- Sometimes It flew a distance 
of about a quarter of a mile. 

Everybody was waiting for us to come out at last and 
declare the engine ready for the offidai lest But it kept 
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on spitting valves,” and whlstltaj? like mad after runnlni? 
smMlhly for twenty, twenty-three, Ift-enty-eljjbt hours. 

We jTToped about experimentally for some new form of 
valve, kept on making new drawings of this part and 
sending orders for It to the AviaUon Trust, who made us 
suffer the tortures of the damned 
Weeks and months went by, and still we couldn't report 
the engine ready 
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We were granted several delays and given help, Bereih- 
kov continued. Things reached a point when the A. F 
Chief himself began to allcnd to our orders to have them 
ejcpedJted 

But all postponements had expired A new, truly stu- 
pendous, flrst<Iass, fully equlpp«l limraft engine plant 
stood on the Volga, stood there Idle because of us. The 
government could wait no longer A decision was made to 
abandon our engine and readapt the plant for the manu- 
facture of a fordgn model The designs of an aircraft cii* 
glne. then the most po»'erful In Europe, untfe purchased 
from tJie German firm LMQ The firm undertook also to 
hand over all the so-called operating cards, that is, the 
whole technology of production, and guaranteed engine 
output 

I understood there was no alternative. During those 
last few months I was often amaied, or rather touched 
by the patience that was sboum us, by the fact that the 
aiartlng of the Volga plant was put off again and again to 

e ve us time, I felt that our unfinished engine, like a 
affic Jam on the road, was bolding up the advance of the 
whole country, and allhougb I was prepared for the de- 
cision I Just told you about, (t nevertheless came as a 
shock to me. a terrible personal blow 

I had staked ray life on this engine. Her falluTo meant 
that my life had failed toa And then >-ou mustn’t forget 
that 1 designer, a man of crettfi-e u’ork. has that peculiar 
sense which we have already characlerired lii our book 



by the u-orda “nutemal feeling ** No mailer bow prepared 
fl moiher may be for lie death of her child, she topes 
against hope to the very last 
The day »hen I learned that the D 2-4 uas lo be Ihroum 
overboard Is \-cry hazy in my memory I remember Pro- 
fessor Shelest coming Info my office. I waj Ibtcnlng lo the 
report of the duty engineer and cwmlning the charts 
ulth the night's readings of the recording Inslrumcnta. 
Our enBlr>e uai roaring steadily outside the window. On 
mv desk lav various parts of her. some used, broken, or 
showing signs of rapid u'ear, others quite new, uith a duH 
tundng surface. I handed ooe piece lo Shelest, knowing 
that it vould Interest him. He turned the thing cner in his 
hand without looking al It, then put it down on Ibe desk. 
HU gesture spoke \‘olianes. I dismissed the engineer. 

“All over?" I asked. 

Shelest began to speak, but all I heard, the only thing 
1 graaped was that It uas all over ullh our engine 
we uw late. I must have sal there like one stunned 
I don’t remember getting up and ualklog over to the 
%lndow, but the neit awmenl Impinged itself on ray 
mind. 

I stood leaning against the window frame, staring at 
Shelest, who sal perched on the arm of the chair, talWng 
to me I forced myself to lUteo. Appropriations, exten- 
sions. What was he talking about? I caught the drift 
at last The Institute was to be extended, new buildings 
were to go up, and In li-o or Ihiee j ears the ADVL 
in two or three jearsl But today or tomorrerw we’d carry 
om engine out Into the abed and there, in her burial 
place, she would go cold for ever 
Good heavens, bnt tWe she was outside, roaring, alivxl 
U Was like a voice from the other world. 
1 touched the window pane with my fingers — it vibrated 
My ev caught the raUte which u-e In the Institute bad 
to not^ from force of habit. So It was all over 
Inenr nothing could be done ab^ It? No, there uaa 
DO ttch thing as the impossIbW The engine had to be 
Mveoi Here there's another gap In my memory All I 
know la that I rushed oB to see Rodionov How I went. 



whether 1 rode or walked, how I got to his cater olfice 
Md who I spoke to there— all this Is a blank, 

mother gleam of consciou5ness— Rodionov’s 
rwrii. A long room, which I once described to you Lots 
of windows In IL Along the walls — models of So\iet air- 
planes And all of a sudden something struck mv c>e, 
something I had not seen there before. It was the mwiel of 
fln engine on a stand, fixed to a tall steel pIvoL I recog- 
mied her at once — It was P>'olr NUdtin’s construction, our 
Soviet hundred horse-power aircraft engine. Nikitin 
had developed her after all, got her to pass the official lest 
and placed Into serial production. Absorbed though I was 
in my own troubles, the sight of It gave me a sudden 
shock Can you Imagine It — doiens of aircraft of all 
types, from small planes to large flying boats, designed 
and constructed In this country, and among them all 
just a single little engine of a mere 1 00 h. p And no mod 
el of ouj D-2-1 would ever stand here The country, which 
was for^g IrrcaUUbly ahead, would still have no high- 
pov-eroo engine of its own make. We ucro again obliged 
to buy a foreign-mode model Comrade Rodionov, ue Just 
can’t do thatl Wasn't It )'oo. Comrade Rodionov, aho 
spoke about a battle of engines? We can’t oDovi ourselves 
to be beaten, I tell you we can’ll 

ft was hysterics— thol’s tho only word to describe IL 

Rodionov heard me out calmly The straight-ruled 
parting of his, wiLh reddish hair brushed doum smooth 
and Uat on either side with raetlculouj care, struck me 
with surprise again. With bis hair as well that stubborn 
man had had hU own way SIrange as It may seem, but 
even the blrtJimark on the (Ip of nli nose, that irregular 
little mole, bad a sort of hopeful look about IL Ilowshall I 
explain It? It was as If the crovlly of hli lean face could 
not quite conceal Ihevouthful ardour of his nature — a 
retklllous trait whkh he could do nothing to remove or 
smooth down. 

Rodionov Ibtcncd without talcmiption but for an occa- 
sional Insertion of his '*wcll. welL" His tone, it struck 
me. seemed to say. “Get down (o brass lacks! What do 
^ou propose?” But I wosn’t proposing an>'thing I had 



simply come numlng to hbn In despair. I remember hb 
dear reply The bailie for a Soviet bJRh-po^eretl engi^ 
bo Mid, was inline but lost We ftcre heading to- 
uirds that goaL We uere paying big money to the Gcr* 
mans, bat we’d start the ^korks and master the machinery 
Wc were bu>-lnc Time from them Just now. paying for U 
in gold. We would reconslnJct jour InsUtule, of rather 
build It anew and put new weapons Into the bands ol V’onr 
designers. Then we'd launch aimther attack! Well, 
well 

Again that pet phrase of hli sounded to me like o 
question “What do j^ou propose?" 

“Comrade Rodionov. I beg jx)u. give me another 
week. Just one more week.” 

“UTiat can jxiu do In a week?" 

“I don't know Probably nothing But Til do It-" 

“Do what?" 

“rU sohe this damnable problem. I’ll think of some- 
tbiog 111 conM back in a w^’s time and report to you. 
The engine's ready for offldal lest' ” 

“BestiSikos', do you Teaiiy think IV possible?” 

“No. Call a thousand spedalUts tocelher and Iheyll 
all tell jTHi In one voice, ‘Nol’ 'Thal^ what I would 
say, too, If I were one of them. But I'll do It all the 
samel’* 

In an instant Rodionov's eipresslon changed- He was 
kwktng it me again, I noUceo. with heightened Interest 
mingled with affectknL He believed me. It may have been 
only for a minute, but be believed me. It even seemed to 
me that his face lit up with {oy 
“If that were only possible, Berezhkov Tell me what 
jrju need," 

“Nothing 1 want to think. Ill report to jou In a week’s 
time.” 

"Good.” 


He stood up and gav e roe hU hand. 

1 hurried away I was afraid he’d read the despair In 
my lace again. 

Rodionov smiled eocouraglngly 
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But Rozhkov could do nothing to save the engine, 
cudgel his brains as he m.glit 
Those uere daj-s of torture, he said. I sat for hours, my 
{!^m Pf*^*^*^ Jn my linnds, as If trylnfr (o squeeze some 
Dnlllant Idea out of my brainpan. Or else I'd cp out to the 
cold engine, which, after o current failure, had been left 
*he was on the block-testing stand under the 
*u one ever touched her now Everyone In the In- 
stitute knew that this unfinished creation of ours had 
gone overboard I was treated with solicitude and care, 
and not bothered with questions or business I felt that 
people were still expecting a miracle from me. 

As a matter of fact I myself still believed in some brain- 
wave that would enable us In some marvellous way to 
solve all tile problems of development 
What could be simpler, one Ihoujzht? The cylinder 
^Ive? Instead of rocking your brains, just taw the 
Wright valves, or the Hennes, copy them exactly, and 
there >Pu are. No more trouble! But *e tried that dorena 
of Uoica and Just as often failed. The metal lore and the 
valves were Idcked out the devil knows where. 

Strictly speaking, I knew the answer (o that riddle even 
then. 

What we lacked to create an engine was an Industry, 
production experience. This applies not only to aircraft- 
engine rnanufacture, which Is the peak of modem in- 
dustry, but to any other mechanism 
Take, for Instance, the motor-car works which we were 
building In those years. Imagine getting a sample, a com- 
pletely finished model of a small-dlsplacement car, aay 
Vou tike It to pieces, you make the most accurate draw- 
ings of It with exact dimensions, and start production 
according to those drawings. But nothing will come of ft, 
for the s'mple reason that you don't know the technology 
of manufacture of the thhig. you don't know the processes 
through which it went Take such an elementary detail 
as the body an all metal body You've made it exactly 
according to’ the designs, ground It perfect, but when you 



fil It into place it roa> break. Wh>? Decau>e jxhi don't 
Knou the history of Its dexelopmcnL You don't know bow 
many operations that sheet of steel undcrwcfit, whit 
Wind of operations and In ubat sequence. And that makes 
flll the difference. 

Tunes hfl%e fhanBcd twaw We ha%c foTRcd so far ilxad 
that others are nou copjlnp our engines. 

Take a rase lIWc this. There Is a »ar, and one of 
our planes is shot down over enemy territory. Or evxd In 
peace time, there's an accident, say. o\'ef foreign territory, 
and our plane Just disappears. Is lost Actually it has 
found its uay Into some foreifm research laboratory And 
so our engine Is In foreign lunds. Go on then, a>f>y It 
mratc it In the first place, till be a long and difficult job, 
Dreause an engine doesn't carry about %ith It the history 
oi its making that Is, the technology of Us manofaciure. 
sbouing all the processes by which it come Into being 
Secondly, from this very moment you have made up V'our 
mind to copy It you have begun to tag, vtju are behind the 
times, the talog you have in your hands ts the yesterday 
of avialioa since the designer you ore copying from Is a 
long u ay altead of you and Is already weriJng on bis next 
thing, d^cioping It in cooperalloo with the whole works* 
staff, a big Industrial cootmunity 

And the stuff the thing Is made from, the metal Itself? 
Let’s say you'vx made a chemical analysis, found out the 
composIUon of the metal, and prodix^ one exactly like 
it. But It breaks la operalton, doesn't stand the strain 
Why? The reason Is that you don’t know how that metal 
was smelted, bow it was tempered, bow it was cooled. 
Allowance has to be made for minute technological de- 
tails, which are ungoessable and only to be learned 
throDgb long experience. 

A designer Is a toQcr He works, eiperiments, studies 
the engine and production palnital^py 1 told you that 
since 1 grew to miabood I've practically never called 
mysell an Inventor. As ytHi mj down the sU^t, something 
Inirsls npon ytsir mind, and before you know it. yxw’ve 
Invented something Of course, you have certain specific 
Uwi here, too, but InvTntIng Is nevertheleM the easiest 
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profeMlon The main thing is ahat cornea 
endless gruelling toll 

We on the D-24. as j-ou know, for close on tuo 

>ears. We had it nearly developed and complefed But it 
was at this point of “nearly” that we got stuck. It u-ould 
^ve taken us months, perhaps a 3 ear, to overcome that 
piddling accursed “nearly” Yon might ask why ue 
wuldn t lose another year on development For one thing, 
^*^^»ft-engine designs have a tendency to grow 
y that were modem and up-to-date at the time 

Affine’s birth become out of date In three j'ears and 
there Is no longer any sense In putting them Into produc- 
^ main difficulty we Vrcre up against was 
the lack of technological experience, the lack of a produc- 
Jficilhies, a moaem atrcraft-en^ne building Industry 
Wc battled with Innumerable difficulties arising from the 
tts^tlal nature of the problem, we fought against time 
in the face of endless delays that wore us down 
In the end T\e uere obliged to buy the engine from the 
Gennaru This decision seemed to me at the time a drush* 
defeat, but, as you will see furdter. It was Uie only 
right decision under the circumstances Together with the 
engine wc got technology, production culture, a rapidly 
fiTowIng-army of trained men eho leamed to build power- 
ful aircraft engines We bought Tune, os Rodionov said. 
E>cn he, that level-headed man. had believed for a 
nttunent In m> still being able to perform some miracle. 
But I performed no miracle. I could do nothing to save 
the engine. 

The failure of my engine was 0 stunning blow to me. I 
felt so agonizingly helpless, and was shedding — so I 
thought — my last illusions. I’ve had enoughl N'o more 
high-powered engines for me! I wouldn’t remove that 
self-imposed ban lor at least fivejears, not until ue had 
fln up-fo-date engine building Industry of our own If I 
ever forgot mvself and started drawing iomc ncu hfg i- 
poucred construction I’d tear my designs up Dutluoud 
never start drauing, luould m.v<T penult m>«lf to do IL 
May my rlRhl haiKTullher awaj If t ewr 
may II wilfcr Ibc %cr>' momtnl I draw llic first linci 
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I hod promUed to ffo and see Rodlonot within a ueeL 
But I didn’L It u as too painful I did not cn.cn ring him 
up He understood 

1 acknowledged defeat The D'2l was struck out of my 
life. 


ad 

The next New Year's E\ c party w as held at Bereihkov’s 
place Ihere was quite a lIulocrtFwd. Here Is a scene char- 
acteristic of that e\-tnlnR*t mood 

j\flcr ha\ in;j danced hhnself ofl hts feet, Bererhkov sitj- 
natled tu Ganshin, and they both slipped out Into the 
kitchen with a bottle of wine and chases. The kitchen table 
was cluttered up wttb bottles, crockery md dishes 
with the lesnalns of food. Thae were no chairs and ^ 
reahkiv suiigeiled sitllnR down on the Ooor behind the 
large Idtchen ranco, well out of slghL He had thofougbly 
co^cd binuelf all the e^eIlIng and fell pleasantly mei- 
low Bespectacled little Oanahln dutifully lowered hbnaell 
on to tbe floor and loaned against Ute warm tiles of tha 
range. Ber^ihkov swiftly ImprcMscd a table out of an 
overtun>ed gaUanlied Iron trough — the very trough ha 
had painted la IhU same Vilcben cn that memorable c\e* 
ning when he bad sorrow'fully opened the cherished tin of 
etumel paint The bulgtng sloes and bottom retained 
traces of s faded brown coating, which still resembled the 
colour of the sJdn on baked mllL Bereihkov slipped off his 
jacket pulled up the trouser knees not to sped tbo 
creases, and sat down on tbe floor with his legs under him. 

"We’re like a couple of old (^nese," Ganshin said 

"Wise old birds,’* Berezblur; said. 

He filled the nltSM*. 

"Whst’s the toast going lo be?" Ganshin asked. 

"Let’s drink to that Irsm rule — d’juu remember? 

Fofgd ffour mpty fancies, friend, 

Jusi pay poor fare and there's an end.” 

"Have i)T» forgoUen them?” 
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Bereihlcov waved the question aside. He had already 
recovered Irom bis spiritual crisis and was feelinp none 
the worse for his experience, from which he had cmertreij 
shorn of his fantasies, resolved at last to be a realist, a 
man of hard common-sense. He had parted with his illu- 
sions again as he had with that tin of pale-brown enamel 
paint And it hadn't turned out so bad either He uas 
ihjrty-six He was Head Designer of the Instliute Inven- 
tor of a sixty horse-power air-cooled tractor en^flne, which 
was now beinjj manufactured In Leninjfrad Say what >ou 
like, that wasn’t bad at all As pood a point as any to 
start another life of Alexei Berezhkov from. 

'The poet has no career, be has a destiny," he mar- 
mured "But I'm not a poet any more, old chap So hero's 
to you, Ganshin, the ffrealesl sceptic of all times and na- 
tlonsl" 

Berezhkov raised his glass with a smile. 

“We’re seeing this year out gloriously, old bean Good 
riddance to Ul” 

They could hear sounds of music. The pendulum clock 
ticked on the wall Somewhere the Locomollve of Tirac 
was rushing along Tlie friends sat In Ihe^ann comer 
Berezhkov ^Ilosophlzed He had enjoyed the New Year’s 
Eve party Immensely 
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•ALEXEJ BZREZHX0V-3t’‘ 


1 »ai t k«Dg time “<5eveloplrn^ this booV. too For the 
most pui Berezhkov mod I vcre guile pleased srilh one 
another I liked the wiy be told to vtoiy, be liked the 
uiy I wrote IL But soroellme* he made the most ui>«- 
pectcd danamU. On one occasion we nearly quar- 
relled over the colour ol hli ejea. 

I bad dtscr.bed them as bemg “small jfreenlsh ej-es “ 
Bcrezhlun took the sheet and altered It to “blue e>es." I 
protested. 
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•Tliey’ro grccnishf I Icll you. they're greenish and 
speckled ” 

“Like n cat's?” 

“Well, yes, a bit,” I answered incautiously 

“No' I uon't hove It'” 

I laughed Dut Berezhkov meant It He was determined 
on having blue eyes Blue eves and a shy smile I had 
quite a jolt vindicating my right to describe Berezhkov In 
my own way. llic way J sow lilm 

Sometimes private rcodmgs of my MS were arranged 
at Berezhkov's flat with his wife and (wo or three friends 
as audience Widle I read, he glonccd at the audience 
now and then to see how llicy took IL then, himself 
carried away by tl>e story, his small cy-es would begin to 
sparkle, he'd smile, cnlirelv forgetting that he had to do 
It shyly, and his face would bepn to glow J remember 
how once, in the middle of a *en(ence. Berezhkov burst 
out laughing He threw himself back against Uie sofa 
cushions, all but rolling with laughter, his face red with 
the effort of trying to get something out between the 
bursts of hilarity 

“It’s all tniel" he managed to shout out at last “The 
things f was up to Irt (hose days'” 

He sprang lightly to his feet ond began a vivid de- 
scription of the adventures I hod just been reading about 
I listened, amazed and delighted, to the dozens of new 
details I had never lieord before, to the sprinkling of 
parenthetical episodes. U»e surprising Imagery Berezh- 
kov never repeated himself, and seemed to be reliving 
anew everything he wa4 dc^nblng This brilliance was 
one of his greafest atlrncllons 

Tile reading seemed to have passed off well But the 
next time I came to seo Berezhkov he looked worried. 

“You’ll have to cross out almost all of what you’ve 
read, my friend,” he sold to me. 

“What d’jou mean? Why?" 

"It isn’t Uie thing That’s not the kind of book we 
need ” 

“Not the kind of book?” 
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No It’s much too frivotou* Who cares, for hislance, 
oboot mv Ne» Year's Eve party with Ganihin? Or that 
tin oi enamel paint, say? All lh«ni have to come out, 

1 \ e thought ol an entirely new plan." 

And warming to his theme, ne beOTn to unfold his 
plan to me. I uas crushed. A year a«> ne had Insisted on 
my putting in the tlnK>f-niarael-palm episode, he had e.x- 
clilmed so earnestly, "Wltboul It therell be no novell" 
and told the story m such glowing colour* that he soon 
had roe enthusiastic o\er iC and now. when the thing 
was dowm on paper, he demanded that It should be 
thrown out just IlVe that He now had In mJnd a most 
unconventional work of flctlonlied philosophy about the 
laws of creative designing 

"Design thinking, the crealKe work of a deslmer — 
that should be thclceynole ol the book," he said- "All the 
rest la uselesv" 

I began to mnonstraie. but It soon dawned on me that 
instead ol armjlng I ought (o listen. listen with all my 
cars, and wnte down everything my bero had to say 
about aeathe aork. And liut’a what I did. 


2 

1 should like to give some of Berezhkov's views about 
literature, about the art of the wriler, which bo expressed 
during our arguments. 

"1 would compare a writer to an Invenlof, a designer," 
he said. “Nowada>-3 a design Is the work of many peo- 
ple — whole staffs In drowing offices and experimental 
plants. The division of labour Is very widely practised In 
this field of creative work. A clear fine Iim been drawn 
here between the major and the minor aspects of It You 
can go up to the desks and see what the designer Is do- 
ing and what bis assistants arc doing The major thing 
here Is tbe Idea, the over-all conception, or, as we call It, 
the preliminary lay-out of the thing os a whole. A design- 
er today, In iKc tbIrUes of our century, can^ be eip^- 
ed all at once to think out his design down to the rolnut- 



cst component elements The writer handles all 
the details of his work himself, but with us this is 
done by the designer’s assistants We have men who spe- 
cialize In pistons, lubrication, valves and so on and so 
forth ’’ 

I Interrupted Berezhkov 

“In fiction writing that’s hardly possible,” 

“I’m rwt sure It's quite likely that the great writer of 
the future will be a sort of literary lay-out man In the art 
of the writer, too, I think, you can pick out the primary 
feature. What Is it? You read a book, some splendid 
noN'cI like War and Peace, say, or Anna Kewenina As you 
read you have a feeling that you are climbing up the 
primary truss of the work, as it were It’s Invisible The 
writer would seem to be giving you only the particulars, 
but behind and through It all you feel the presence of this 
truss and enjoy climbing up It It’s like a railway track 
to carry the train of the story as It rushes along It You 
see all kinds of scenes and views during the Journey, 
but the awareness of that track never leaves you And so 
the chief thing In a novel, In my opinion, la the general 
Idea, the design arrangement which, with us. belongs to 
the inventor, the designer of the thing Another good 
word for it Is conception ” 

“Art Is very often said (o be made up of particulars, 
but I don’t agree with It," Berezhkov continued “Art is 
a wbolel TTie ability to see a thing whole, to conceive It 
in its entirety, to subordinate alt the parts to this whole — 
that In my opinion. Is the greatest ^t a man of art or a 
man of teenies can havc"^ 

Linking these thoughts with our disputes about the 
book Berezhkov said 

“Now what Is that primary truss, the track of our 
book? Creation The creative work of the designer " 

Many of Berezhkov’s opinions struck rae as being pro- 
foundly true, and I agrwd with them who'e-hearWly 
But I had my own conception of the book, a conception 
which could hardly be said to be covered by the word 
Creation, the Creative Work of the Designer 
Berezhkov went on arguing his point 
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“I belie\e the secret of literary power could be ev 
pressed In a single word — penetration. Generally speaV- 
mg, talent Is the gift of penetration. If j-ou ask me. I call 
that person a ^Tlter who has Ihe power to probe the most 
hidden depths of his characters. To be oble to do that >ou 
must have a perfixtlv clear understanding of what con- 
sUtutM the essential feature, the core of the character 
\‘ou want to portray Your task Is to get to that core, and 
bring it out ^ discarding all that Is unessential and ex- 
traneous to it, whereas you are telling j-ourself be divert- 
ed b\ petl) details ” 

I reall> felt Ifke a sculptor modelling a portrait— many 
little traits of m) sUter were so dear to me that 1 w’as 
loath to discard them. Thinking o\cr BerexhJon's vords 
I TBS reminded of a scene at which I happened to be a 
witriasv One rtwmlng Berezhkov was looking through 
Ihe newspapers In my preserKe. All ol a sudden he gnsu 
an exclamaUon and shouted to his wife in the next room 
at the top ol hb N'olce, •^al>al Here’s an article about us! 
Come here, qulckP 

She came in. looking at Bemhkov with a vise, afec-* 
ttonate little smile, the kind of look that is usually re- 
served for chlldrea The article was promptly reaQ out 
■load, 

“Charmingi A cbarmlog arUcIel" Berexhkov declared 
emphatlcflll) “I dictated the whole thing to a reporter 
>-estefday In Q\e minutes." 

He was rea11> tickled to death at that moment, like a 
child- But Iftecn mlmiles later, when we resumed our 
usual talk about his engine, about Creation, and the pas- 
sion of a desigiKT, be said with a nod towards the news- 
pap« that still lay before him, 

‘That’s \ery pleasant, of course. But that's not whot 
y™ create a thing for If thata all a designer works for. 
then his thing U not worth anything " 

Those words impinged lhemsel\‘C3 on my mind. I 
realized that they stood for something very profound In 
Berezhkov s personalia — that salient Tcafuro, or whit he 
had called the core of character. 1 underilood that this 
was hU real credo. At the ume time I felt that if I merely 



quoted these words of my hero without describing the 
scene that led up to them, I would not have shown the 
real living character of the man, 

Howescr, I no longer argued I made notes I now re 
turn to those notes 
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The human mind, Berezhkov said, resuming hjs nar 
ratU'e, is a remarkable thing Nature’s most amaxing 
piece of designing I had absolutely forbidden my- 
self to think of any new high-powered engine, I had 
decided nc\cr more to give chase to that Blue Bird, and 
had sworn a terrible oath wishing mv right arm to 
wither the moment I drew the first line i seemed to have 
quietened dowm at last Don’t you believe iti 
Let me tell you now about the most critical and the 
most ewiting period o! ray life 
One fine summer evening In June 1931, I left for Lenin- 
md on business con/Kseted with the Institute. I got into 
Die Flying v\frow train In Moscow with a sraiii con- 
venient suitcase, I suppose you know that glorious feel- 
ing of escape, that getting away from the worksda/ 
world, and the Jogtrot of life, when the train, at last, 
starts moving and carries >tiu off Into some other 
mysterious and errehanted world. 

I could look back with sotlsfactlon at a good long 
stretch of work done the five-year plan for the oviatlon 
Industry, In the drafting of whldi I had bad a hand, had 
been completed and endorsed, the five'>ear plan for the 
Institute nad been approved, all kinds of estimates and 
specifications had been drawn up, projects designed and 
initialled, appropriations, stocks and delivery orders 
received, and dozens of other routine matters attended 
to I t^pgan to relax the moment tlie wheels started turn- 
ing I dimbed up on the top berth, where ray bed had been 
made for me. and lay between the fresh sheets, thinking 
with anticipatory pleasure of tho different people I was 
going to meet In Leningrad— apart from those I was 



obliged to meet oj a matter of diit> These pleasant medita- 
uere marred bv the inlruding Ihoogfat ol one par* 
ticulir Leningrader uhoo) I uas not at all anJdoua to 
meet— LadoshntVjDv 1 had flrtnly made up my mind 
bctofe leaving Moseou not to call on him- If ue met, a 
senoua talV uaa unavoidable. LadoshnUuTV rvould first 
ask alter Masha then our common friends, and then was 
sure to ask me a question I decidedly didn't care to hear 
Hadn’t I s’iom. "May my right hand wUher.** *md 
ad the rest of it. One m.^t as svell be consistent and 
sa> — nia\ my legs u Ither. loo. If they carried nW 'S'hcfo 
they shooldn*lJ But enough of that To bdl with these 
thoughts’ 

The coadh rocked gently I » booh out of my suit- 
case — some advxnture story Tthi little reading lamp ovu' 
bead threw a cosy Ilgbl on the page. Not odce did I 
catch rajseU readlog mechaoJcally. my thoughts else- 
sibere. I read a few chapters »iih pleasure, stretched 
iDjieU luiurtooili switched ofl the light and fell asleep 
Berezhkov smiled. 

“SNIiSle lour hero ts borrw oo his sleeping »<ry to out 
former noribem capital, let os. os they say Id the old 
nov-els, review certain eveola that took place since the 
D 21 came a cropper" 


Shelest uas no longer In charge of the Institute. Be- 
rezhkov proceeded. He had been oUered, as 1 aileruards 
learned, to »U) on In the capaclt> of deputy director of a 
sort of chief consulting engineer, but ^ declined these 
offers. 

He corUlnucd his course of lectures on aircraft engines 
at the .Moscow School of Engineering, was still a member 
of the editorial board of the Qrvd Soviet Enm-ckipoedla, 
and lately had been made a member ol the Entclaccrlng 
Council under the People's Cemraissar of He»V}’ b>* 
dujlry His re'ifmatlon, asyou see, »ai quite an horrour- 
able one. He had not ihovn hlmsdf at the Institute how- 
ever since then. If I am not mistaken- He bad not evtn 



turned over his duties to his successor at the office, but 
had done It at home. 

His duties as director of the ADVI were taken over by 
a leading business Mecutlve, who had fust been awarded 
a irovcmment Order for the successful completion of the 
Volga Aircraft-Engine Plant building project— our old 
friend Novitsky Tms alone went to show that as much 
hncxudsnce was attached to the "rearmament” of the In- 
atltute as was attached to the major building projects of 
the 0%’e-year plan. 

When he nrst came to us after being appointed, he 
shook hands with me and said, laughlng- 

"So there goes ray holiday. Berezhkov I predicted It I 
was at the spa In Kislovodsk when I got their telegram 
asking me to coroe back.” 

Nevertheless the short holiday hod done him good and 
he was in better trim His clean-shaven face had filled 
out and did not have thaE aged oshy look- The ban 
under his eyes were leas noticeable. He still dressed In 
military style— a khaki cloth tunic with a turn-down 
collar, a broad belt, which scarcely concealed an unmis- 
takable paunch, and Iraraaculate lining higb-boots He 
intercepted my glance, 

•They'll be dusty enough soon.” he said 

He was standlsg by the window, balancing from heel 
to toe and saying- 

"IVe Just been over our firfurc territory with the plan- 
ners from the Moscow Soviet We pegged It down — stuck 
some fir branches in the ground So the new town has 
be^ laid It’s very pleasant to start your first work day 
on a new Job like that” 

He was obviously starting on the building work with 
genuine pleasure and zest 

"All these little houses will soon come down,” he said, 
pointing through the window "All this land right down 
to that field on the edge of Alosojw will be ADVI Town- 
No, well give it a new name — CIA City — the Central In- 
stitute of Aircraft Engines. How does that sound, 
Berezhkov?” 
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'■Sounds good," I answered. “It will bo a sort of Rubl 
con Onct we\e crossed it " 

"Fine. Fm ^e^v glad That's what I uant you to do, 
BeieihkOT Will i’ou plense let me have j’our Ideas for 
the eiperimentol plant and for equipping the Institute. 
Don’t oe ilrsid to use >oiir Ima^atlon We’ve Rot to 
look file \Ters ahead GKe >ourself plenty of scope." 
■^at 3 something I’ni ne\er shon of," I said modest- 

fy 

' Yuu area t, eh?” N'oiitsky said, screwing up one eye. 
"Well, if >ou oserdo It I’ll pull >-ou In a blL** 

“That «uit3 me.” 

Fine In that case uell get along splendidly, 1 feel 
All right, get on u1lh >our business, tb^" 

“We’re doing prsctkally nothing. Comrade Novitsky 
Thmpi are in such a mess " 

"Neicr irund. Give me « week. I’ll look Into things, 
and gather In a few loose ends And In a week's time you 
and I will sit down to a loog and serious talk." 

Do vou know what be roeoat b> that vague statement 
about 'loose ends'? 

During that week lorries loaded with logs and boards 
droie in and out of the streets adjoining the Institute, 
and a boarded fence sprang up. enclosing a lorga area 
with houses, yards, front gardens, water-pomps and even 
a stretch of tram lines Although It was winter, the 
tenants of the llrtJe bmiscs were moved out to new dwell- 
ings somewhere at the other end of Atoscow The lorries 
dumped Ihcir loads of Umber Into the churned up snow 
of the roodwnv and went back loaded up with somcoue’a 
household goods and chattels Some of the liousia were 
pulled dowTi right away, o^era were left to serve as 
temporary IMng quorters for the wTDrken. Garden ferkxs 
and sheds were pulled down Bonfires of rotten wood and 
Utter blaocd hip^ The whole vlcSnlty around the Insti- 
tute was in an uproar 

Novitsky come to the InsUiute In muddy, ll not iusly, 
bools. He set up a second residence In one of the. vacated 
liUlc houses, which soon became known ns "Novitsky's 
office” One cannot but give hbn credit for hfs energy 
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That same week he organized a Building DepartmenL 
We had to make room for it In the drawing hail by giving 
up half our floor space. 

During tlioie days Novitsky greeted me from a dis 
tance or just exchanged a few hurried woids with me 
But one fine morning he invited me Into his private office 


0 

It was the same old room, furnished in Shelest's taste, 
where I had been such a frequent visitor The same up- 
holstered leather armchairs stood at the massive desk, 
the parquet had the some high polish, and the same car- 
pet lay on the floor Behind the glass doors of the book- 
case stood the same reference books, enc>‘clopaedios and 
dictionaries in Russian and foreign language The only 
changes In the room were a drawing missing from one 
of the walls and a black overcoat and black winter cap 
banging on a nail Novitsky usually came up here by 
way of the backstaira, wblco was a short cut, and tooK 
Ills things off here. A box of expensive «.Jgarettes lay on 
top of some papers on the desk. A glass of tea, which 
had obviously gone cold, stood there too A nickel- 
plated electric kettle stood boiling on the wlndow-sIlI 
nearby 

"This is like camping out," said Novitsky “Sit down 
Have some lea?" 

"No, thanks " 

“I'll have a glass, If you don’t mind." 

He got up, emptied the cold lea Into the slop-basin, 
pourea out some not tea and put sugar In I glanced at 
me desk and suddenly saw Ihe notebook containing the 
design data of the D-24 engine lying there opened ai the 
title-page I wondered why he had dug it out W^al was 
there to say about an engine that was dead and done 
with? A writing-pad lay open on the desk with notes In 
a scrawling hand made with blue pencil I could make out 
various numbered paragraphs — one, two, three — and by 
straining my eyes, couIq read the top lines 



“See Bcreihkov re. 

1) D-24 

Odd. \Vlial could It mean? 

Novitsky came up to the desk where I was sitting 
“Looking at It?"^ be said, sipping the steamlHg-hot 
ilrongly brewed tea “Sit dowa.” 

He sat down facing me. put the glass down, reached 
for the design and rt over to the edge of the 

desk. 

“Well, what are we going to do about this thing. Be* 
re 2 hko%^ be said 

“1 don't know The question has been decided, as ynu 
know She's Wing In the shed under lock and key ** 

“tes, I^e been there, I saw her Dumped therein a 
ccnitr Rather wasteful that. Isn't it?” Novitsky took 
another sfp, and lit a cigarette. “Of course, there's no 
tnmtng batk, Bereihkov Thai's all done with. I suppose 
v-ou realize by now that thls'*--bc tyiped the design — 
Hhis was romanUdsen. A dream Idea.'' 

I was slIeoL Settling coo/oflabty In bis armchair and 
pulhng at bis dgardte, be went on. 

"I'm glad )tiu understand that I may as well tell I'ou 
sow that I was agaioat having (he Volga plant tooled up 
for v-onr eogine Irocn the very start We shwld ha\c gone 
to the Varangians straightaway Bui they didn’t listen 
to roe," 

He spoke with a friendly, rather lofty tolerance, na 
though uytng to teach roe sense. 1 thou^ of the Ironical 
smile be had worn at the conference on the high-powered 
engine two years ago. when he declared, “Td prefer to 
start with a foreign modeL" Had he really bcCT wiser 
than anyone else then, more far-sJghtcd? I could scarcely 
contain myself from eidalmlng, “What were we to do 
then — Jost Dolhlng?" 

“They didn't listen to me," Novitsky proceeded 
“hlnre’i the pity Spoiled the wedcs It was tooled up for 
one engine, and now we’re going to turn out another It 
means re-eanipplng the wwfca, putting In a lot of uetr 
machine- tools.* 

"What tooU?" I asked. 
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The Volga works »a3 hopelessly lost to our D-24, 

K ;t I couldn't help thinking of It with a pang of curiosity 
Dvltsky, too, still couldn’t get ti>e thought of Motorstrol 
out of his bead, and be told me about the new machinery 
that had been bought for the works In a rather peeved 
tone of voice before dropping the suyect 
"We have cares of our own now, S^ezhkov ^Vhat are 
wc going to do with this Inheritance, eh?" 

He picked up n big blue pencil from the desk and 
tapped the design agam 

‘^Aa far as I know, these are its weakest points,” he 
aatd, pointing the pencil at the valves and some other 
parts "Have you thought of radically solving the prob- 
lem simply by making the whole thing heavier?" 

“I hove Ita hopeless ’’ 

"Why?" 

"Because well, you kru5w as ^ell as I do It means 
changing oil the dimensions. It would be too heavy ” 
"Well, why not? Why not make an engine for a hydro- 
rilSMpr? Our naval men would build such beauties if 
they had this engine I paid them a visit and explored 
the ground already What about tackling this, Berexhkov? 
Let’s save the enpne, eh?” 

"For a hydrogllsseur?" I murmured 
I saw In a flash that Novitsky bad hit upon the only 
possible solution for dragging the engine out of Its grave. 
Naturally, It wouldn't be the thing I had dreamt of. It 
wouldn’t be an engine for our aviation. But those dreams 
were done with Hero was something real With an 
engine like that— yea. Jt could be reinforced — our 
torpedo boats would fly like bullets Clever chap, that 
Novitskyl 

He had the design on his knees and was roughly rein- 
forcing the vulnerable spots by going over the outlines 
with a blue pencil Then he turned over the pages, stop- 
ping here and there to comment on the modification* 
which this reinforcement would Invoh’e, Uslnff the same 
pencil be corrected this or that drawing, made question 
marks and notes In the margin with a Ann band. I began 
discussing the Idea with pleasure. You felt )OU y.-ero deal- 



in^T p.lih i fully qualified spedalbt tmd a shrewd ener- 
p^tic min to boot 

He slammed the notebook, shut and said 
"This qlears our prospects up, Bereihkov We know 
where we stand now Well put this through the State 
Planning Commission, have It Included In the Institute's 
five >car plan ’ 

He crossed out the denomination on the co\*er8 and 
uTote instead GI>-24— the GD standing for GlUseur En- 
gine 

"That’s settled one of our problems,” Ncftdtsky pro- 
. ceded, handing me the noleboolc "I leave the job to 
\ou ” 

I rcadilv iccepted It I looked at our new director with 
respect Inis was an absolutely real Ihingl So now I’d 
ha\e two enjHnes to my credit— the sixty h-p- tractor 
engine and Una one for the gtlsscur Not $o badi 

6 

"Mv second question concerns the InsUtuta's five-year 
plan,'^ Novilsk> said "As for as jour department Is con- 
cerned It simply doesn’t exist” 

“Yes, that’s true. Comrade KcnrllsL 7 ” 

“We shall hove lo draft It, Uicn. By the way, an Impor- 
tant commission Is going to start work soon on the re- 
vision of the 6\c jTsr plan for the whole aviation Indus- 
try All the factories arc taking on extra obligations. 
Where docs our Institute come In? What are we going 
to frivo our Industry during that period?" 

“Do )-ou have In mind a high powered engine?" I said 
uncertainly “Bat 1 Just cant Irnagine — ” 

“Can t ImaglrK what? Tbo problan la perfectly clear, 
In in> opinion.” 

‘ 1 don’t know If I were asked lust now to design an- 
otlttr high po«rcd engine I |uit don t know, Com- 
rade NovlUky. Tbe thing Is anything but clear to me." 

"In m> opinion the problem Is pcrfecll> dear." Ncf- 
vdUky repeated “What are »c building Uw CL\ City for 
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putting millions into ft. If not to seriously tackJe the prob- 
lem of a Soviet hlgli-powcred engine We’ll go about 
that Job in a really serious and lliorougii manner, without 
premature attempts to scale the hef^rts of en^neenng 
with bare hands First we’ll build our new factory-insti- 
tute, and then only shall we " 

I listened and nodded agrecmenL The way be put ft 
Uie problem did really begin to look clear 
“We’ll have our high-powered engine In the next 
pyaiiUlka,^ he continued “And It won’t be a gamble, 
IbereTI be no hysterica, no jerks, this tune. And we’ll beat 
everj’one else Co It” 

He mentioned the work Mai«rev and Nikitin junior 
were doing Great technological difficulties had arisen In 
the process of construction of then- D-26 enrfne, which 
was based on an interesting design formula of maximum 
flexibility As with us, the development of the eogioe had 
been dragging on for years. 

“So we've got to tala olber obligations upon ourselves 
In this pyaiUetkOy” Novitsky said. “Industry has got to 
feel that oar Irtstitute (s doing something lor It’’ 

We mapped out several serious tasks, among them, the 
alteration of the HUpano, which was still bring manufac- 
tured at one of the plants, to an air-cooling system. 
Together with the GD-24, this would keep my department 


pretW busy 
“TTiese w 


“Tnese will be our proposals for the pyaliletka com- 
mission,” Novitsky said. ^'At least it’s something real" 
He smiled again in that palronlzlng way which I 
somehow vaguely resented. Did I realize then that No- 
vitsky, that undoubtedly capable and efficient man, was 
not entirely “up to acralch,’’ to use a professional idiom? 
I really d^’t know. For all his primary virtues he ob- 
viously lacked what he called romantldsm, the lift of 
wings, daring imagination. But in those days, as I told 
you, I, too. had abandoned my daring dreams. And so I 
t(^ it all In without a munnur 


‘‘Concrete deeds will be demanded of us, Berezhkov, " 


Novitsky said. “We'll be expected to fulfil the^pJan which 
yon and 1 are going to sign and which the ‘■government 
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ulU endorse. Once ue\e let ourseh-cs la for il u-e’\e got 
to see 1 1 through and take full responsibility Thai's our 
rule, Berezhkov ” 

“A splendid rule! I agree »ith jou absolutely, Com- 
rade Novilsk) ” 

•Tbat settles question number U-o then. You »ont 
ha\-e an) objei.ltoa. 1 iMJpc, If 1 ask jtra to represent the 
Institute at the Aircraft Comralsslon of the G«plan." 

“Not at all," I answered with dignity “Onr line U 
perfecllN clear lo rrve." 

Next ue pasj^ over to Ibe third question, whkh was, 

I should sav, the moat Interesting to both of ui, namcl), 
the project for our future vast Institute, oar experimen- 
tal plaoL I had a number of sugraUons pre^red In 
advance. We i.eiil into Ibem. Novitsky approved nearly 
all of them. Apart from the plant, we planned about a 
dozen laboralones. Some of the equipment— things I had 
had la mind (<x son»e Ume — was to b* designed tod con- 
structed locally at the ImtlUile. This meant one more 
extra job for me- We also drafted a preliminary schedule 
(or making the designs. ‘ 

I came out of the director’s office, abere we had 
been closeted t^elber for close on lour boors, with a firm 
step Under my arm was the D-24 notebook with the 
covers crossed out In blue pencfl and the new title written 
in large leit^ and.my^own paper-case containing 
various sketches and meniorandi, some In my bandmiit- 
ing some heavily pendlled In bine. 

The low uinler *un abone straight into ray face 
throuch the window st Ibe esid of the corridor I 
thou^t It a good sjgQ- The long strip of urpet ran out 
before me like a IralL With the aun hi my e^es I couldn’t 
see where il ended, U seemed to be lost In the distance. 
That, too, could be a good sign. I strode along Was the 
floor sp^gy undenoot. I wondered. No, it wasn’t 
And thank Qod It wasn’t Pd had enough oJ aprin©' 
floors and pavaneois. That was all gone antJ done 
wllh. 

What are joa locking at? Waiting for some "all of a 
sudden’7 No, that day wrhen N’ovltdcy primed me op to 
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keep me going for a year or two, 1 believed — nay, more, 
I was convinced— Uiat I was guaranteed against any 
possible “all-of-a-suddens ” 


7 

And now, before passing on to the event I am about 
to describe. I’d like to touch briefly on one or two details 

The first Is a purely lyrical one. When I came Into my 
office alter leaving Novitsky’s, and pul down on my desk 
the notebook with the deslmi data of the engine, which 
I had believed struck out (u my life, which I had forced 
royself to stop thlnldng about, and which ‘no amount of 
alterations could ever revive as an aircraft engine — when 
1 pul down the notebook, turned over the covers, and 
again saw ray creation, a host of memories flooded my 
souL It all came surging back to me again— the ecstasy 
with wblch, shut up In ray room after the meeting at 
Rodionov's, I had sketched my lay-out; the song of the 
Rich Guest from Sadko, which we bad sung here at 
nights wdien “pitching Into” the project. New Year’s 
Eve, spent at the side of the roaring engine out In the 
frost; the glass I bad raised aloft towards the starry 
sky, where D-24-powered machines would wing their 
way No, they wouldn’t The powerful Soviet planes — 
Ladoshnikov's plane — would be Mwered by engines 
which had the foreign mark LMQ on them. They had 
already been given our own number — D-30 and were 
being put into quantity production at the Volga plant 

The drawings of that ^gine lay in my desk. I had 
once studied them, scruUmied th^ in an attempt to 
fathom where the foreigners had beaten me. I got them 
out again and spread them on my desk. No, you can 
say what you like, you can cut me up fa pieces, but 
I’ll never agree that that design Is better than ours It 
was as clear to me as ever that In comparison with the 
D-24, this latest wrinkle was obsolete design thinking, 
it bad no future, because,... Bat what’s the use of talk- 
ing about it In this thing the test stand had the last 
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u-ofd and there we uere beaten. The L.^VG dealpwr 
proved the better man not bj reason of any depth or 
brilliance of conception, but But uhal? Europe had 
a hlrtlv developed technique, an np-kv-dale engine build- 
ing Tndustn, uiterens »e were creating? oar engine with- 
out than, creating n in the face of tremendous odds. 
Sboctinp uouldn t bdp us — we bod lost 1 uas reminded 
of Atjvt'kjr.ikj s line “1 jell, but can't prove an>'thlng” 
Neither can 1 So will's the use of velllrig? Or 
mhunpering, for that mailer, ublmperlng here on the 
quiet uiib nobodv to bear iou. But damn It all. It wasn't 
a question of rm own personal happiness, was It? 

The crux of ti* raaiter uas this. Our splendid avia- 
tion, uhlch had so mam brave and talented fliers, and 
uhich, hi the uTirks of bklkola] ZhnkDvsky, bad given the 
uodd titf Iheoty of aeronaoUcs, would have Its wings 
cllp^ until such time as ue uere able to ghe It afr- 
crait engines of cur own labricaUon. 

The ubole countn had taken an bnmense running 
jemp. leaving b^dnd il Utrllllng Undmarka m the shape 
of cooabructkm proleds with such names as Magnito- 
corsk, the Onlepa Power Station, the Stalingrad Tractor 
tt’orks, the Goriej' Motor-car Works, the Uralmash, and 
so on. uhlle her^ In this field, Ihrouidi the fault of us 
alrcralt-enpne designers, Ibe DuaUletEn had a j awning 
gap In IL This lack of poweriul aircraft engines uoold 
be felt bv the Soviet Union at every step 
Novit5K>. that day, bad laid down the Institute’s line 
"Well have our hl^-pouered engine In the next pj/fUl- 
Wia." And I had aoye^ with him. But here. In the sedu- 
alon of jay oum of&«. I groaned htuardly My God, the 
next pyaiilelkal thould ue have to uart so Icarg? Coaldn t 
we think of something? But what would thinking help 
when ue had no hvdtuUial base, no factory fadllUes’ Yea, 
the first thing to do was to build the Institute's experi- 
mental p l a nt There was no other way To bell udth wnJm- 
pcnnol 

I drove all IboughU of my ruined engine from my 
mind, stock them away in some hidden drawer and 
Inroed the Ley on them. Then I tamed the Ley In the 
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literal sense, and stuck the LMG deslffns back Into the 
drawer I didn’t want to see tliem 

Now let me tell j-ou hoW we cominemorated the 17th 
of March, 1031, the tenth anniversary of Zhukovsky's 
death Slxuily before that date Andrei Nikitin rang me 
up on the telephone I forgot to tell you that he had been 
working in the Institute for o long time already and had 
recently been elected Secretary of the Institute’s Party 
organisation He was an excellent calculator-mathema- 
tidam His brother, I was told, jokingly called him a 
“late star ” 

The ’phone call was unexpected 

"Comrade Berezhkov, will you please drop in at the 
Party bureau," Nikitin said “We’re planning a Zhukov- 
sky memorial e%ening’’ 

I T^ent at once. The room of the Party bureau was 
a scene of animation They were preparing a rough 
draft of the evening’s programme there Nikitin, on behdf 
of the bureau, asked me to speak on “Zbukovsk-y and 
J^usslan Engines '' 

“So that's the Ideal" I Intoned, and laughingly ex- 
plained that that was the tone Zhukovsky often used 
The recollection brought others In its train the square 
little irik-bottle with l& plain cork, the cheap school pen, 
which Zhukovsky used, the sheets of paper spread all 
round, sometimes even on the floor, hundreds and hun- 
dreds of sheets covered with bis large bandwriting I spoke 
about these and other remloiscences of Nikolai Zhukov- 
sky, while the young people, friends with whom we had 
been through so much together, were ready to listen to 
me without end 

“Talking about this Is one thing," I said "Will I have 
time to prepare my report, though? It’s quite a bit of 
research, and pra^cally none of the materials have 
been published I shall have to dig them out ” 

“We’ll help you. we’ll gel them for tou no matter 
where they are," Nikitin Mid “What we need is a 
report that would strengthen everyone’s faith In the idea 
of a powerful Russian engine.” 

I looked at him closely Was he aware, this big, broad- 





shouldered Secretary of tbo Party bureau, whose unruf- 
fled calm coir\'e\t!d such a poft'er'ul sense of hidden 
strength— was he await of my heart searchings? He 
answered my glarKc with a smile. 

“Zhuhovsky wHeved In It, didn’t be?” ho said. 

"Ratherl” I cried. “Just a minute, my friends, just a 
mlnutel Why. he told me himself that he was going to 
write sbout the engine which Qanshla and I lisd designed 
In his course ot mechanics He didn't finish that book, but 
-be must have lelt some notes, some sort of plan or 
other We've got to find them. And then—" 

Suggesttons were made on all sides. 

"Comrade Bererhkov, you must gel hold of Zhukov- 
sky’s letters to MakejTiv about the engine for the ‘Ilya 
Murometa’ plane," 

“And ZhUtavskya article about Iho Uieory of Jet-pro- 
polslon? You oagnl to work up the tberoe of ‘Zhokcri^ky 
and Tslotktrvsky^ " 



“I’m on, friendar I declared. "I'm swamped with 
work, but ni manage It somehow " 

We aal on, talking about Zhukovsky and how best to 
boQDur his memory 

The Dot day I went to Ihe Central Inatitute of 
Aeronautics and asked for Zhukovsky’s MS about our 
Adros, whkh I had banded In myself thw years ago. 
My Qodl The only thing I remembered about that work 
bad been the equation, which I bad looked up like a 
schoolboy hunting out the aoswera, and afterwards made 
practical use of Why, the Ibbig was chock-fuU ol revela- 
ilonsl The study of Ztnikova^'a materlali^ acme of 
which, as 1 have already said, had not been published, 
not only helped me make up my report but o^ed as a 
spur In what I did later 


I already told you with what a pleasant ietling I un- 
dertook this Journey. Everything which Novitsky and I 
had mapped out several montlia before had been op- 



proved ty the pyaiiletka commisston and Incorporated 
Into the Institute’s five-year plan. This Included (he glls- 
seur engine, the alr-cooflng modifications to the Hlspano, 
and a number of other feigning jobs During those 
months we made the drawings of the GD-24, and the 

f rolect had already been examined and approved The 
ostltute's plan provided for no high-powered engine In 
the general press of business I hardly ever gave it a 
thought. At least, so it seemed to me 

Some of the orders for our Institute’s equipment were 
being urgently fulfilled in Leningrad, In the process of 
production certain difficulties arose, and points cropped 
up that needed clearing up, and I was going out to s^tle 
these on the spot, I was aUo taking some extra drawings 
with me. Besides this, I bad been entrusted with a sort 
of diplomatic mission — I was to Interview three or four 
Leningrad professors wIUi a view to enticing them over 
b our new Institute 

During my first day In Leningrad I got through quite 
a good deaf of work. I visited the Engine Works and 
spent some hours usefully at the PolytecimIcal Institute, 
where I saw some people 1 had to meet In o word, I 
was os busy as a bee. Nevertheless, in the midst of it 
all, I picked up tbo te!epht>ne In one oi the offices where 
I was waiting to be received, and forgetting the oath i 
had taken oflJy the day before (“May my lew witberl’’) 
gave Ladoshnikew's number Wo arranged that I would 
call on him that evening at bis flat in Komennoostrovsky 
Prospect 

With your permission, then, we shall pass dircctl> 
to that scene. 

Ladoshnikov met mo In the hall and ushered me Into 
Ills study The surroundings In which I found mjself 
bore liUle resemblance to that room In the limbered 
milo house in Ostoihenka. where ^Ladoslmltov had 
studied the laws of aeronautics by trying to make snap- 
shots of a captive fly wUh the aid of a home-made 
camera Stepping o^c^ this waxed parquet floor, and 
giandng at the orderly airangcmcnt of the sedate-look- 



Incr /ornHurr, i fiTunJ il hard In Imailinp a fl> HurJc/in-; 
jnUi this ucll-jppinnl«’d { rfiinurj«) apaitmful^ 

l^dn^Iiiiikov and I had la»t m*! at tlw New Year'* 

I %c pjrlv ot tun'hm^ Tlut ua< o\cr l*o irar* 3 C>t 
( hjnnt: tnjt linff I liaJ ImJ irtv anJ my talK had 
^lr>cT fulls irrmfrcJ Intni m\ ijlluris afvl esen Intf* 
s«om nil luiiire id ianrs. hot llx avof<li^ the 

subject ol in\ aiTuiri. Me rufJiall) wt me doikn In a 
tfrep Irailirr arnwhair u-ltlrd liirtr<U Info axwlher and 
started u> ash roe dl*>ul .M»shx 
LadiisjmiUn wa> a^ slradfasl in Irknihldp a\ tto was 
In eser^lbin^.' else PalrUinjfs *hLh w> shier bad 
turn hunii roer his tk>k In simple hut cspcnslsc Iramci. 
In the ccnlre, nuUnu a brijjlil splash of culotir, was 
th«.‘ ha(jc bunch id oulumn k-a\es »hkh iJw orti'l bad 
painted from titc C^ldcn bunquet Lado\hnilu7\' bod pre* 
>eflted to her bcfurc leavlnif tor LtninRraJ 
"THl her I luxcn'l fwripdtcn her lcs>ons. Alcvel. let 
me slki* )ou wroethint'" 

A hcas7 ckdh buund sUHcb-liCiA produced Irom 
the depths of a bootu;a>e Dramlndx Innuncrrable sLclkhrs 
b) pi-ncil and pen %cfe made ^ilh a sure hand on 
(nicfc draskini; paper Propeller, hint's. landlnjf c^ar, 
alUtude controls, (alt unit, the enlUe airpla{>e~<>ne* 
eiidned. kwiti iiInqcU, pouerlul LaiVrshuilaA- apparefllK’ 
bad rviw lolly tnjstereil that peculiar art ot technical 
dra«in^ I couldn't help admlnrta IhK new creation ul 
lilt, «bieb so (at existed only la (lie slsetch book, and only 
the fear that thU mtRht brine up the subject ot my own 
plani cbecla'J me from expresslnc It aluoJ. 

LadoshnIWv put the sketch book back into iU pluce. 
mu(lerlii;j. “That’s anolbcr one on tlw shelf ^ 

I did not ask uhj the new Ij\D %as to Ikion tlic shelf, 
but Kent up to Ibe wall unJ cxinced a sudden /nferest In 
a unall landscape done In ollv Thu OtcUiono pond. . 
Masha had uften cohe there to sietch. Green Urrted water, 
duckuecd clln4'lnB to |he clajey banL II w« there, on 
that bank, poltcrinff «|(b m> outboard motor one /»< 
•ummer day. that I first mocle (bo acqualiilancc of La- 
doihnlkov, (Ik lanky student in the dusty Idch-boots. 
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"Shouldn’t be surprised If you Invent a motor of your 
own " In those days I had nerve enough to answer 
back, "You bet I will!" 

I was studying the dark smooth surface of the Orekhovo 
pond when Lad^hnlkov’s wife came In 
"Let me Introduce you, Alexei — Ludmila Karlovna " 
She was a tall attractive woman. Well-dressed, too 
That may have been on account of the visitor, but I rather 
think she cultivated Iho habIL Obviously, she was the 
soul of that well-related household Even Masha’s 
paintings, I am sure, nad been hung up inhere they were 
by the hostess’s hands 
“Dinner Is served,” she said. 

I nearly fell over a huge dog. who was following his 
mistress about, and raenlaJly cursing myself for a cliunsy 
ass, effected a dignified entry into the dining-room. Mas- 
sive old furniture, everything gleaming and spotless Evi- 
dence everywhere of a measured rcmiloted rf7>dhm of life. 

I made some polite Inquiries es to the do^s pkllgrce, and 
sat down at the table where I was told To 
Frankly, I was anxious to make a good Impression on 
Ludmila Karlovna and find favour In her eyts I gave 
two or three lively pictures of Moscow life and was re- 
warded with a smile, tempered, however, with some crit- 
ical remarks about the hurly-burly existence of the Mus- 
covites In comparison with the more staid Tetersburg- 
lans ’’ 

Ladoshnikov chuckled now and again and saw to it 
that my glass did not stay empty 1 proposed fairly witty 
toasts and was getting on prelly well The hostess ask-cd 
me about the work I was doing under Novitsky To show 
that I was a man of character. I told of the oath 1 had 
taken never to go In for castlc-bullding any more. 

"Atay my hand wither .. " 

For some reason my hosts did not laugh. But nciUier 
did they argue or remonstrate. But after a while Ladosh- 
nik-ov suddenly pushed hla gloss away and said 
“Perhaps you are right to back out of It, my dear sir" 
This expression of Nikolai Zhukovsky’s pointed at me 
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had an IniUnt sobering effect npon nie. Tbe con\-ersalion 
flacged Prcsendy \t>ur “dear sir" wlahed hla host and 
hoitcss good nignt and slonk off to his boteL 
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The next rooming uas • busy one for roc- I visited sev- 
ercl places and found lime, ^tu-een business talks, to 
admire the beautifol city and busk tn tta soil July sun- 
«.hinc I Irted to forget yestefdaj’s visit to Ladoshnlkov 
A high peraered alrcrafl engine was fartbesl Irooi my 
thoughts 

But. I repeat again, ray friend, the most vroaderfuj con- 
struction In the %orid ts Iho human psjxhofogy Judging 
from my own experience, Ibcre Is a law governing exta- 
Uve uork. mhlch I call lho_"Ia%' of tbe woand-up spring" 
Revelation la really aomettilng like the recoil of a wound- 
up spring, uhkh acU tn a mailer of seconds. If you bave 
bm working hard on some problem, mnl a long time 
thinking over it. and done a good deal of researcb in coa- 
necUon « llh It. >-00 wDI have been u Indlng up tha spring 
of )our acatJve family Afterwards yva 'siIl hatw ffn- 
IsbM «Ub that problem one wo> or another either by solv- 
ing It or, on the ccmlrary, ghnng 11 up. eckoowledging 
defeat dlsrolsslng It officlallv from jwT mind (Bcroh- 
kov actually used the expression "dismissing It olSdal- 
ly"— and so ue let it stand) Nevertheless, ihe lightly 
coUed sprmg goes on doing Its mork; the subject la sUfl 
being explored /n some Wdden cell of the brain, some- 
mhere out of focus, out of one’s field of vision, maybe 
somewhere In the subconscious. 

And what U roost Iinporlant this spring kept winding 
Itself up again Inside me. Try to picture the atroospbera 
of the time, which I have repeatedly tried to comey to 
yxm A powerful engine a high powered Soviet erglnel 
Altbougn I had tetoporarllj given up U« dream of crcal- 
ing such an tngirse, I was always bearing obout IL Ro- 
dlonuv. fcj one thing, menlloncd It wbenevef we met or 
whenever lie made a speech. What Is more, ZhnkDvskya 
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unpubll5hed researches, whidi I had recCJitly ddved Into, 
pointed tlje seme way It hod been a sort of keynote at 
the Zhukovsky memorial evening too It bad been dis- 
cussed again and again at all the numerous meetings de- 
voted to the drafting of the five-year plan In which I had 
been a most consdentlous participant The very air was 
electrically charged with the country’s pressing need for 
such an engine. 

Apparently, throughout those six months sitice the 
D-24 was ^ven up as a hopeless case, the spnng of 
creative endeavour, wound up tight within me, had been 
doing Its work. 
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On the fifth day of ray stay In Leningrad I ^Tint down 
to the Coramunlst Works I spent a leisurely hour 
in the private office of my old acquaiutaacc Ivan 
Makashln. chief of the drafting and aesign office. It 
was a very pleasant meeting, and vt chatt^ joked and 
laughed. 

After that, still m the best of moods. 1 went for a 
ramble through the works I came downstairs into one of 
the shops. What’s this? Next to the window, on a stond, 
was a half-stripp^ aircraft engine. 1 look a good look at 
IL Wliat the devlll If It wasn't the LMQ— my enemy, ray 
hated rival, to whom the works on the Volga, built spe- 
cially for tiw D-24, had been turned overl Was this a 
factory sample, I wondered Yes, It had our stamp on 
It— D-30 

We had not received new engines for Investigation at 
the Institute for some lime, as our old testing station was 
undergoing recoustructlon I had made a thorough study 
of this German engine from Iho designs, but this was the 
first time I saw the actual D-30 

I lust stood there staring at it, trembling with cidlc- 
menu And would you believe It, a single glance at that 
engine was enough to touch me off The effcci of It was like 
the striking of a percussion cap of a shdl, or, If you like, 
of 0 spark falling Into a gunpowder barrel, when you get 



an Imfanlancoua rcleaac of all the potential energy locXcd 
up in that Innocent looking powder 
It suddenly struck me that the new engine had love 
constructed on the basis of the D 30 No, that’s not quite 
righL I should haw said on the basts of the machinery 
that was being used to manufocture the D-OO What's the 
use of dreaming of an engine of our own or trying to de* 
sign one uiien we ba\en’t got a modem Induilry, I used 
to think Who said we hadn't? ttadn't this engine, this 
damned LMG, been produced at our own Soviet worksl 
You ma> wfav Is U wts couldn’t turn out the D-Sl 
design on the basis of the Volgo works, vet we can turn 
out a new thmg^ 1 sav it clcany It was because Ihe D'24 
hadn’t been developed Wo had failed to devolop it be- 
cause ire didn’t have real good factory facilities. i\nd In 
the two veoxa ue had wasted trying to develop Ih the 
thing had grown obsolete. Now vi.hcn I stood face to face 
with the Q^ual production tooling for a new engine 1 
reaUi^ that it %‘ould also provide the facilities for do- 
veloplog it A correct premise always leads to remark* 
ably correct conclusions. 

I repeal, the problem of (his new high po%6red cngfrK 
had probably b^ u-orklng Itself out In a vague Iragmen 
tiry sort of « ay somewhere In my subcoosdous mind, but 
It was only th^ In the shop, standing in front of the 
LMQ, that the Idea first burst upon me In a blinding dash. 
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What did I use from the D-30? Just one thing — cylinder 
capacity Optimum displacement vmlomc for larp and 
powerful engitres had been Indicated bv Professor Sbelot 
after long and careful Investigation. The D-30 had Just 
such cylinders. Everything else in that engine I reject- 
ed, It bad been dear to me before thot Its lay-out, its very 
conception failed to express up-to-date and progressive 
trei^ In engineering TTie potcnllalltks latent In large 
cylinders bad not been brought out or utlllreJ Tlx; I>-3il 
dmeloped 1,600 r pm. Not enough! Much less than it 



could be made to yield If Yes, I was already seeing 
Uio tiling in my mind’s e>'e. The cylinders of ray enemy 
did not form a compact group, but were arranged sepa- 
rately with rather cunnlog fastenings Down uilJi these 
cunning devices, to bell with the whole arrangement! A 
bank, a single piece of metal — that was what the basis of 
my new engine was to be. I saw the shape of it at once 
Ono, that would build up the revs all right! 2,100! 2,2001 
I could already envisage the thing in detail, even down 
to tlie smallest parts I remember I almost let out a yell 
when I suddenly got a mental picture of a sirmle block- 
cast construction for the head of the engine. There was 
the kev, there was the solution of the whole probleml I 
Immediately saw that head In the form of an intake pipe 
convenient for the release of the gas Oho, that’s making 
the main shaft turn oU nghtl What about borrowmg a 
fewvideas from the Adros? In a flash 1 saw the MS of 
Zhukovsky's researches which I bad recently reread. Ohol 
Two thousand five hundred revsl Even morel Nearly 
three thousandl The construction’s Joints uTiald not stand 
such a strain. I'd have to give It still grealer rigidity, 
then Standing there In a sort of stupor, I suddenly saw 
a way of stinenlng the bead fastening It would be se- 
cured to the cranJcMse by means of hold-down bolts Yes, 
an absolutely original design resembling no other In the 
world, stood before my eyes It was neither American nor 
German, but our own Russian Soviet engine capable of 
building up over two and a half thousand revs, that Is 
to say. . That is, an engine of one thousand Lp Why, 

It was a leap, a real leap In alrcfaft-an(^ne designing 
The most powerful foreign models then in existence — all 
those Typhoons, and Leopards, and LMG’s — had an out- 
put limit of 800-850 b p Could this could this be It 
with a capital I? And did we really have factory facilities 
now for building it and seeing It through Its Hfe-acqulr- 
Ing stages? Yes, we dJdl There was a factory existing 
and operating on the Volga. And It uos this, this of all 
things that supplied the key to the solution, gave mean- 
ing to my Idea 





I blood Uicrc for n mlillc dumbslrurk, llslcnlnff fl» fl 
uiTi- to nr> cfiyinc buildlnj; up a crcbccndo of ham^wsl 
fur>' \Vo<il(l it kland suvli a p<mcr output? Wouldn't Uio 
belli burst? No. llwre »jsnt a ^caKspot an>'uhcrc. 
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/\xid llirn, forKcllin^* completely vhal I had come there 
for. uhal bu^mcis errands I stilt had to attend to, I went 

E ' Ira otrain I remember mlnq back Into Alskashln’s 
and *a\inc mccbanlcalK. "Good momlnff" 
Makjuhin looked at oie In surprlKs. 

"Same to j-ou llaNtti’t seen you for years. " 

"1 want to ask you a fa\our. Mfikastiln." 

"Go ibcad AVhal’s tho matter?” 

"Nothing I lust want to do a 6ft of drawing Can you 
let me ha\e a draftinff board?” 

"Is that all? I'll (be ttui In a minute." 
j\i It happened one of the engineers of the deatgn offleo 
«aa 111 that day, and Makasliln look me Into Uk arawing 
room and gave mo a de&Jc near the large open window, 
“D’l'ou Vint a «t of drawing tnsIrumenU?' 

"Ko, tbanU. Juat a pencil and paper" 

I ta^cd 8 largo sheet to the board and started drawing 
riglit away In an ecstasy of crcotlom with tingling cars 
and burning checks, ab^utcly bffna and deaf to all 
around me. I block^ out all the secUonal drauingfs of 
the engine, transferring Ihe thing from my Inuginatloii 
to papCT without once using on eraser ;\JUu' a while my 
glance fdl u^ my hand which was holding the pendL 
My God, to think that not so long ago I had taken that 
terrible oath, arwl repeated It only (be other day at La- 
doshnjKov’s “AUy my band wllber, if. 

But It hadn’t withered. 

A jumble of Irrelevant vislona flashed through my mind 
as I stood there drawing Hers was RodkxuTV shaking 
ray shoulder when the aeroaldefa swept out on to the 
smooth snowy ^anse of the V^lgi and we saw the foc- 
tory chimneys. Tbcre was Rodionov again, his lean face 



fliwlilng >itii crctluloua Joy when I came running (o him 
In despair, making him believe for a moment tliat I would 
find Q way out, and that we would not have to sin Itch the 
Volga works over to the manufacture of a foreign model 

Leningrad’s white night closed In around the window 
before I was aworo of It Makashin, who had been de- 
tained at some conference, looked In late In the evening 
He found me oil alone In the huge drawing room, dead to 
Uic world, or, as he afterwards delicately e:?pressed II, 
looking a bit barmy He said he had called my name sev- 
eral times, but what brougirt me to myself was a queer 
Inarticulate sound behind my back. It was an exclamation 
of astonishment emlttwl by good old Alakashin when he 
glanced at my drawing He saw the line lay-out of a high- 
powered engine with a block-type bead and hold-down 
bolts, an entirely unorthodoi design of simple, smooth, 
naturally round^ and fiawless lines 

“What’s that?" he gasped 

"A thousand h.p engtoc.’* 

"But . but woen old wu do It?" 

Today" 

He didn't belfeN'e me. He doesn't to this day 
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‘‘D'you mind If f stay on here a bit, Makashln?" 1 
asked- 

"Dld >’ou have your dinner?” 

I recollected then that f had been Invited to dine with 
some fnends 

"No,” I said, “What’s the time?" 

"It's past eleven ” 

"As late as that?" 

I’d have to ring up at once and apobgixe, I thought. 
But the very next moment that good intention was dean 
forgotten. I only remember staring at the telephone and 
Wondering what I was staring at It for Then again I 
plunged Into the Imaginative world of ray own creation. I 
nave no further recollection of what Alakashin said to me, 
and how and when he went away 



I uai brought out of tny absorption again byihc saiDC 
inarliculato sooiul behind my back. It uas Makasfiin 
again, cvprcikirtg his amaicn^L Mo had been bomc and 
come back bringing me soracUiJng to caL He couldn’t 
belie\o that 1 had managed lo draifc *o much sUkto be had 
left roe That gnod fellov> and aplcndld engineer bdunged 
to a cla»^ of dcMgncfs %bo think that line lay-outs are 
eggs lhat base lo be "hatched out" at the drawing desk 
alter months of tilling 

Of course, there It that sl>lc of design thinking Design 
Ideas originate In oil kinds of wajs But there U. In my 
opiruon, a tingle common rule that ll )xm haven't deme 
pcclinnnary thinking, 1/ the design Idea hasn’t penelrst- 
cd to the ImKrmost recesses of j*our mind, it the spring 
of jxwr creatl'i-e imagination has not woimd itsel! op, 
then there will be no result 

Well then, by the morning I had all the cross secHons 
read) 1 took a nap In Makatbln’s ofSce for an hour or 
U'o before the sfaxf arrived. Half the factory personnel 
ran la during the day to have a look at roy lay-out. Dis- 
putes arose as to wbelher I had solved this or that prob- 
lea correctly, for Instance, the coostrudJon c4 the main 
shaft, the head, the system of fastening, the valves, and 
&o on and so forth. \VhlJe lialealng and arpjln^ 1 began 
to feel tie thing as • Ih/ng part oJ roe, ahlch grew dear- 
er and clearer 

Let me tell you that life has culthaled In roe a trait of 
character vhk± I consider most bcnefldal to an Inventor 
Of a dalgtfcr — a trait that Is common to Soviet engineer! 
at large. When a feUou-utHker comes up to ray desk, I 
rwver uanl lo hide ray drawing from him for lear be wHl 
steal some of my ideas I’ra always glad lo get different 
opinions on ciy work. I undertUnd bov.' mudi tie cctual 
pro cess of taibng and argnlog about hli work means lo a 
deslgi>cr Your idea, which yoa have seen graphically or 
as 8 concrete thing, now ocqolrcs tangible shape In 
words, arid this helps to verify any gaps or otecuritfes. 
In talking and trying io put jour Idw Into words. U»# 
various difficulUo and complexities begin to liarvd out 



more clearly, and soracUmes new aapects of the problem 
reveal thcm^ves Somellracs before deciding anything 
or making any drawings of the thing I have in my mini 
I’d pick on the first of several solutions that occurs to 
me — maybe one Uiat is obviously no good — and go to 
my coileague, saying, "Look here, old chap, what cto >ou 
think of this idea of mine?” and tell turn about IL Natu- 
rally, he'd say, "This and Uiat arc wrong ’’ I know mvself 
they’re wrong, but be gives me his reasons, and deals 
with the matter In quite a new and individual light It's 
In talks like this that I clarify ray design ideas 
Ladoshnikov used to say that It was only shallow peo- 
ple who were afraid of competition Men of real creative 
worth appreciated Iho value of direct Intellectual contact 
with talent of any kind, because this only tended to en- 
noble and purify their own talent 
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The first thing I did when the drawings were finished 
was to have a mwd sleep The nert morning I rushed off 
to the flat In Kamennoostrovsky 

Ladoshnlkov’s wife received me. All dressed up and 
done up, she tried politely to make me understand that 
her husband was never ai home in the daytime. 

"Then where Is be?" 

“All I can tell you Is that he Is probably out of town ’’ 

“Out of town? Can I ring him up?” 

"No ’’ 

What rotten luckl The hall mirror showed me what a 
man who has received bad news can look like. It was 
a most tragic spe«^de, especially as the man In ques- 
tion stood there rooted to the spot, hugging a fat roll of 
drawings, which Is, I believe, the classic pose for an 
Inventor , , 

I walked straight Into the room without waiting to be 
Invited, and sat down. The unruffled calm of that Lenin- 
grad lady was maddening What could Ladoshnikov have 
seen In ber? Standoffish female with the blood of a fish. 
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The neit moment, hou-e\cr, I ua5 obliged to change ray 
oplniom Ai toon a» she heard the 4ords “lUgh-po'Kiw 
engine," that momon was completely transfomiedL Sho 
made me recount the e\enls of tlie last few days, iJicn 
made an energetic attack on Ibc telcplronc. In tbo ^d 
sbe called out a car and wc both rode ofi to kok for La- 
doshmkov On the way sbo told me, “Mikhail said one 
could never tell what you'd bo up to ” 

And those words, coming from her lips, sounded like 
a compliment 
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Ludimla Karlcnma drove me down Vo Vhc check nVo of 
a flying field, which I assumed, belonged to the laclory 
that u as turning out the LAD s. At first I was rehued a 
pass. The duly officer, on being called out to the gate, 
told UK that Ladabhnlkov was not asallable at the rao* 
ment as be was watddng demonsiralloQ fUghta, and it 
was strictly forbidden to dUlurb him at soch a time. 

I swore that 1 wouldn't dbtiirb him and would sit and 
wait as oulet as a mouse unUl ho was disengaged. Uid' 
mils Karlovna put In a wwd for me toa Between us wu 
bfolu down the resistance at the check gate, and I was 
rfven a pass to go In I waa directed to a Iwo-atoreyed 
house, v^ch, Judging by the amount of gloss it had, 
ratut have been very light Inside. Presently I found my- 
self In the walling room — can jxw Imagine, they bad that 
everlasting waiting room even there, oi the airfield — and 
1 walked straight pari the bewildered secretary and en- 
tered the private oifice of the bead designer 

A large, not to say huge de»k stood ^ one of the 
windows. A Utile way off there wes a sloping drawing 
desk with paper lacked to IL There was nobody at either 
desk. Where was Ladoshnlkov then? At lari I saw him 
through the wide-open door that led on to the balcony 
was sltUng on the balcony, loungliig comfortably In a 
Ugfat wicker abtlr with bis (oag legs stretched ouL He 
had a pair ol powerful prism blnxulara In hts hand, and 
did not bear me come up He looked much at his ease 



and seemed io be Just doing nothlnp^but gazing out Into 
llie distance It made me think of Bukovsky, wlio us^ 
to coiiie out into the garden every moming at Orckbovo 
and sit on the bcncli Just like that That was how he be- 
gan his workday Gazing out Into space, he would Just 
let his mind run slack. 

All of a sudden Ladoshnikov raised the binoculars to 
his eyes I saw tlw speck of an airplane In the blue sky 
Obviously Ladoshnikov was watching his new machine 
being tested I stepped out on to the balcony 

“Sorry to intrude, Mikhail But something's happened, 
you know, something " 

“Something terrific?” 

Ladoshnikov, If anyone, knew how many mare’s nests 
I had found I had told him myself bow I bad once rone 
to see Shelest with the drawing* of a wonder gas turbine 
and come away with the offer of a iob as Junior drau^ts- 
man In his office. But just now I cnose to Ignore Ladosh- 
nlkov’s Irony 

‘That’s righti I’ve designed a thousand bp engine " 

“In one day?” 

“Not e^raetJy A few days But the solution came in a 
flash, you know” 

“AJl of a sudden?" 

Himself a methodical worker all his life, Ladoshni- 
kov had never known these “all-of-a-suddens ” But there 
was nevertheless an undertone of something other than 
mockery in his voice. He looked at me dinerently too, 
not at all lUm he Ixad looked at me at home, when I had 
repeated my oath to htm. f unbosomed myself completely 
I told him how I bad come to the Communist Works, how 
I had glanced at the foreign engine built on the VoIm, 
how I had stood there dumbstruck, seeing visions of the 
new engine. 

“Como over to the desk. I’ll show you the drawings,’ 

I said 

T^tlkhall got up and looked at me from under his brows 

“All rJgbl, show me your drawings.” 

I first spread the general view of the engine on his 
huge desk, then demonstrated all the sectional drawings 
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ivne afkr onolbef Lodoihnlkov ciaraJned each one care- 
full> 1 tried to eiplain things here and there, hut^he 
checked me e\■er^ time »lth a grcmlcd, “Thafa clear" 
Finally, the last aheet ot paper had been laid (lov.n I 
waited breathlc-ojU — what was LadoiliofkoN’ going to 
<a\? He lorvkcd up God. his e\es— it was such a long 

time since I had seen them so — ms eixa were wide and 
shimngt 

“Do >Tiu want lo know tny opinion?" he saJtl. “I hardly 
have a nght to (n\e U offhand, but since jtxi osk me, I 
thmk iou ought to fiy back lo Moscow this %cry day and 
report to \o\it3k> “ 

It w as mv turn to smile. 

“Today?'' 

“'les- Vll jeru a plane." 

I must ha\e looked very silly, and all 1 could think o! 

saving was 

^But I must get my travelling certiflcalo signed some* 
vbere." 

“That’s no problem, well do H for you here,” Ladosh* 
□Ikov said. 

And would yoa believe It. Inside of two hoars I was 
fi)lng to ^kblcDW In a two-sealer LAD-3 The LAD 
designer saw me Into the cocLpit hlmscU 

le 

In Moscow I rang Novitsky up from the airport, and 
found him In bis olniix. 

“Gxnrade Novitiky, Tro back." 

“Why so SOOT? SocneUUng Important happened?” 
“Yes, very Important I’m speaking from the airport, 
and I'm coming stralgbl down to see yoa." 

"All tighL 111 send the car tor you." 

"No need to. I’ll get there qulcl^ In a tasL" 

"Is it as urgent as that?" 

"lea, very urgent" 

“AU righL riT w alt lor you." 

With ^tcase, brief-case and a long roll of drawings 
tied together with a bit of string, I sgueeied myself Into 



the first car that came olonir and rushed off to the Insti- 
tute. 

There apaln was our street with a new mlle-Ionp 
wooden fence runnlnjj down It, there again the entrance 
door of the Institute, The hall, the wide staircase, the door 
of the director’s offt« on the first floor NovltsI^ did not 
use that door, though. Covered wQh felt under a facing 
of oilcloth to keep Djo cold out, H was now kept locked 
A new door led into his office from an adjoining room in 
which Novitsky had set up hla secretariat ana waiting- 
room. 

His room, too, had changed The writing desk had 
moved over to the side wall, and he had a new avlatlon- 
steel ink-stand and several tiles and books laid out on it 
In perfect order Some of the books on the table were 
bound volumes of typescript entitled Building Plans, 
Five-Year Plan of Aircraft Industry, etc. The bindings 
u'erc handsomely done In gold edging Obviously, some- 
one bad gone out of his »a> to please the director No 
more caps hung on nails, no electric kettles stood on the 
window-stll Nf^tsky now bad bis tea served from the 
waiting-room. Over fhe desk hung a framed ground plan 
of the new Institute. Building work could be seen through 
the window 

Novitsky was dressed differently, too In place of his 
usual army-cloth tunic he was wearing a loose summer 
duck sulL During the sU months that he had been in 
charge of our institute, ho had got through a good deal 
of hard work and had made things hum BaUalng work 
was In full swing, affairs at the Inslitirfe had Iraproir’ed, 
and greater efficiency had been achieved In every field of 
activity He had made plans to fp) on his holiday after I 
came back. His full clean-shaven face bore the old si^ 
of fatigue — that yellow tinge and pasty look, the pouches 
under the eyes, which, neverthlcss, were as bright as 
ever At the moment he looked a bit worried- He got up 
to meet me, and said jovially 

“Well, you know what Gogol savs. 'GenUomen, I have 
most unpleasant news for you ’ \vliat is it, Dereihkov?” 

"On the contrary It’s very pleasant news,” 


4a 



I swiftly untied the string. Spread the drawing on the 
director’s desk and hastily Improvised paper weights out 
of the massive Ink-stand, an ash-tray, a stack ol files, 
and a thick book to ke^ the comers down Novltsip' 
watched the proceedings In silence. Then, In a lelsurelj^ 
manner, he bent ow the desk and asked, “\Vhat Is this? 

“A thousand h.p engine," I said 

I added nothing more. No engineer, still less such a 
capable one as Nontsky, who possessed. In the bargain, 
no mean gift of design thinking, could fall to grasp the 
significance of those three words— “thousand h p en- 
gine"— In the light of wwld engine competition, 

Novitsky stood with both bands resting on the edge of 
the desk, hor some reason I attll rernemDer those hands 
ol his — the fingers had thick hair growing on their backs. 

“I see," be said, still looking at the design “Is that 
yours?” 

‘Tfei." 

Without a wxird be pot the Ink-stand, the ash-tray, the 
files and the book back into their places. The sheets of 
drawing paper rolled tbesRselves up 
"I see,” h« repeated, and sat down again. 

1 ooUced now that he was \-eiy angry The bags under 
bU eyes seemed to have swollen. Bert be kept bU temper, 
"Sit down." be said. 

With a dawning imeaslneas 1 dropped Into the arm- 
chair as If I had heen suddenly brought dcrim to earth 
out of the clouds. 

“We’ll go into )our private affairs later on. If 
don’t mind,” Novitsky went ou. “Just now please tell me 
what >tm’ve done in Leningrad." 

“But. Ccmride Novitsky, this Is not a private affair" 
“Wo shan’t argue over IhaL How are our orders?” 

I said nothing Strictly speaking. I hadn't carried 
through n single cocmnlsitoa. Novitsky, meanwhile. 
Jabbed his questions at me, reeling off nil the Items of 
business I was to have attended to In Leningrad as 
though ha were reading from a lliL The list contained 
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Iho gllsseur engine, and the equipment that was being 
delayed, and lob of other things. 

“I see Then which of the professors did you meet?” 
Novlbky asked "Did you come to any arrangement with 
them?" 

"I bad some talks,” I muttered. 

He folded his arms on his chest Obviously he was 
furious I was expecting him to smash his fist down on the 
table at any moment But he didn't He got up, crossed 
over to the window, got out his cigarettes, lit one, 
and turned to me. 

"Look here. Comrade Bereihkov Either we’re going to 
work together, of " He strode up to the desk, rip^ a 
sheet out of a wrItIng-pad, and laid it in front of me. 
"Here’s paper, write your realgnatlon. We'd better part 
company " 

"But, Comrade Novibky, why? You haven’t even looked 
at the drawings properly, you haven't beard me out." 

"I’ll look at them I’ve promised you that Excuse me 
for saytng so, but you’ve shown utter Irresponsibility 
You hav'e acted like an anarchist, at best like a school- 
boy ’’ 

"Comrade Novlbkyl" 

"Hear me out please. I’m not speaking to you as a 
good acquaintance but as your chief, a representative of 
tne Soviet stata You are sent on official business, you 
undertake to carry out a definite commission, upon which 
depends the putting Into operation of a very Important 
enterprise — soraething for which we are held respon- 
sible by the govemraent, and which has been written 
down here In black and white” — ho did smack the desk 
after all with a volume bound in red leather— “and you 
go away and forget all about your duty — ” 

"Comrade Novlbky, my duty — ” 

"Don’t Interrupt me, please. You forget your obliga- 
tions, and attena to private business of vour own — some 
invention or other that suddenty comes into your bead — 
which no one asked you to do ' 

"Comrade Novlbky, this — ” 
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“This I 5 ibctr onarchlsuL lnillvlJuall»tlc playinff at 
Eenioi. If yoa want to u-orlc u-Mh ui, j'ou must first of all 
learn to submit to atato dbctplitK, to plan and order If 
>-ou did a thing like Uiia at me front. I’d lin\-e had >t>u 
court-martlallcd But here. You can urtte jour 
resignation, Youll be free of all duties from today” 

1 wtfl silent I lelt crushed, bomo down by this dom* 
Irweriog man with the heavy hand. He, too, was silent 
for a moment 

"111 ha\e to reprimand you offidally," he said at last 
’’Comrade Nmltsky, I have only one excuse.” 

■‘And that Is?" ■' 

“This thlngl" I said, pointing to the sheets of drawing 
paper that still lay roIlH up on his desk. “1 haven't real- 
l> Wasted so mwi time You sHll have time to send 
someone dse to Leningrad today I can’t afford to lose a 
single day You know bow badly Ihla engine Is needed 
I had a right Uh- ” 

"You bad no right You’re arguing like an Individual- 
ist igairu You get aomelbing Into >T>ur bead and every 
thing else goes to the devilf Excuse me, but Ihet's not 
our principle." 

Hb maaoer of altering words like *‘ouf,” "us," "we," 
put my beck up again, way It did « hen we ftrat met 
Again I felt like sbcxitingouL "And wbo am I — am I not 
one of *017 Am 1 not ‘uV Uw stole?" But caught off ray 
balance as I was, I was scarcely conscious of this feel- 
ing 

Novitsky pressed a buUoo. and hts secretary came in. 

"Take this down, please. Ibcn type it out bring it 
for me to sign. ‘A. N Berezhkov. Head Designer of tba 
Inslltnle. has returned from his business trip to Lenin- 
grad wllboot having dlscharmid the convnlaslon Imposed 
upon Wra. For this breach of duly be Is herewith repri- 
manded. . " 

“Comrade Novitsky," 1 broke In, “I understand that 1 
am guilty of a breach of dlsdpllne." 

He gla nced at me aadfUy, and the frown 00 hts face 
suddenly gave place to a friendly smile. 



“That admission Is enough for me, Bereifakov Let me 
have that, will you>“ 

He took the iinfinfshed sheet of nofepaper from the 
secretary, tore it up and threw It Into the basket 

As for me. Ah. well, old chap, if I’m to tell the story 
I might as well tell you everything Deep down In my 
heart I felt that If I had had to make that trip ail over 
again, I’d have done exactly what I did— I’d forget 
everything In the world and start drawing that engine. 

17 

Novitsky dismissed his secretary and asked her to have 
two glasses of tea sent In 

Then he turned to me. 

"Well, let’s have a look at your thousand h.p engine, 
Berezhkov Take a chair Draw It up ’’ 

The conciliatory lone and the two glasses of tea, of 
course, were an oflve branch. Novitsky spread the draw- 
ings out himself, and closely examined them one by one. 

“I can't make out what construction you have based 
this on," he said at length "Ifs something—” 

"Something new!" 1 exclaimed. “You won’t find a so- 
lution like it In any other engine in the world. A liner, 
and this Indestructible bank, reinforced by the block-cast 
head, and these stay bolls, which stiffen up the whole 
thing, give It exceptional rigidity Tb/s Is not Ainerican, 
nor German, but something entirely new, our own You 
said something about ray getting a sudden idea Into ray 
head. That's where you arc wrong. Comrade Novitsky 
This Is a logical sequel (o years and >-ear3 of quest I've 
been thinking about rigidity for a ven’ long time, and 
now I’ve got It at lasti But the main thing Is that this 
engine now has a pr^ucUon backing, it Is based on the 
lecJinoIogy of the Volga plant D’>-ou know bow the Idea 
came to me?” 

Novitsiy sat smoking, sipping his hot lea. and glanc- 
ing alternately at me and the drawings I was sitling be- 
side him, and felt os if I were floating on air All my en- 
thusiasm for the thing I bad created came back to me. I 



1 had seen (be D-00 englric with Ibo mark 
f !i u plant on It, bow I had stopped dead in troni 
oI it, how 1 had sat down to tbe drauLng board and for- 
gotten everything or» earth except the enffine that I saw 


ouUjned in mind’a cyn — this thousand h p engine. 

11‘m. " Novitsky smiled, “TT»u- 


“Thousand h.p hiil i>ovn 
sand horse-power hobble, Berezhkov ' 

1 came tumbling down to earth for the second time that 
day 

“A bubble? But why?” 

He vent ov-er the thing He was now talking to me as 
a ^ engineer to engineer, and first of all 

weed his doubts on several technical points. Wouldn’t 
burst? Mow would the block-cast bead behave? 
All tWs was rather risky and untried. 
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“But I want to speed 11 up ** 

“You have other ways of doing that. Organize your de- 
sign groups better Carry out your five-year plan in tliree 
^ars f can understand that this upsets you, but from 
ihe point ol view ol the state Interests — “ 

I flared up at that 

“You talk as if the state interests were >Tiur monopoly 
Why? Because you are the director? Isn't It possible for 
a creative workw, a designer, to understand the stale in- 
terests In his own field better than wu do?” 

With a look of calm amusenient Novitsky picked up 
one of the bound volumes that lay on his desk — the five- 
year plan of the aircraft Industry 

“This Is a state document, isn’t U?" he said 

I was silent He continued 

“And one, which, If my memory docs not fall me, you 
took a hand In drafting Isn’t that so?” 

“Yes “ 

“But that thing of >-ours doesn’t figure here. Are you 
golj^ against your own signature?” 

"That means going against the fivo-year plan?" 

“Excuse me, Comrade Novitsky, but that’s a formal 
arpmenh" 

He narrowed his eyes. 

"Formal?” 

"Yes" 

Suddenly the game of snowballs at the Molorslrol 
building site came vividly back to me. Rodionov turning 
to Novitsky, had shouted “Down with the forraaJIsts!" 
Those words, uttered seerolngly In Jest, hadn’t escaped 
him for nothing, then. 

‘'Yes," I repeated firmly “That book ft no do^a. \Vc 
may always supplement It with oor deeds In fact, it’s 
our duty to do so." 

“I sec. I wish you success, then " 

"There’s no call for irony This project didn’t ezist 
before. But wo ne^ It, everyone’s walling for It Tliat 
means that something has been added to tlic five->'car 
plan since It came Into being" 





He unlltd agiln Ironfcallj^ 

“From that \ery moment?” 

“Yo, from that vcrv momenH” 

“r\e never seen a man to be carried away so easily, 
Bereiikov It’s an obsession with j-wil” 

“Just as >ou like, but Tin going to Insist on my proj- 
ect" 

Novltskv frouned 

"Very %ell. then We'll call a meeting of the Institutes 
designers and bear what they have to say about It” 
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Until the meeting, which was arranged for the next 
evening, I could speak and Ihlnk of nothing but my en- 
I wanted people to s« It, 1 was keen lo bear what 
they thought abrwt It 

6ut would >•00 believe It — all the deslgrxirs of the In- 
stitute were agaioat me almost to a man. What was the 
reason? 

Considerations of a personal nature — things like envy, 
disliktt, or Ill-will towards me as Uead Designer, whom 
they remembered as Junior draughtsman, oo not come 
Into IL 

All Ihoso years, beginning with the cylinder head for 
the AIS engine, 1 had done nothing but bring In dozens 
of drafts, lay-outs and drawings, and kept everyone at 
the Instlfule worked up to a pikh of exdteraent ^Vnd 
what was the result? Where were my great deeds, my 
creations? n 

So this sort of guarded attitude towards me would 
seem to be only natural. U was JosUhed in the llgbl oI 
my entire «;areer as a designer 

Later, after many failures, I quieted down, dropped 
Into the rut, went sbonl the daily routine of managlog 
ray dcparlmcnL submitted my design of the gUsteur cn 
gfne. redesigned the Hispana and so on. My relations 
with my old rivals on the staff, the engineers of the older 
gencralion, whom, •wittingly or unwiTUngly. I had so 
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often given offence to in the old days, bed gradually ad- 
justed themselves I was accepted, put up with Then all 
of a sudden I exploded again It uas balfling, alannmg 
Naturally, my colleagues sided at my draft v*erc hyper- 
critical about ft 

I rushed off that evening to see Ganshin, my nearest 
ray oldest fnend. He was living now in his new flat in (he 
new apartment building of the Zhukovsky Aeronautical 
Academy His large study was littered with books, pe- 
riodicals and drawings Ganshin was working on the sec- 
ond volume of his fundamental work entitled Th£ History 
asid Theory of Aircraft Engines The first volume had 
brought him fame. The appearance of a bald patch on 
top of Ills head was good enough excuse for affecting the 
professorial black slniJI-cap, and tills, togclher with his 
spectacles, his shabby bouse Jacket and inky fingers made 
him a perfect model for the portrait of an inspired 
scholar I promptly laid my drawings out on his desk 
over the lltlerecf pages of his masterpiece. 

The great scepUc glan^ at It and said blandly, "A 
whlxprop?” 

"Stop that, Oanshlo, Tell me seriously uhat you think 
of IL" 

“Here goes, then, seriously ” 

And the famous author of the unrivalled research Into 
the history and theory of aircraft cn^nes fell upon my 
lay-out A good friend Is also a good critic. I defended 
myself like a lion, but I was grateful to him, because 
the thing grew dearer and clearer to me. It stood up to 
the acid test of Ganshin’s deadly anal>*sis and caroc 
through unscathed. Towards the end he wavered, and 
even went so far as to odiiiit that I hod grasped and «• 
pressed tile most progressive trend m aircraft-engine de- 
velopment 

But be sUli bad a mulllludo of doubts I declared with 
impassioned faith 

"You wait, the last chapter of >Txir book will be dc- 
volcd to my engine." , ti ' 

“No," he said “Several chapters of stni uawrlKen his- 
tory will have to come first” 



strictly spcfllJiiB, this WM the wme petal f! -riw ^ 
Novitsky had already pul lonvant. 

Sine was preraetare Qatuhin remonstrated with me ta 

' '^St'loSThou. many limes you have (ahed r'"'* 

know perlcctly uell that two or three laltarea are eMlOT 

tcv ha\-e a dciiener wtp^ off the books No cme 

hira seriuusJ)- anv more. You're just 

'.n-ed the fmcas after the failure ol the D-24 Tl^ ^ 

)-ou on as Head DesigDcr Then why don t you iMve 
fllooe^ You can’t afford to lake risks now 
realize thst one more failure will put an end to yow 
career" 

Bat I didn’t want to hear nnylhing 
“To hdl with my careerl” ^ - 

‘Call It desUny, Iheo The dc*Uoy of AJ«d 
"To hell with dallnyl I’ve got an cn^ntJ H U cut t« 
distance I’a ha\e to go In order to catch up 'viuj 
building abroad by two or three )'«ars. 1 “vm *, 
hare to talk about m>‘self It’s not a question of 
kov's destin), but uie destiny o( the Soviet aircraft eh* 
gmel And to sorw catenl the desitoy of our whole 
conntryr 

"You're a poci after alU" Ganshin said, , 

"Drop IL Look here, Ganshin, let’s both try ond 
Imagine what ZhuLyviky would have said about 
thing D’you mean to say he’d ha\e had nothing but 
doubts. Ulus >■ 00 ?*' . „ , 

Oaoihln looked at the design again, but said notnl^ 

"I’ve got an siginel" 1 repeated. “And do you know, 

I really don't care at ell now whether it’s mine or some- 
one else's. ni fight for It all the same." 

Ganihln took bis glasses off and went up to * 
looked Into his grey attentive eyes, from which all the 
mockery had gone, 

“ru help you all I can." be said with deep emotion. 

He rdlffvrt the gravity — I should even say solemnity — 
of that moment by sraflUig 

"At the worst,’* he added, ‘h-oo can fix up ymur bead- 
quarters here and well woik logether Itll be like old 



times again. You’ll do the drawing, I’ll do the calculal 
ing" 

In a transport of joy I lore the profcssortal skull-cap 
off Ganshin’s head and threw it at the wall Then I gath- 
ered ray friend up fn my arms and Kissed him 


■The next day Novtt5k7 held a small confer«>ce in his 
private ofCco to which only seien or eight men were in- 
vited I made my report Then our senior calculators and 
senior designers got up one after another and tore the 
project to rags Th* main target of their attacks was tlic 
absolutely new construction of the cylinder bank, which 
distinguishes the D-3I from all other existing cn^nes to 
this day No one believed lo the cooling jacket, in the 
block-cast head, or the anchor bolls They said that noUi- 
ing of the kind had ever been lieard of, Uiat It vias all 
half-cock axperimenUUlsm. They quoted Uie textbooks 
and Shelest’s works, found fault with almost every detail, 
and declared that one or another part was sure lo break. 

I got all I had been asking for, and more besides. 

Novitsl^ calmly ateerea the proceedings His anal- 
ysis of the day before was wholly confirmed bv this dis- 
cussion He himself did not speak this time. As for me, 
the more I listened lo the various objections, tJic clearer 
did I see that my solullon was the right one, that I had, 
at last, hit on the design of the world’s most hlgh- 
poweriij and high-performance engine, I said as mucli 
with utter conviction, and in face of all the opposition 
asked that the u'orklng out of my preliminary lay-out 
should be included In Uie plan of llic design department. 
Novitsky was rather surprised at my pcrslslcnce 

“I’ll Udnk it over and let you have my reply tocnorrou.’’ 
he said 

The next morning I went lo ace him, Novitsky said 
he had thought the matter over and decided that further 
UTtrk on the project was inadvisable. He spoke at once 
firmly and placatingly In an ailcrapt to comfort mo and 
cheer me up 



“We can’t afford riaky \enU1rc5 In our business,” be 
sold. "Walt tni we’\e built our Institute— Iben you and I 
»iJl ladJe the problem of a hlgb-po»ered engine in real 
earnest. Some of \our ideas will come In useful jet. 
But just now ^•our project will have to be set aside.” 

I attempted to argue, but Novitsky became official and 
broke off the corr\ersalH)ru Se\cral dal's later ho went 
auay cm his bolida\ It uas a long holiday — all weeks. 
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What happened neit? You wouldn't bdlcve me, but 
Just then of all tunes, la fact the very first Sunday after 
the conference where the verdict went so Inexorably 
agautst me — It’a ao amazing fad, I tdl j'ou, but on lop 
01 all mj troubles f went and fell madly In love. 

Just pldure It The exacuUve staff of the InsUtuto all 
come out against me. NovlUky passes sentence oo my 
drefl and bans It What am l b do? 1 decide to shake 
oO the hypooUc spdl of the thing, to get It out of my 
system for at least a day so's to be able to look at It again 
with a Ircsh eje 

Bj the way, I had a llUlc car of my own — an ADVI^T 
model ’Jou remember those days— the first pifOJUelbahti 
only Just started and the magnificent Gorty motor-car 
pVanl was only under conslnicUon and Its first crea- 
tions— the unforgettable gozik#— had not appeared J^et— 
well, In those dajs j'oa could sometlmea see on Moscow's 
streets funny IjltJe w hlle-palnted ^by cars. I’m sure joa 
muil have seen the bead designer of the ADVl, then a 
stranger to jtju, sllUna proudly b^lnd the steering wheel 
of one cf tbwe cars. We desig^ and built a batch of 
them at the InstKote’s workshops, and called Ihent 
ADVt-T The inj-sterious *T stood for torak/itelta.* 
Afterwards came a suami of gazik*, followed by am* 
toa, which we thought awfully posh at the time, but we 
stUl rode about In our advlshki to the wonder of the Mus- 
covllea. 

• aoUy Usaa. a “daUem’'— Tr 



Well then, when I received thot last and definite rebuff 
irom Novitsky — which was on a Saturday, uxirse luck — 
I said to myself “berane dull care" and decided to go out 
for Q motor ride early the next morning 
Sunday was a lovdy sunny day I ga\e my tarakhUi- 
her head, and revelled In o sense of exhilarating jouth, 
strength and daring — In a wori I felt as if I were rush- 
ing along In the ship of Time. Only yesterday they had 
made shredded cabbage out of me at the meeting, and the 
next morning I was up and full of beans. Somewhere In- 
side of me there was a tune singing “We'll fight the 
storm and weather ft" 


By the time I drove out on (he Leningrad Hlglrway I 
’^as singing the song at (he top of my voice. Dwelling- 
houses and shops flash^ past me. Presently I saw a 
familiar building, the one-llme premises of the Compass 


outside the Compass of all places, that I was puUed up by 
the whistle of a militiaman on point duty I was told that 
singing at the wheel of a car was a breach of the traifl: 
rules. I protested with all the vehemence peculiar to my 
nature. The result was that the militiaman demanded to 
see ray papers — ray driving license and so on As It hap- 
pened I bad no certificate of Identity on rae. The rall^a- 
raan Invtted me to go to the milllla station with him That 
meant good-bj’e to my Sunday outing! Qod knows how 
long It would take them to establish ray Identity AnJ 
besides, the whold thing would pul a damper on ray spir- 
its for the rest of the day 

The crowd that had gafijered round the car was deo- 
nitely unsympathetic. NeJlber the tarakhtelka nor 
luckless owner commanded respect The name 
kov'’ with the added title of "designer” Impressed nobody 
“Come along, dtlien,” said the raJUtlaman. 

Ever since then I'm convinced Uiat militiamen bring 
luck. A voice from the crowd said 
“I con vouch for Comrade Bererhkov ' 

The voice made me Jump I leapt out of Uk car. A 
>-oung u-oraan had coroe up to the ralllllaraan Was it she 
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or not’ Wisps of fair hnlr cscapcU from under bcr blue 
beret She handed the mllitlanian some paper or other 
without looking In my direction (as I afterwards found 
out It was her student s card) and began speaking to hirn 
lo a krw earnest voice 

Her c>es — I had to see her qcs at oncel Were they 
brown or not’ And f had to hear her voice againl 
“Do you know me?** I asked loudly 
I doQ t reroeniber wbat the said, but the voice was 
faniJllar and the ejes were brown. 

Meantime the mlHUaman, somewhat mollified, 
condescended to waive the ilemer formalities and 
merely Imposed a fine, whlcb f paid with the greatest 
pleasure 


Pais along there, dllxens,” said the guardian of the 
u bis cap. went back to hli post 

Jw tta two of US were left in the road— she and I 
did vou^ for me afler all, Valya, despite certain 
vSkSi^**' '’***’*■ IntuIUon U mar- 


VaJentlna laughed. 

DoUilnc (o do ,lih It. 1 simpiv heud 
Mid. and added arciily, “rve beard a 
go^^deab About the Alraad Engtna loaUtale, tor one 


you connected rrilh avioUon?” 

* Mudent, tou know," Valya cx- 
I entered the Inatllule 1 was on Kom- 
‘«not work for quite a Ume.“ 

1 p^led the car dOT open and Invited my rescuer to 
Inlli there itandlnn? Alter n momenfs 
sS ‘''“'h '“™'f I" Ibe back 

r "beel A brUllant Idea came 

'^‘bout her 

dcn^i°^fh of my car were fastened 

1 unirre»fiKl*^ When she wasn’t looking, 

bold It out to her 
rve kept it all these years." 
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Oddly enougii, my wife-to-be did not look in the leaat 
surprised or toached She took the "souvenir” uith a pe- 
culiar smile. 

* Presently I got permission to switch on the motor and 
continue the ride. We passed through Petrovsky Park 
All of a sudden a pink palm reach^ over the scat wit i 
two identical nuts lying in it 
"I’ve kept mine, too, all these years," Valya said 
wickedly 

I looked round The right-hand door had a nut missing 
"You are very observant," 1 said courteously 
"Observant and truthful,” ray passenger answcrecL 
I opened out the throttle and raced oil the way to the 
famous Archan^lskoye suburban palace without saying 
a word I was afraid she'd refuse to continue the ride with 
me. But It turned out a raarvellous ride That ride and 
what followed It 

Anyway, ray friend. It's no use trying lo explain bov' 
love comes and why It could make another book. Alaybc 
we’ll write it some day It’s funny the way things hap- 
pen, though Here was I absorb^ In a big problem, 
fighting for my tiling with thoughts of love furthest from 
my mind, and all of a sudden I go and fall madly la love. 
Would you believe It, In less than a month Valya and I 
got raarrled 
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Novitsky returned from his holidays He found me In 
the drawing hall and srolled a greeting lo roe while still 
at a distance. He came up, looking fresn and genial, ami 
wrung my hand, saying* 

"Congratulations, Bereibkov” 

"^Vhat on?" 

“What d'j’ou mean? News flics fast — the whole world 
knows that Berezhkov has married " 

I nodded modestly 

“Congratulations, ” he repeated "I’m sorry 1 was late 
for the wedding ” 



'it wjjn’t much of a wedding Ju5t an Inlonnfll little 
affair. >-ca knew " 

•my’s that?” 

Too busy, Comrade Novltslw So much work to do. - 
The five-jear plan 

That'i uhjt I like to hear But I’ra afraid” — his 
twinkled — “}ou didn't get much done this last monui." 
“On the contrary, I've got through quite a lot of work." 
“Splendid. Well ha\e a chat about business first thing 
In the rooming ” His brown eye took me In narrowly 
“So >ou\e settled down, eh?” 

1 laughed. Settled dofin^ Not me! But I answered 
stouUjr 

“Yesslr, I m a respectable married man nowl" 

“I'm glad to hear it Very glad for your sake. You have 
splendid prospects. Please my best regards to your 
wife." 

No\dlsky then passed down the hall, slopping to In- 
quire after the health and work of one or onotber design' 
er Hli loose duck suit concealed bis corpoleitce, but nls 
calm leisurely tread was none the less heavy He stopped 
at Nedolya’s desk 

“Good rTKHTiing, Comrade N’edolya How are you 
getUag oa You've become quite expert at drawing, I 

Nedolya got up when the director addressed him, and 
stood there looking red and embarrossed, confound hlin. 
^«r>' ^nice drawing, that. Comrade Nedolya. 
— for a second Novitsky paused and looked 
nard it the drawing— “What is It?” 

Kc^lja besltatea ! hurried down to my friend’s res- 
cue, but Fyodor didn’t wait. 

1 ” be slimmered. Fyrodor was absolute- 

ly Incagahlo of Idling a He. “It’s for the thousand h.p 
engine.” be blurted out 
“What?” 


Nc^Uk'y did not realize, for the moment, that while be 
rud been away on bis liolldav. I ai>d several young de- 
wfftwrs, frierds of mine whom I could tnuL had ixren 
working aQ the time oo the designs of my new high pertv- 





crcd engine. \Vlicn It sank In at last, he was hopping 
Diad. There was a tcrritic row 
Naturally, Novitsky Immediately forgot about the 
splendid prospects” facing me, and shouted at roe fu- 
nously- 

"These are cheap sneaky tricksi No self-respecting de- 
sl^er would ever do such o thing " 

‘^‘Comrade Novltskv, please don’t forget yourself " 

“I don't want to lUlen to you You sccra to have for- 
gotten that this Is a state Soviet Institute, not a private 
little racket, the finn of Designing Engineer Berezhkov 
I won’t allow >"00 to dcmorallie the st^ here by frying 
to smuggle through your own rejecl^ inventions If you 
don’t want to work here honestly, you'd better leave the 
Institute altogether I’m not going to give you any more 
warnings " 

After giving me quite a chunk of bis mind, Novltskv 
left the hall That same day f was reprimanded In an of- 
ficial order 

On tke face of it, of course, Novitsky bad a uelgfaty 
argument against me— the minutes of uie conference of 
the Institutes leading designers at which my project was 
rejected \i^at could I put up against it? Just then, noth- 
ing but my conviction I realliw only too well that after 
ell my en^ess faUurcs that didn’t count for much Now 
what, in your opinion, was I to do? Go and see Rodion- 
ov? Yes, that Is exactly what I decided to do But not 
lust slap-bang, empty-handed, with rough pencil sketches 
Until 1 had properly calculated and worked out deslOT 
data that could be defended before any scientific council, 

I had no right to run risks The thing at stake was too 
big and Important for roe to rush unarmed or insufficient- 
ly armed Into a new affray 
But I should really say "we" Instead of "I’’ 

33 

That’s what Andrei Nikitin fold me that day He. too. 
had been working with us all this time. He hid undertak- 
en to do the calculations for the engine. 
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1 TO* wltlng In m> oIBcc brooding over my grlcsancto. 
uhen NiWlUn came »n He loolLtd at ray gloomy face anu 
wmlcd , i 

“We’ll Im'.c to chalk one up In favour of Novlliky l»- 
day, shan’t ue? he Mid 

can you io’kC aboul It, KlViUn? I tcU you,_ I be- 
lieve In this thing so much. I’m so con\Inccd that U • just 
the thing that is eipceted of us, that. HI go on with 
the drawings e^en if they put a hundred bans on It Ssv 
uhst you like but r\e dodded to go underground, ff It 
comes to that, 1 11 do all the drautngs myself " 

Nikitin laughed and sal doun it was good to see 
his calm ffc.e uith the dark mop of curly liair nnd the 
strong, hea\'>, determined jaw ^al uas uhen be Mid 
to me. 

“I tell you what Almd Nikolayevich, let’s drop the 
■f’ noa Wist about M>ing 'we'?"' 

I raused cny'self 

“^'c? I'lD onf I lumped up and held my hand out to 
him "U’s a bargain, Andrefl" 

U was the drst Ume I had oddressad Ibe Secretary of 
the Party organlzalloQ so InUmoteiy The “AodrtT was 
out before I knew it 
NtkiUn wrung my band. 

“Now listen, Alesct** he said “1 take all the fighting 
on mysrit you do the w-orkl” 

And so with the settling of the question of “I” and 
another Intlmaie link wes Imperceptibly forged hi 
OUT relations. 

“But where am I going to work? Who with?” 
“Underground," NfklUu sold, laughing 
“No, seriously" 

"You’ii work at home in the evenings and at night wlUi 
oor boys," be said, naming Nedolya and several other of 
ray pnplls, all young designers. “I’ll be helping you loo. 
’Valenuna won't throw us out will she? 

“OI coutso noU Shell hdp us with the drawings hcr- 
selL" 

“Fine. Here ot the InsUtuto you must be on j'our best 
behavioor Carry out jour duties faithfully LmvtNovIIs- 
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Jvy to me.” He souared bis Immense shoulders with a 
smi c. 'Til sec Uml you are not interfered with Your 
is to Ret Uio drawing of the ]a>-out done as 
quickly as possible. Every hour is precious!” 

We ^ook hands again on It, and from that day the 
designing of my engine was done at home 


as 

We gathered every evening — on Sundays at nine In the 
morning— qI my flat, whidi had been turned Into a draft- 
ing office. My wonderful wife was promoted by her fiubby 
to the rank of Junior draughtsman, and she sal up the 
nights with us over the drawing desk. And that, my 
trlcnd, was the way we spent our honeymoon 

Nlkiftn usually came laic— sometimes round about 
midnight— but he never missed a day He threw himself 
joyously Into the atmosphere of seething activity, got 
down to work at once. 

The wung enthusiasts suggested various solotions anu 
worked out the details TWngs were often enlivened with 
a Joke. For Instance, one ev^ng someone came dashing 
In, yelling, “Here comes Novilskyl Out of the window, 
Fyodorl" 

And I bet you that If we didn’t live on the fourth floor 
Fyodor would have done IL 

What made these boys, these young engineers who be- 
lieved In me, spend all Ibelr evenings and ail day on 
Sunday over my engine? Who paid them for It? No one— 
unless we consider Atasha, who never tired of pouring out 
tea and sometimes real coffee at all hours of the night 
Aty assistants even came with their own bread and sugar, 
txiause food was rationed In those days None of us 
could have stood the strain unless he had felt in all his 
being that we were doing something the country was 
badly In need of 

The call of the limes! Those were the wings that boro 
us up and on. Bore us all, even Qanshtn, the notorious 
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scephc, vho oilen came to help us 'fhcn v.e uere In dlf- 
finilties In point of fact, he directed the v-Tark of Nlkilli\ 
ubo ^\as btracsling uith the devilishly complicated cal* 
eolations 

At Isst all the design d*u all the drawings— four 
large and se\crBl small sheets — were finished The thing, 
orVtd out tn all Its details, had now become crystal 
dear 


24 

One morning In August I rang op Rodionov’s secreta- 
ry He put me through to his chief 

“Good rooming, Etereihkov WelJ. well, any good news 
for me?" 

“Oxnrade Rodloopov," I said agitatedly, "can >tiu ft; 
cd\e me? 1 want to see von on very Important bufliness.’* 

“I know Come down." 

“Comrade Rodionov, what do vou know? 

He laogfaed 

“r\e been eipecUng \ou for a long time. How’s >’out 
thousand h.p engine?” he said then added in a chan;^ 
business-like too^ “Cora* doam and see rre at ten this 
evening" 

And so I found mysell In Rodionov’s office once more. 
Enoonrigcd by his ^ phrase “well, veil," and by that 
peculiar gUrv% In which I read both trust and a height- 
ened Interest towards me — a glance that Invites cwifi- 
dence and frankness — I poured forth my excited story 
while be listened w Ith close attention. I told him with per- 
fect frankness bow I bad made up nry mind ne\er again 
nr ^itsS* po'^tred engmes, and berar, spurred on by 

’TVell, well, what spur was that?" 

A Idndly, I should c\en say joyous, smile seemed to be 
plajdng mtT hb features all tte time. I told him about 
the raaginatl'.-e stages of the engine’s history, right up 
^ ^ monMt when I saw It as hi a flash of fighlnlng— 
the thing that had been ripening somewhere In the sub- 
conscious sphere. 



"The subconscious, eh? Well, well " 

I thought he smiled again 

“People often argue with me about that. Comrade Ro- 
dionov They say Alarxlsm does not recognire the sub 
conscious," 

“Doesn't It? I was thinking that you yourself are as 
ffood a Marxist as anyone In these matters,” 

"Who, me? In these matters?" 

"Yes, you are." 

Do you think he was Joking, or was he serious? To tell 
you the truth. I’ve brushed up on ray reading lately and 
nm Inclined to think that It wasn’t a joke at ail But I am 
straying from the subject What I said to Rodionov about 
my engine was this 

“Comrade Rodionov,” I saJd. "I believe In it as I be- 
lieve in myself It has many novel features that are not 
to be met with In any other engine. That’s why it's so 
easy to criticlia and even to reject altogether But It's 
this very unconventlonallty of ray engine that constftutco 
the essential feature of the design. That's the whole 
meaning of It That’s Just what puts It In the front rank 
of world engineering But no one believes me except a 
few friends I know mat ray reputation as a designer will 
be ruined If I But I can stake my head on this thing 
Here’s my beadi If that engine Is a failure you con chop 
It off ” 

"That head of yours will come In useful yet” Rodionov 
said, “But believing Is not enough. . Are >x>u fully pre- 
pared for battle, Berezhkov?" 

“I am.” 

“Then ” Rodlooov assumed i business-like tone, 
“then we’ll call an extended meeting of the Engineering 
Committee the day after tomorrow We’ll discuss j^our 
project there.” 
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The coramltleei nwl In the »ame hall where, two v«r» 
ago, in 1929, ilie confercoce was held to discuss Ihe h/gli- 
powered enj^ue. 
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Now jDothof conference had been called to dbcuis ni> 
thousand h p engine The diredof and chief enclne-- 
of the Volga plant, summoned by Rodkmov, arrhed by 
plane that evening Seseral designers Imd been Invited 
from Lenmgrad There w'ere representatives of the Avia- 
tion Trust, and of Moscow motor plants, the managers oJ 
vnrloos designing orgaiiiialioTS. ttell-knowTi professors, 
and the leading stall of the Central yMrcraft fenglne In 
stitute headed bv Novftskv 


Out drauings wtre hung around the walls, and the 
apeaalists gathered there had a chance of cinmlning 
them before the meeting opened In one gronp stood Pro- 
fessor Shdest, gaiing at the drawings with his hands 
folded behind his back. 1 walked past nim, but be did not 
notice me Or perhaps he didn't want to Bnt the next mo- 
ment be looked round, and oar evTs m^ I^o ansv ered niy 
tow with a nod of recognition. He looked quite friendly 
^ was that mere politeness, costnensry good breeding? 


In it now than Wack. M) bid teacher Should I go up ffld 
speak to him? But be hid tamed hU back on me agiio 
Md was slnd)-ing the design. This was the first lime 
I was going to like the Boor here without his blessing 
md support, without the aupport of the Institute. 1 
wonder whit Shelest would say today? Would be speak 

Podralsky was saanteriog about here too The vlcls- 
s e emed to have left no mark upon him. He 
sim^held the post of chief of the New Engines De^- 
ment at ^ Aviation Trust Suave, amiable, as fr«o es 
ever, be had evea put oo a UUIe more weight I saw him 
^ '^P.^.^hdest He said somelhing; smacked bts Hp». 
thCT 5^11^ I had nothing good to look forward to 

in qoarter. that was obvious. 

Frankly, I w-m terribly nervous. I knew tt was going 
fight W my friends here I had Andrd NT- 
klun. Valya was at home. For ccfupany she had all the 
young engineers, who had helped me to create this proj- 
«i and were nowr wailing aniloualy for my return In the 
lltUe rooutt dntlered with drawing desks. NIkllln had 
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prepared for the occasion, too He was to prove the cal 
culatlons. and would no doubt put in an enthusiastic 
word. But what weight would It cany here’ What re 
search works and scientific theses d/d be have to h/' 
name? So far none except the calcuIaUons for this cn 
tfine, which had been turned down by the heads of the 
Institute. 

Someone pressed my elbow Ah, Gansifn He 
leaned over and whispered, "Keep jxmr chlu upl" 

"I'm all right” 

‘'You can rely on me.” 

“I know, old chap Thanks" 

Yes, Ganshin's voice here carried weight But then 
everyone knew him to be an old friend of mine. Who else 
could I rely on, who? 

Rodionov came Into the hall, skirted the rows of chairs 
and sat down not at the platform table, but slightly 
apart by the window, where he could better see the 
drawing^. 

The chairman rang the belt Allowing another minute 
unto everyone had settled Into hh seat he opened tire 
meeting The usual phrases suitable to such cxcaslons 
were uttered, but I b^rd nothing nntil my name was an- 
nounced, 

"G)mrade Berezhkov, wlU you please report on your 
project" 

Come on, Berexhkov. the fight has startedi "We’II fight 
the storm and weather It" 

Well. I began handing out my revolutionary Ideas to 
that assembly of highly quallfi^ experts. It might have 
seemed as if I was den^ng everything I had sto^ op for 
two years ago In this selfsame halt I had then demanded 
that we should merely benefit by the eipeneoce of world 
engineering, and refine existing designs of proved merit 
Afraid of my own predilection lor “whizproplsm" and my 
own wild ImaginaUon, I had put a curb upon myself, and 
now here I was speaking up in a full voice. 

I shoued that In this new lay-out this new thousand- 
h p engine of mine, I was, for one thing, following Ztiu- 
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ko\^ky, tttlnK tis lilUc known wrks on alrcroft 
05 a fjrcmn(i^oi1\. secondly that t was contlnulni' the 
some line In encine rlpnlltv which 1 had stood lor pre- 
viously, but %fl5 fol(cruitj£j il fn my own way without re- 
Kurd tof in\ loredgn No more (tnltfluve oiBlnctr- 

inc— we had throuRh that stagt, with all Us 

pangs, lorzTwnla and tailurrsi We were not goJnj to rv^ 
peat the fiructural forms Uiat had alreads been created 
and developed abroad, we were going to blatc nevv trails 
of our own and tale the world s leadi Two year* *p> 
had no up ii> dale Indusln lor building alrcrait engines, 
but we had one now And my design thinking was based 
on that solid fact! 

Never before had I nude soch an Impassfooed speech 
1 had a feeling as If — bow shall 1 explain it?— as It U 
wasn't me making this apcech, choosing my words, and 
building sentences, bat my speech flaelf pouring out like 
a torrent that had burst iU negates, I vras all alremblc 
when 1 hntsbed at last and ut down. 

Then Nllotln took the Boor 1 Ibouglil, that, behre Sec- 
retary of the Party organiMUon. he would first deal with 
the political aspect of the proWera from the Party point 
of view, but he went slralgbl ow to the blackboard, 
picked ap the ^alk and aUrted to give the mathematical 
data of the engine without lurthcr ada Too excited to fol- 
low tile demonstration of proofs that 1 knew Inside out, 1 
merely watched the sturdy figure, saw the stubbornly pro- 
truding esrs the big swarthy hand that confidently wrote 
out the formulas on tbc board. And I listened carefully to 
the wary hush In the hall 

Afterwards, or rather that same evening, when Nlldllrt 
and I relumed home, where we were awaited with burn- 
ing Impatience, NlkHin taughlngty said that I. the non- 
Party designer, had spoken as an ardent Bolshevik, 
wbereaa be, the Party worker, had come out as a dry-as- 
dust calcolalor, a narrow apedaliat, who knew nouihiB 
else In the world except his mathematics. And we had 
hogged each other and kitsed. 

Sit Pm digressing agaliL Let os go back to that meet- 
ing 



Tlie debate v,a8 opened Production workers, factory 
took Uic lloor They sold dint the castlnjjs had not 
b«on properly calculated, the weight was wrong, the de- 
sign data was wrong, and allow'anco had not bcCT made 
for this, that and the other, and therefore the engine 
Would not give tlio performance tliat had been claimed for 
It Above all, the anchor-block-cnst system would break 
down through structural failure, it would never stand the 
sUaIn, and therefore the wliolc thing was o sheer waste 
of time. The sliorlliand report of that meeting would make 
Interesting reading today Td dig tt out from the ar- 
chives If I were jxhj 

Podrafsky spoke on behalf of the Aviation Truat He 
situ retained his old habit of speaking with slow smooth 
relish He started off on a reminiscent note. 

“I knew Comrade Bcreihkov when he was still a young 
man," be apprized the assembly, and then proceeded to 
mention the Adros 

‘‘\Vho could then believe In this design by a graduate- 
inventor based on sn entirely new prlndpler’ 

After that rhetorical quesUon, Pussjeat made a move- 
ment that faintly resembled a bow It could be interpret- 
ed aa meaning: “Alodcsly forbids my taJktng about my 
own part In this matter " 

"It was thanks to the assbUnceof Professor Zhukovskv 
that we aucxeeded In building that engine," he purred on. 

We suoMeded, H’m. It sounded as If be was 
going to offer me to go fifty-fifty with him again. I 
shouldn’t be surprised. 

“I am Inclined now, as I was fifteen years aro, to sup- 
port Bereahkov's new design,” F^raJsJcy conUnued 
For sheer dogged tenacity of life our Pussycat, I would 
remark: In passing, remained true to type, and I w'tsn’t 
at all surprised when I eventually heard him also taking 
to himself the credit for supporting ray new engine. 

He look care In hb speedi not to quarrel with the pro- 
duction men, towards whom he showed sympathetic un- 
derstanding Admitting that It would be difficult for the 


nunufaduring Induitry lo handlo such an encrine at the 
raurocnt, bo mo\‘cd first, that the engine alKtuld by oil 
secondly that produdkm on it shoold 
be surted within a ^-car or eighteen months when the 
^^r^t engine building Industry would bo stronger on 

raonlhi. Not a bad idea, that, consldericg 
that toilng time in creating an oirrralt engine mcam 
losing everything 

^ ttwriits came out, among them, of course, 
linidge against me. Did be sneer 
Md at ^ projedi As for NildUn. NlcJand did his 
I < 1 , rhetorical questions to him 

m the lOTc of n s<^I examUter and ended up by dcclar- 

^ out of ted 

lor his calculation, 

"‘l?' ' *“• U'lnU''!: ol while bo »M 

Kne "’!• ronitont finll- 

dSSj'in^ ™ .“l™"' pedonlry only helped lo 

0 °° P*” ellhcr— ol oar 

nuSdS W^Kud lo him, my 

Nlelend. ,\nd bo lun-ef .mpeded II lor k 

^ up >“ 'PO*!- 1 MW hu coolly 
smile. He was already exulting 
thaS2d^vll“c^®‘",' “*i^y »liakhig, ^cryihing 
™ of the nec^!^J^f «Id here. It roUcNts 

S tiplainlng why this projed was 

^ ^ InsUUite!^ 

oroled so i hor.? i.^ \'okt, be annihilated mv 

■" dispute seemed to 

H.';s!Sd "4 “ 17™''“- 

as It were, srwl ff^therlng It Into a ram, 
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Imagine the stale I was In — the eagerness, impatience. 
J^e— when I heard the chairman say, “Professor Shelest 
has the floor.” He said It in a respectful tone Although 
he had been removed from administrative offlee, Profes- 
Mr Shelest was rK)w a member of the Engineering 
^undl under the People's Commissar of Heav} In- 
dustry, and to all who were present in that hall he re- 
mained an eminent scientist, the founder of the Russian 
s^ool of engine building I remember his speech uord 
for word 


“I have been called apon during my llfetliae to express 
my opinion on numerous projects, he began “Hundreds 
of drawings have passed Ihroogh my hands Among them 
^■ere all kinds of foreign designs, students’ diploma 
works, and all the proJecU that have been discussed here 
at the meetings of the Engineering Committee Among 
them were my own works, or uorlj that hod been draft- 
ed under ray guidance. But this Is the first and only time 
in my life that I have no criUcal remarks whatever to 
make. There is not a single detail I can And any fault 
with. In duty bound I must soy thot this is the most 
talented piece of work I have ever come across ” 

Yes, my friend, those were his exact words Shivers 
ran up ray spine as I listened to him “The roost talented 
piece of wortl" My Ood. could I be dreaming' 

Shelest went on to tick off the chief qualities of the en- 
gine — the rigidity, expressed with absolute consistency, 
as he put It, throughout the lay-out, tho stiffening cllc^ 
of the hold-down bolts, which, he asserted, would not 
break, the special typo of volves, which made for bcllcr 
engine performance, and so on and so forth. He said the 
endne had to be put into production immediately *ith- 
ouT losing a single day . , 

“Unfoiiimately,'' he said, “some comrades do not 
realize how talented thb design is,” . u , , 

That was more than Nmllsk-y rould slani Ha olcr- 
ruplcd the speaker »dlh an ironical, You 11 be calling It 
a work of genius ncxtl” . 

Shelest paused, gianced at the dramlngs, and an- 


swered 





‘ No A genius hits a target vi^ilch ho aloue can set. In 
this particular case we can all see the target dearly And 
our comrade has hit the bull’s ejt 1 congratulate him 
and all those who assisted him. 1 ara proud to have been 
one ol hli teachers" 

1 wanted to rush up to hloi, but 1 sat thera rooted to 
the spot, unable to stfr a limb I was stunned with joy I 
could scarcely hrealhe, 

NovltsJfy Interrupted the speaiw aMln In his usual 
ov’erbearing manner But he overlooked the lact that the 
old man was ULely to be o dangerous opponent when 

f ro\oked Shelest paused and his swarthy face hardened. 
Ill attitude towards Nenitsky. who had replaced him as 
head of the ADVI, had always been one of studied wUte- 
ness. Even now be undoabt^ly bad to make an effort to 
Q\enxirae certain deeply logralned scruples. But he over- 
came than. Breaking off the thread of his thoughts, be 
said drllf 

•■no wvj me {o explain j'our mistakes to you, 

Novitsky? I can do so If you wish. Fof one 
— -I do not appreciate Ibe latent possibilities of a 
real talent, and for another, you do not r^lxe that there 
exists such a thing as precipitated rate o( (^‘elopment'* 
"Is that sor NoTlt^ ahouted out ironlcaJly "And 
yctu have always reallxed It 1 suppose?’* 

“I hive made serloua mistakes ra ray time,” Shelest 
said abwiy and distinctly "But 1 recognised them, 
whereas joa still haven’t recognised yours. That’s the 
difference between os And now, ■wflj v'ou njesse let me 
resume?" 

Novitsky WES forced to swaUov that plU. Nikitin 
nndged roe irKl whispered, "Good old ShelesU Who’d 
have tbouahl III" 

In fact I was surprised myself But yxnj have to bear 
In mind that Shelest bad been srorJdng for some moolhs 
in close contact with a man like Sergo Orjocllddxe— the 
People’s Commissar of Heavy Industry, under whom 
Ibe slxty-yesTHDld learned professor Bad received his 
second schooling in life and was rteber for the experi- 
ence. j\* lor No\itsky — it became perfeidly dear to DW 
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that this prominent organizer of big building projects. 
U115 s^ong, masterful, efficient man would be trampled 
movement unless he quickly and Uiorouglily 
fipt rid of his prejudices and misconceptions, which, 
preylcraslv not so giaring, were now dragging him 
backwards. But of Nowtsky there will he more 
anon. 

The next one to speak was Ganshin. Shelest’s speech 
put new life into him. He, too, gave the project a 
brilliant testimonial and firmly declined that the thing 
was so Interesting and promising that ft would simply bo 
a crime not to build that engine, not to put this Iheorct* 
leal dispute to the test of practice And It had to be built 
quickly if It was to be built at all. 

Thanks, old chapi That’s all I want. Just this— io 
build the engine, and build It quickly 
At the dose of the debate I made some corcludlng 
remarks In anawer b my opponents. Rodionov said noth- 
ing at the meeting, but he sat there till the end, listen- 
ing b all that was said No decision was announccil 
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After the meeting— I don’t know uh >— 1 v.cnl up b 
Rodionov who had left hti place by the window I bad 
no intention of saying anything fo him. I suppose 1 merely 
wanted to meet that encouraging look of his again, to 
hear him say something before I uent away Sc\crjl 
men were standing round him. 

Kushchin, the masslsxly built dircclor of the \olga 
works, who looked like a hea\->T»cIght uTcstier. was ar- 
guing heatedly with him. The moment I drew near I 
rcalitcd that they were discussing my engine. 

“Comrade Rodionov,” the heav>‘ucij^t dircclor was 
pleading, "I don’t care whero jou send the thing I’ve got 
nothing against Its being built, if It s got jo be. But for 
God’s sake don't throw it on to our shoufdcrs 

"You’re worr^dng before >'our time, said Rodionov. 
"Nothing has been decided 
w 


“Oh. no, tills Is just the lime. Can’t 1 see the 
thmt;3 src shaping? Bear to mind. Comrade 
Mju U be retarding produdlon achcdutea at the www- 
‘The whole of oar neavy a\iaUoa will not get Its eDgine* 
on time II we — " 

Rodionov’* ruxR taddenly reddened. 

"Thatll do!” he cut him short *TVofds like that doat 
become s Commuirist a Soviet director ” 

But Kushchln vs* not In the least put out ' 

“I’m not [n lo\e with my director's chair, ComrsTO 
Rodionov It’s rwt raysell rra worrying about It’s the 
works." 

“What a thing to boast obouir Rodionov aald Ironical- 
ly "Who thinks ol hlmseU in such matters?" 

At thU point Novitsky spoke up He bad been standing 
slightly apart Mying notnlng 
“You don't have to go so very ler for an eaaropl^ 
Comrade Rodionov." be aald In that not loo loud but 
weighty voice ol hi*, and I caught a hint of malic* In flls 
tone. “As U happen*, Comrade Bereihkov thinks more 
about himself ihaa anything else. What doe* h* cure if 
a factory, or ts.'o fectoiies. are disorganized, if the planes 
that are waiting to be po^-ered are not put Into service 
on ttmcl Evefytnlng may go to the devil W all he carta, 
as long *s he. Ber»hla3V, can have hi* engine bufltl” He 
then turned to me and added sarcaatlcally, “Yon’re Ju*t 
dying to make a apUsb, tKrw. aren't yoo? Make tht name 
Ol Aieid Bereihkov lamons?" 

Rodionov was abcmt to answer him, but I did not 
him the chance. All my fighting Instlncta were thorough- 
ly roused With a foretaste ol the crushing defeat 1 was 
^ng to detl my exponent. 1 abouled out excitedly 

"That Iin’l tme! It’* a ownstrou* llel To dliprovc It 
onco for all, I declare that t»ever anywhere am I ^Ing to 
cad this engine the creation of AiwI Bercxhkov It's a 
coHedJve crtalionj If w'e have to give our engine any 
name, uell call it SHP-I — Soviet rflgb-Povtred Flrstl ’ 

Rodkwwv laughed. 

“Aren't you rather In a hurry i-illi (he christening? 



Cooking the hare before catching him? WclJ, well, homo 
you go — all of yout” 

I went home together with Andrei Nikitin Oar frlencb 
were waiting for us there and we celebrated m high 
style, Valentina and Maaha provided the refreshments, 
and If the wine did not exactly flow — Valentina, whom I 
sometimes still called the “prim maid,” was very strict 
in that respect, no matter what the occasion— I was 
drunk enough as It was with elation. After a while the 
company started protesting Enough of Novltskyl 
Enough of the problem of fndivtduallsmi But I couldn't 
stop myself, and even drew on Mayakovsky 

“A hundr^ and fifty millions Is the name of the author 
of this poemr t recited ecstatically, pointing to the robed 
up engine designs. 

My gentle little sister came up to me and whispered 
in tny ear, “Don't talk nonseasel'* 

' I was dumbfounded The next moment, however, I re- 
covered ray wits, and would have retaliated with some- 
thing crusnlng, but a family scene was obviated by the 
ringnng of the telephone In me hail At last our trunk cab 
to Lenlnerad had been put through, and Ladoshnlkov 
was on the line. But I was kept away from the telephone. 
All Mikhail's questions were answei^ by NQdtln I sub- 
mitted, recondled by the thought that Ladoshnlkov, 
knowing certain tendencies of mine, would not have 
belleven the story of that day’s momentous events if he 
heard It from my month. 
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We were in an agony of suspense for several more 
days And then 1 was summoned to the Engineering 
Committee where I was told that It had been decided that 
ray engine was to be rushed Into production at top speed. 
It was numbered D-31 

Novitsky must have got it hot, because be was « 
affable and friendly as If nothing bad ever happened be- 
tween us. Practically unlimited funds were placed at my 



di^poMl for pushing the project to complelion. The 
Vlas split up into structural clemenU, each to bo exccoied 
by a group In charco o! an engineer oppoinied by 
the groups competed among IbanseK'es, and I paid out 
bonuses, piece-uork, and so on To tnaJsc a Jong story 
short, we prepared all the working drawings for inctory 
use in an Incredibly short lime — a month and a half 
And would you Ddle\*e it, again there was a tdteh. 
Although the engine was s^eduled for prtxiuclion, the 
airCTaff industry flatly refused to handle IL Dorena w 
conferences were held on the qucstlofl, and e\erywhcrc 
the representaln’es of the aircraft Industry jibbed at It, 
and Ic^t singing the same old tune about the factories 
being overloaded with quantity production engines, about 
output plans not being fulfliled, about the new plants 
allli ftoandering In a sea of cooslant breakdowns and 
about it being lorposslble under auch conditions to 
handle j-et another engine. 

Just at that time Rodforxrv was appointed Chief of tbe 
State AdmluUtraUon of the Aircraft Industry He had 
tong taken a close Inlertst In engineering and Industry 
As Qilef of the Soviet Air Force, he had ne>tr, as you 
know, limited himself to the eaeoiUon of bis own direct 
duU^ He not only knew bla air squadrons, mauoetjvrea, 
traiding, and dying personnel, but also drew Into his 
orbit, as It aere, varkxts research Institutes, and be al- 
ways kept in tooefa with designers and engineers, con- 
stantly visited the factories, snowed a lively inten»t in 
things, directed them, pushed them oo Therefore his ap- 
potntment to a production Job was something wc all 
understood. 

I was Invtted to one more oonfemice at the People's 
ConnnlssailBt of Heavy Industry There I first saw Ro- 
dionov In civvies. His erect aoldlerly carriage had al- 
ways been assoaaled In my mind with army uniform, 
but he was now •wearing a now grey suit He struck roe 
again as looking sarprislngiy trim and dcan-bulIL AJ- 
tboogh he now wore a felt nal, the pale mark left on his 
sunbu rnt forehead hy his military cap still reroalncil The 
represcnlaUves of the factories and the SAAI engineers 



at the conference spoke again about the tremendous dif- 
ficulties the factories were experiencing in mastering the 
new techniques, and about how the handling of the new 
engine at such a moment would make a still bigger hoie 
In the production plan. Tlic director of the Volga worl^ 
refused once more to accept our order 
Rodionov listened, asked questions, tried persuasion 
Then, reddening, he stood up and struck the table wtth 
bis fist 

"Enoughl I am not going to explain a hundred times 
to you what this engine means to the countr> I order 
>‘0U to start construction of that engine from tomorrow'” 
All were silenced. Here was a man, everyone felt, who 
was not to be trifled with. Rodionov sat down again and 
turned to me, sayinr 

"Comrade BerezhSov, go out to the worths tomorrow 
with the designs and start construction Take a team of 
engineers with jtm If you come up against any resist- 
ance at the works, wire me Immediately Give me the 
names of all who try to hinder )'ou ” 

The next day I left for the Volga accompanied by 
Andrei Nikitin, F>‘odor Nedolya, my wife, and two or 
three other assistants. 
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The factory, as I said, was seriously bebhid-hand in 
the delivery of the D-30 engines. It was terribly under- 
manned as regards skilled workers. And there was no- 
where you could get them from. Considering the rate of 
industrial development that was rrot to be wondered at 
in such a pre'emfnenUy peasant country It was only the 
Bolsheviks’ steady falUj in the newly released powers of 
the people — powers that were called to life by the Revo- 
lution— it was only this Infinite revolutionary fifth that 
made them undertake what was, from the ordinary en- 
gineering point of vdew, such a seemingly mad venture as 
taking thousands of people straight from the rillage, on 
the land bringing them to the building site, putting 



them up in temporary wooden bamcks, and then, when 
me factory wai l^Ut, putting them, >‘esterdiy’s plough- 
delicate of automatic machines 
and gl\dr^ Into their hands the most refined and perfcct- 
Industry as that of olrcraft- 
engne buildmp People with rough untrained hands 
u bad only 

Jwt be^ equipped ulth all kinds of up-to-date mtchln- 
ery, automatk lines, etc. 

“en an erection 

(V)infT^ m their IK’es and had b«n trained to learn by 
do^ ^played the same will and prit, which they had 
War, when they and 
^ on all numer- 

ous widc-flung fronts. 

starting with one hundred 
gradually to oloeh, 
**"**“* people after a while 
pi^ucllon programoe brlUlantly. and 
dSl^ fuming out the finest engines of r>ew Soviet 

lb^^iUt“l;.« *'“5 0“'’ arrived on the Volga. 

^ bulldlnp up Its cadres, •fiie 

Scre^f ^ buildings The second 

®od the site was 

brcskiKi cJ lo the shops 

^ raachl^. accidents big and s^L 

and 

We undeTri^^tlm^\hi^r^ ‘'“•stance there, 

lime for us, Wc^n people simply had no 

^ lor us. Wc had to organize c^-e^>lhing rweded 



for the production of our engine parts uursohes, tn^gin- 
nlng from the planning office Wc urote out the work 
cards, and sat In Uic drawing office, altering the designs 
to meet the works’ standards We penetrated into everv 
nook and cranny, and did all the routine work from the 
functiotis of junior clerk to those of chief engineer We 
even usurped some of the directorial powers by suspend 
Itig serial production of certain parts and slipping our 
own In Instead We were to Oie factory that harmful 
fungus, or, say, uood-borer, that gets Into log-buLI 
walls and destroys Diem by eating its way through them 
And that’s just what we w'ere — one of those wood-boring 
worms that get where they want by gnawing theJr way 
through We DUllt our engine at the cost of disorganizing 
the works’ planned serial production, and got what we 
wanted by wheedling, and cunutng, and sometimes by 
kicking up rows, and often by getting round the foremen 
so that in the heat treatment or machine shops, say. 
our parts conid be made before those of lie D-30 engine 
I first came there with five of ray friends, but later ten 
more arrived, then anolber twenty, then forty, and In 
the end our team numbered seventy workers Of these 
eJj^t were design-engineers, and all the rest were stu- 
dents of the Moscow Aeronautical Institute, probationers, 
inexperienced youngsters who did not understand a thing 
about production. Frankly, my balr stood up on end 
wher^ they sent me all those greenhorns I demanded 
production men, engineers or foremen, and they sent me 
students What was I going to do with them? But the 
sending of these young people pursucai a definite 

°lPr£]po 5 sible to describe all this In detail— It u-ould 
make a brok In Itself The best I can do U to dash off a 
scene here and there as U rises In my memory 


A small FOOT la tora Ifs .□ old om-^nco a oultl 

Utile old-world ploca And rigiil nMl to it a 
springs up wiUi fine big buliaingJ And over llmt ^Ict 
lilUe town ihere now Inmgs the ccsKleaj roar of enElnes 



A fonaUc like me should not have been allowed to 
head an alien (earn at a factory Rumours reached Mos- 
lliat I was bulldozing my way through lire works, 
^Iroylng everything In my path Comrade K was sent 
down to attach himself to me In the capacity of commis- 
sar, as U I were Cliap^cv, the hero of tlie Civil War who 
was commissared by Furmanov We rot along all right 
at first, and then we started to quarrd I dldn t want to 
consider anything, and really resembled an armour- 
piercing slieJI It seemed to me that this man, who had 
been sent down to assist me, was holding up the con- 
stnicllon q{ our D-31 

I sent Rodionov wire after wire "Remove K Immedi- 
ately, Interfering my work.” K. wrote "Remove 
Berahkov, otherwise we'll have neither engine nor 
works,” 


Throw-outs all the time. Hundreds of components hsd 
to be turned out to get a dozen good ones The factory 
was working In three shifts. Pa^ were turned day and 
nlffhh and only a' tenth of them were any good. We, too. 
had to make as many as forty parts to gel four good 
ones. 

That dainty absolutely original block-cwt head of 
mine was proving a tough problem. We had It cast 
twenty times, buf all were spoilages. At last we got a 
good one. Then U bad to be orUlei 


Everyone says, "You can’t drili Ih the metal will break 
down,” but I demand it should be done. 

“Drill Itl The drawing says there s a hole hero and I 

our .«t 

iSfr=o‘“n,K7^u'o7 iUcucu. 

111 If II bn^ lU ™ "“^0 •o'o tte buck- 

ground and let you rxm the sbowl 
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And amjdst 3 tlcadlj ^ikitce Ihe workmAxi drill* ll* 
hide. Some fifteen people stand round ualcliln;! I 
confident oi our drawlDU <\nd sure enough tlw hole wa* 
safely ilrdleJ and bluun through. The aluminium did nw 
break doTitL 

Tliere, you seel I \e a good mind to wire Rodionov 
that iTXi tttialdn’f let me drill the hole." 


For the assembling of the engine I IruUtcd on hi^dnC 
two cmgmeer* from Moscow. , both top notch ciperlroent- 
crs. the brtt assemblers 1 kne»’ They wouldn't let me 
have them. After a great deal of trouble. Ibougli, 1 
aged to get them sent down. At first they Just hated the 
sight of me. So would ^tiu If \t»u were dragged “ 
snug quarters In ^^oscow lo InU God-tonatw muddy 
hole and bitter cold, and crowded Into a barrack hostel 
which didnt bji\e water laid on \ct and locked tbc 
so-called "conN enfence*.” But, mind j’ou. a year laltf 
those men were a* proud a* anything bwusa w 
first powerful Soviet engine bad come out o! their 
hands 

Rodtonov listened v'ery patiently lo all my fils ^ 
hysteria— that Is the ocly word by which I can deaerw 
my condlUon on UKtse occaak>as when 1 waa obliged to 
lam to him for asrlstence. Uls secretary, whenever she 
saw me, would say 

“Ah, ComradB Berezhkov? YouVe arrived from the 
worio? Ill go atkl tell Comrade Rodionov you want to 
see him." 

Rodknov look the scandalous goings on 1 told him 
about (mite coolly He would pet me on the back In a 
very friendly manner do his best lo cheer roe up, 
sajlng that be would have this or that man called out 
and Issue alt the necessary taatiuctlora. 

“And you go back to work. Bertahkov, and don't bother 
your bead," no wcmld aay. 

1 would Qsoally go bs^ to the Volga the same night, 
and he ’Brtnjld see to It that everything that had to be 
done was done. 



ouJ^raMtJl.dlin ZuZn 

dlda't Jtnlii !Ia ’ll. ?? ™ "> ™ uilconvenUonal We 

gaa woiSd would make a close fit, whether the 

^ wcaUd whether the packing ring alumln- 

these thlnmTh^^ f 1“ “il.®'!'* “ =>1 

and the terMnir during the aasemhling 

C 'Hf*. of the first block 

nrfior, excitlucr moment It was 

from deslun^wH ‘\“onibllng the dressed tangible metal 
bat n fnnP^ nothing 

ium bra, ^ f parts— all this alumln- 

ateel-lald out neatly within reach, be- 
flrtt rw^ ^ j raechaoisoj, the block of an engine, of the 
^vlet aircraft engine? Would It run, would 
of. ad you 

evSTtcwk^' ^ ^ aoother important 

of afl, try and pldur© to youraelf the selUng of the 
I^gine that tour of night that precedes the 
aw^ ^ nearly half-mlle-long crecllDg shop, practically 
, because the night sfdft has gone andtbcmonj- 

"}^ ®blft would not be coniing In for some lime. The lines 
01 Dig gleaming electric iemps nin out Into the baiy 
^tance. The shop Is so vast and high that the lights 
barely penetrate some places, and sometimes, glindng 
down the line of lamps, yon suddenly feel as if tou are 
standing on the deck of an ocean liner cleaving her way 
through a nocturnal sea. 

Several lathes are revolving with a soft awish, electric 
motors are humming Adjusters, maintenance n}echanics 
and electricians are working almost noiselessly, prepar* 
log the shop for the next shift The electro-aufomatk 
system Is bring checked. Somewhere high overhead, on 
an Invisible panri. signal light*— yellow, vfolet green- 
flash on and off as li on a ship’s mast And again you 
have that feeling of bring rushed through space. 
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It as at Mich an hour one spring night that ^ 
ossemblcU our block, in order to lest it on the 
vitbout witnesses, without reporters, or representilhrt 
from the centre, u-ho were constantly descending on t« 
u-orki- Our team h*d been given a special section oi W 
shop to work In. Our section superintendent was Andrd 
Nikitin We had ererythlng deaned up. dressed, 
shining for (he assembling, marklng-off plates gUniw 
dully The two engineers Irom hWojw — as I already 
told you, they were the country's top-notch assemblers, 
two of the most effident men you can Imagine — put ^ 
ahite gowns for the Job It was the only kind of ovi^l* 
they loed when handling alrcrait engines. Slnnui 
gowns were issued to several other members of our ip® 
that riight. including Nedolya. NUdtiD bad organised im 
the pnmminaries, and had even found time to shaN"* 
clUD^ before coming to the shop He turned up In hli 
Sunday best and tik do gown for hlmsdf 
concentrated, pale with suppressed excitement, be 
went about directing Ihinp wtuioat any fuss, walk^ 
backwards and forwards Wwcen our plates and « 
lathes, where varloos parts u-ere being touched up 
fitting 

Tbffe was nothing for me to do but watch the pro- 
ceeding^ Bet can you tmagine roe aitllng idle? I climbed 
op on w a metal plmtioriD and bung down from there 
over the engine, beJplog my comrade by putting the 
bolts Into the holes — my bold-down bolts — and fitting 
the null on. The apertures nulcbed splendidly, and tbe 
bolts fitted In one after wof>t iu» r 
Having dedd^ to make tha lest before the morning 
ahlJt came on, we vork^ that dgbt with smooth well- 
coordinated cifideiicy, and undcrstcod each other at ■ 
word, and aomeUmes wllboat words. The necessary 
parts and tools were banded up and passed around lu 
utter iDeoct. I uw nothing aronnd mo but this mecha- 
nism that Sr'BS coming Into being under our hsnds si If 
by iMgV:. And 1 vorl^ and wonted. Still seeing nothing 
bol the engine, I held my band out for another bolt, but 
rto ono passed It up. 
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Uie matter? Give me a bolt)” I shatM 
No one awwered me* I looked around A liHle way off 
^ saw. af^dlng In our section, a (all rather corpulent 
® unbuttoned greatcoat 

didn (mind him standing there The trouble was that 
^ assembly men were standing round him 

And those two pedantic assembly experts, too, in iheir 
white (^lla. Hang It, they had all dropped thdr 
and Vatya. loo — what do >'Ou Ihtnk of 
inatl Tbero was arwther chap there, standing next to the 
greatcoat — a reporter of the Zo IndustriaUza' 
(For IndustrialUailon) . I bcltes'c bt was. and a 
darned nuisance, let me (elf you. He had been at me for 
^tne time. Fancy chcjoslog this of all times for Ills Inter- 
vlf^ng I 

, **^1, there, you In the greafcoal!” I shouted 'This Is tiw 
lunid, really! I( yxni hove to be h«c. jxiu might at least 
of the way and let people ijcl on with their 

Hailed In this civil manner, (he man In the greatcoot 
, lOoJted up Can you Imagine — It was that ramillor face 
We all know from the portraits— a thick. sllghUy droop- 
mg moustache tinged with BT*y» aquiline nose, black 
^■es like ripe chentes. Once, on a nc\cr-l&-bc forgotten 
In 1919, I hod seen (hot moustadio— It was then still 
black and had stiff curlcd-up ends— and those cj'cs, the 
CJT3 of the member of ttw Revolutionary AUJllar>’ Council 
of the Fourteenth /\rmy. The man wlw stood there in the 
erecting shop was the People's Commk>sar for IIcivv 
Induslty— Ortomkidie, C^rado Sergo, as cvciyonc 
called hhn. 


S( 

1 had barely recovered from UwshoJvwhcn { -wv Niki- 
tin, the supervisor of our section, making for tftc group 
gathered around Sergo at his usual leisurely shurabUng 
golL Like myself only a moment ago. he lu J no Idea iJ the 
idcnUly of this roan In the greatcoat, ulw had ap;<JrtJ 
In the erecting shop so IjIc at night It w’as all I could 



do to kwp from shooting out, "Andrei, can't you see "who 
our guest Is!" He drew near, then suddenly stopped dead 
In hta tracks as be recogniied the Comralisar Alwaj’s « 
bit slow on the uptake, NUdUn stood dumbstruck for • 
moraenL 

The next mJmite. changing his gait and stepping out 
with military precision, he walked op to Orjonlltldie. 

‘Xomrtde Commissar’ In the section under my charge 
designer Bercahkov’s team buOdlng high-powered Servlet 
aircralt engine D-31 Is assembling the first block." 

Sergo listened to his report and returoed the salute. AU 
those standing around htm pulled themselves up military 
style, rd like >ou to see that ptclure. Night. The H^lcd 
erecting shop. Vast and deseiied. A deep nosh. The Com* 
missar and Andrei Nikitin lacing each other All the rest 
ol the assemblers standing round in Iroien attitudes IQte 
a group of loldkfa. Valya, loo. standing stiffly at alten* 
Uon. looking at Sergo with all her eyes. Neoolya In a 
u-hJte gown, kwldng very grave. Fair head uncovered. 

OrJonlKidze show tunas with NOdtIn, breaking ^ 
spell NOdtin said 
“Alay we go on with our work?" 

Orkmlkldie nodded. 

"Slationsr NOtlUn commanded. 


SI 

I Jumped (kmn from the plalforra and went towards the 
Commissar with the hitenthMi oi apologizing He saw me 
and came forward to meel me with his oana outstretched, 
smiling 

"U'e haven't met for a long time," he said. “Alusl be 
about twelve years." 

"Comrade Commissar, escuse me please," I muttered. 
"Forget my’ rudeness, I beg joo." 

“No, I shan’t!" bo said, a smite lurking In his mous- 
tache. "Never! 11 that a the way people meet me, 
Ihen . then that means you have disdpllno and good 
order here. Eh?" 



Unexp«tedly, he took my arm and walked down the 
shop with me. 

“Well, does it fit up?’* 

It was odd to hear him use our professional Idiom. In 
^ couldn’t help Riving' him the “thumbs up" sign. 
’To a T; Comrade Ser^,” I said. 

The “Comrade Sergo” came out quite naturally with 


“Does the head fit close?" 

Again he astonished me. How did he know the very 
things that worried ma roost? Strolling about with me, he 
silted me several more questions, which showed that be 
knew all about our engine and the people who were work- 
ing on It down to the minutest details Then he asked 
“And what do those past maslers say?” be then 
uked, polrrting to the two engineers who bad come down 
Iram Moscow, and responding to ray smile with one that 
gave me to understand he knew all about the way I had 


wangled them out 

'Their spirits have risen ioday,” I said “They’re not 
wking to go home any more.” 

‘‘It doesn't matter (f they do grumble a bIL well, go 
on with your work. Comrade BereihJcDV When do you 
propose starting her up?” r ,t.t i » 

“In about an hour and a half or (wo houi^ I thl^ 
“Good- I’ll try and keep out of >wir way tllMnen 
“Comrade Sergo, you’re not In the way , 

That's all ri^L If >’ou don't mind, Ihouch. > dll^ 
have a word with Comrade— what a hla namc?-lbc oom- 

“ Or1S.MdKS"li cap. watched the 
a wUtSlh« Reckoned to NlldUn and walked down Ih. 
shop with him. 


of OrJ(^kldic5 jnsjead of first coing to see the 

dll^J X P?ivalo office, to CO slmlfSt to Ihe produc- 



Uon slwpj or Ibc buiIdinR silt He liked to slip his im 
tnrou^ that of some tngijMer, or foreman, or u-orker (the 
wav he did uiih mt) and stroll up and down for half 
an t^r or so chatting and EetUng. If I may say so, firat- 
^and informati'-n on enerj'thlnp he was Interested In ts 
Heoples Corunissar of Heavy Industiy. Middle-aped and 
corpalent tbouch he was, be cUmbed to the topmost pUt 
orms of bla't furnaces, uent down Into foundatkn pits, 
tunnels, and walked the Icnpth and 
readth of the uorks, looldno Into every little comer re- 
^ lu ® ^ distance, lime 3 the day or nlpht, or tbc 
^d e\er>-tt-bere he UDccd with people, talked 
j .u. lutened, quesUoned, and probed, trying 
to thlnpa out for himself 

nn , ^“tlUn, Sergo left the shop. We went 

engine. At dawn, with the first RUm- 
w ^ day brisfatenlng the windows and the skybpfat the 

last nut was saeaed tight 

remained was to press doum the stirtff 
to do that m>-Mlf. and I had *1- 
“d looked round at my comrades, ah® 

^ Nedolya turned towards me. 

Well, would she go or not? Would she give at least cue 
KnSu nmain dead? Scarcely bad th^ 

throagti my mind u-hen suddenly 0* 
■aiul^ ^ slMr\o6 building up at coa 

am-lhiim^^^ velvety sound. I had never beard 

3 rii IL ^ «tock-stilL listening. A ba^ came 

WST^ I MW OUC^ 


-mi ■ p)ec 

anjihing n 
We aU 1 

snouWer With a siirt I saw OrioalkWi* 
SaSg SSuiil ^ greatcoat was damp— It 
Sevcrtl^inH^^ holding his cap In bis ha^ 

thick and ^ bUck hair, which w*» *tfil 

was uet with rafn.^. . 

«Id. leading ^ ^ 

“Comrad? "V*’ 

vebety sowkU" ^ 


• 'is luy ear. 

cried emltantly, "d'yoo hear 


that 



Sergo suddenly burst out lauglung 
'Velvety? \Vby, she’s roaring Ilte q hundred devilsl" 
‘TTiat’s only one block, Comrade Sergo,” Nfldtin put 
“There'll be a thousand devilsl” 

Sergo was still laughing 

“Velvetyl” he repeated That’s a creator of engfnes 
for you!” 


In those days Sergo was engrossed tn the problem of 
production culture In the shop He liked the way the ma- 
chine-tools and other worktiig places were kept In our 
*octjon of the shop, and was Interested in every little de- 
bilh right down to the design of the iiidtvldual Idckcts 
which we had Introduced The word “interested, however, 
hardly fils in with Sergo’s character A much “■ 

presslon Is needed here. He took wer^dWng he did so 
niuch to heart that when be beard about th^ lockers 
wanted to go and see them at on». but after glancujg 

“How's your work going? Is there any way I can help 
>ou to gel the engine made quicker?” 

"We^e running ourselves off our 
I need at least thrro or four more 
, I gave him a frank and detailed account of the 

. s..d, -wb.J a l-d 

persoonel Is having tryiii to to 

fulfil the state plan, and we can ^dly exp^^ uj 
spare much attention for our W 

"Can’t you?” Orjonnddio Inlermpted doubtfuJJy 
“Well, we do demand ir" 

somettmes, but tbev almply oan t '>^'>°**^,7tSi5rto e 
I mentioned my fevourtle compel^ of ^ fdt 
wood-borer that ale Its w.y ‘5™,**', He s^d 
that Orlonikidze did not particularly like It. rte wu 
to^ddenly asked. “How do you get on with 

Nikitin?” , , n 

“Splendldlyl He’s my mainstay. 



“Will >ou call him," SerKo Mid, ffflUnjr up I d 
U) like a ■ftalk '^lih him through all tbcae channels Itai 
ha\e gnawed throoch here." . 

I thought he sounded anno>ed. There was even a note 
ol suppressed anger in hla \t)ice. 

‘'Comrade Serj^, I didn’t mean, " 

But his anger, ob’.iouslv, was not directed against me- 
He did not let me finish the sentence. j h 

“Creator of engines!” be said with a smile- I dom 
thlnX anyone else could have done the wood-boring 
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At about ten o'clock hi the evening Andrd Nikitin and 
1 were called out to a conference In &lonIkid*e’s rallwaV 
carriage. Kushchln the director was kind enough to send 
a car for ut. Valya got Into It locelber vrllh roe. 

“I'll come part of the way with you," she said. "HI wan 
at the statical and base a walk uoill the conference I* 
mer" 

The conference was Ukcly (o end lale, but 1 did not if' 
gne the point Valya had this hi common with me, that 
she was impaUent and I knew It would be hard for her to 
all at home all by herself at sucb on hour 

About fen minutes before the appoInlaJ lime Andrei and 
I entered the CommlsLur's corrlege. We were shown Into ■ 
large comfortably tumlsbed saloon. OrlonllddM wa* 
dressed In a linen Jacket mwl linen trousers. A breese flut- 
tered the corUlns on the open windoara. 

When we came In, Sergo was speaking on the tele- 

te . He fflotlcmcd to ua lo sit down, whDe be went oo 
g. It soon became apparent that he bad Moscow on 
the Ibic. He wanted to know whelhW the first blast lur- 
lUca at the Kuznetsk Works bad been blown tn. yet The 
answers wtse apparently somewhat vagno and did not 
satisfy him. 

‘Tlnd out more dcllnltdy and ring me up," be said, and 
pul the recel\*er doan. 

Tbcn he tamed to us and saM w ith engaglnR frankness; 



r somelli^ envy >ou cnmneers, I really do What can 
w more thrilling than blowing In a new furnace or start- 
a new englner 

what about making a revolution Comrach* 
Andrei said, ••Isn't that thrilUnp?" 

I threw In: 


And Isn’t It thrilling to give the world a shake up and 
change it all?" 

.. ^Ro leaned towards me and raised his hand to bis 
ifilcK moustache as though he were going to whisper 
Into my ear, and said 

. petween you and me. Comrade Berezhkov. I don't 
^ ’Should exchange professions with you ’’ 

There was a knock at the door Heavyweight Kushchin, 
director of the Volga works, came In freshly shaved and 
sp™ce in a new suit and shJny boots 
Several other men whom OrJonlkJdre bad Invited to the 
conference came in The clock on the salocaj wall beg;M 
*0 strike ten. On the last stroke, to ray astonishment, No- 
vitsky appeared in the doorway In &I 3 Invariable high* 
boots and military-looking lunk girdled with a broad 
belt 

“Novitsky,” he Introduced himself **1 have come at your 
request. Comrade Commissar " 

“Ah, Lord Custodian of the Stale Plan,” Orjonikldze 
Mid, "You’re punctual” 

“I Dew over. Comrade Commissar ” 

"Lord Custodian of the Stale Plan,” Orjonlkldze re- 
peated. "A plan bound In lealber and gold. But talented 
busybodles upset people’s plans and dmi’t let you live In 
peace, drat them.” 

Olr^usly Orjonlkldie was well aware of what had 
happened at the Institute. 

Novitsky did not bat an ej'elld. He stood at aheatlon 
aud said. 

“Comrade Commissar, allow me here. In the presence 
of Comrade Berezhkov, to declare that I fully admit my 
mistake. There was a moment, or rather a period, when 
I did Dot appreciate the significance of the engine which 
he bad hivtnttd- Now the whole losUtute wlU bwdde to 


499 



Ibo tasJi ol creallnR lie ar*l_hlEh-|)owcrcd Soviet coglno 
In Ihf jhortcat possible lime ** 

"You speak like a book." OrJoniUdie Wio- 
‘i mean it slitctrely" . 

"Well, If a fault is openty con/csied, ooe 
malice from ooo’i heart Make It up, comrade*. 

Novitsky tumcO to me, 

"I was uronc Iku-ezhJcov Delkvc me, that Un t an 
easy tbinij to MV " 

I uos tooclved 

■'Comrade NoylUky." I said, "nol a uord niorcJ'’ 

He Cove me hi* hand 

"From rto\k on ue'ro cotnjj to Bcbl together (or jtmr 
enome.” he Hid 

‘^Pcace U rtalored, then," Hid OrJoniJddic. He paused, 
then k»ked closely at Novitsky "Dul uxm't Ibcfe con» > 
day, perhaps, when the repeoUol tXKiKrraUve will fu- 
riously defend (hli engine against (Is own resUes* design- 
er? Won’t that tiresome Dercihkov lurn round one day 
and MV, ‘Comrade Novitsky this Is r>o good any more. H’* 
obsolete, It oil ftaats ebangtog"’ He lumcd his 
black e>'eJ npon njc. and added, "I hope >x»o'JJ betJw ™ 
lo say that when the lime come*, Coi^de Dejtthkov. 
After that he operied the conference. 

"Let us put our beads together, comrades, and see if u c 
can’t Ret this enj^e out qukker I can’t tell j-oo bow 
baxU>’ %t need iL 'Hh forelgDera have sold us an aircraft 
engine, but they've got soi&^lng betler up their sleCNc. 
U It comes to anjUung. they’ll b«l ua hollow with that 
engine of ibdrs. And we don’t want to be beatem Judging 
by his deeds, ihotigh, Comrade Kuabdiln would aeern — 
"Ccannde Sergo,” Kusbdiin pleaded "If* not as If 1 
am agiinst Itr 

"Td Uk* lo see the crank wbo’d say outright he ia at 
this time of day No, these people sing a dlffercnl tunc 
new It’s — can't ve go ^tlerf Can’t we postpone It? 
People who take this attitude are really opposing the Bol- 
shevik Icnroo, and this amoonta lo lending support to the 
eoemlea of sodalUm, the eiManle* of oor couniry. who 
figure oo finding os weak at the critical boor ” 



made In a hard uncompromUfni? tone, 
ilicn Orionlkldzc turned lo me, saylnp 
WJH you pIea5Q tell us whal you need " 

I mentioned all our rcqulrcnicnts and wound up by aak- 
tnff for our (earn to be rclnlorced by several more efficient 
^■orkers. 

Novltsity supported me 

Comrade Berezhkov the men he needa from 
me institute. Wc’lI moblHze all our forces. May I ask you. 
i^toade Commissar, lo lei me come down here myself 
with another team from the Institute to help Comrade 
rezhkov win victory tn the shortest possible time.” 

“What do you think of that. Comrade NlJdtln?" Or- 
jonikldzc asked. 

Andrcf answered briefly that he agreed with my propos- 
al. After that Kuibcbln declared that he had no objection 
ogalnst my team being reinforced. 

OrjonUUdzo's eyes neiroved. and I thought f caught a 
8ly twJnkJeln them. 

“Ob, so we're all of one mlndl But I Intend to do fust 
the opposite, comrades. We'It have to cut Berezhkovas 
team down a bit and take somebody away from him ’’ 
“From me? That's Impossible!" 

“Only one man. I'm going to ask you for Comrade Nf- 
kltln. WhsVs wrong In navlng him here for a bit as as- 
sistant dir^or of 3>e works? He’ll be a help to Kushchia 
What do you say, Kushchln? You Ihtnk he’/I take bla own 
line? You may be sure he wtill He won’t treat a Soviet 
engine as If It were an unwanted foundling He'll put a 
to the ahocktng state of affairs under which Berezh- 
kov's tt-wm Is obliged to get the parts for Its en^ne made 
in a hole-and-corner way What do you say, Kushchin? 
Have you any obJeclJoD to such an assistant?” 

"No" 

'Then why so gloomy? ‘No* That’s not the way to 
speak about a thing that has such terrific importance for 
the Party, for the firriet stale. How there Is an engfneer 
I aaw at the Stalingrad Tractor Works, the manager of 
the machine sbopThat man has amazing reserves of 

SDi 



t^iero' NolhtDR u Iinpo4»lbIe lo him. You want IbU ^e? 
We’ll do II' In such and sud» a time? Wo’ll do iU Dllrai- 
Iks? We'll overcome UkudI And be docs, be peU uilnffi 
done! We could do uilU more engineers and 
\{\jt him Do ^-QU accept my offer, Comrade NWlloi’ 
Will \cra tal^e on the lob? will you put through oiir 

“01 cDune be wilir 1 bural out, onnbtc to contain my- 
self ,, 

A smile flitted m the comera of Senjo'a large moutn, 
and hli eycj twinkled. The dimple In nia chin suddenly 
deepened 

“I was afraid Comrade Bereihkos’ really wouldn't let 
me have a single man from hU team." he said slyly* “But 
since the enpine’s designer ghea us bis blessing , •” 
He glanced at NikJtlm 


“I’ll take It 00 . Comrade Sergo," NDdlln said. 

“YoqTI have jTmr brother lo compele with, jw know. 
His eiglue la coming on, too " 


“Did you see it?" 1 asked eagerly 
"Yes, Tve been there Just now j-ou’ro half a bead In 
the lead, but If j-ou're not careful bell beat you.” 

Sergo's thoughts went off at a tangent and be let the 
proceedings drill 

“I compare j-oa two daslgnera — Berezhkov' and P^ntr 
Nikitin. What a difference! O^e Is a flame, a flash, a man 
of sudden lasplratkm. the other melbodlcalness. a.'ork at 
steady pressure, foresight What dlffcrait talenUI But for 
all their difference, both are Bolsh^ika in engtneering 
And It (s dtfflcult lo say w-hlch Is the better " 

Ustenhig to him. I looked forward to the moment arhen 
I would r«meit to Val>*a everything ho had said. Talent 
A Bolsberfk In engtnecring My face must have belrai'ed 
me — It mJgbt even have (mno pink with pleasure — be- 
cause Sergo saw to It that I did not get too high on opin- 
ion of myseU. 


“I must say. though, Cconrade Berezhkov, that Piistr 
Nikitin la better at h^dllng nwi He has made an excel- 
lent worker out of Luldn. for Instance." 
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Lukin?" 1 mu((orc<f lamely 

J'f* of a mild, blond. 

I W J.„w tlwlfincf o/ Uic AD\7. wilb wliora 

LS ^ ray ^wUng with 

riAnj^ Irritated rac — I liwughl him so mad- 

>Iow ond apaUiclIc. When I became bead 
fhA T^^'; ^ lost pat/cnce with him and took 

Growings away from him and did them myself And 
Kir«.' 'u\ Pyotr KfIklUn’s team, be had prov^ 

rJi I, , . ^ worker, probably a splendid one If 

^jonlkldzo spoKc so highly of hha I'd have to fell 
Vaiva about that, too 

Aleanwhfle Orjonifddte was saying to Novitsky 
As j-ou see, there'll be no need to reinlorce Bereihko'da 
team," 

Nevertheless, Comrade Commissar, I beheve J ought 
® personal part in the work here, on the spot ” 

If you’re so anytous to be doing somethlrg? for Berexh' 
j^a en^ne, I daresay wo can ted some other serious Job 

OrjonUddie crowned my triumph by spealdng about a 
plant that would probably have to be buJJt for roami/sc- 
turlng the D-3J. 

“Would you like to build that plant?" be asked No 
Wtsky 

“I’d consider It as my bounden duly and an honour ” 
"Good, f'll remember that I have a good memory " 

The confemice then went on with 11s bnslneas- Sergo 
discussed with us and aettfed several organfaatlonal and 
technical questions. Towards midnight Moscow rang him 
Qp FUa open face with prominent features— the face of a 
man already close upon fifty — reflected the workings of 
Ms mind with a youtnlul spontaneity 

"That means I'll be on my way when they blow it In? 
Send me an urgent wire down the line. What? That’s all 
right, r don’t mtad being woken up - 
He laughed In response to some remark we coold not 

nw^^to be woken upl It’s no trifle— the first blast 
furnace In Kumetsld" 
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He put the receh-er down and aald 
“Do ixm remember all that gossip abroad about Mag- 
nilogorst and Kumelsk? They predicted that we'd only 
make ourseKes look silly And wbo’s hx4dag silly dow?" 


AftCT the conference Orjonlkldie threw hla greatcoat 
f M and tienl out of the caniage with os. 

^ j shining The lodges of the railway 

f^arda, the cars on the side tracks, and the curb-stones at 
uie crossin^^ cast sharp shadows npon the ground. The 
j^p* outside the station bujidlog lighted up the platfonn. 

a crowd there, waiting Tor the Aloscow train, 
which was shortly due In. 

But where waa Valya? I looked up and down the sJd- 
A?r^ I! towards the station. 

A aew waa walking down a long train of freight-cars 

NsS ft d>eck-up I stopped, 

u' ^ • fiffure In a ftiilJIar 0^ 

''•ba be doing htrri 

“iSt '’“iowd to me. 

ioanuL md 2i covered the 

"viiteiUy ’S 

poured off the reoirirftrf.™^ because he 

second wltbout^pUHnor*?^'” of oil In the fraction of a 
no notice Sh,. Sfa *J™P P*veL He took 

had come up with hu°^ Riance at Sergo, who 

br^ ^ "“d exposed to the fresh night 

ta calculated and precise," Orjonl- 



Tve been watching him for some time, Comrade 

iS’onMlook^'mund, showing a round pleasant 
with a curly b^rd. Short and lean, he ran a qmw 
eye over us. The light of hJs lantern played on bergo s 

"May I go on. Comrade Commissar? ' he said. 

"You work splendidly, comrade. It’s a pleasure to oo*, 

**‘T^^tildn't let me work Ukc this befo^aald I was 
breaking the rules But now they trust me. 

•'BreAhig the rules, eh?" sold with • note ol 

interest "\\^t rules are they?" , ^ ^ „r, Hmp to 

"I’m sorry. Comrade OrionDd^e, I have no time to 
taUeJust now ^lust finlab thl^job 
"do ihead, finish your Job Aw^nnrHfttp fob 

The oUer passed on to vbich be 

lowing Id his wake snd admire the uith which 

worked After a wbHe be s^ to have 

**Would you take a UtUe ridejai^ “^.1 fiS tr^ « 
a talk with you. You can go back by the first train we 

meet" 

s smile, "Perhaps th^l red^^orm 

Orjonllddze saw the , yjj, with Valya and 

Srhtmseh up to at- 

Moscow-bound fawln I. due to In twenty_mtautes. 

Comrade CiminlMar 'to xc you about 


does he do his „ handles trains fast," the 

ateUon-masler . ^u,r gel e wash first 

sar’s requ«t “Bui ba^J^he ^ 

Comrade Conuul^. 
everything dirty to your car there. 
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Th«t'» oil rijlit He con wash In my car He can 
fir hS."°“’ ^ toll >on' clotbea 

tw ''■'I'*- ""il. eccompanled 

ES' 3 

cDWd her abouljen with one aid oj my laSeL 

EtS *' »'»»' 

ntherXm gleMlng eye. The train had not 

?Lt^rV?K^r^ "eW'il a>m«gea sailed 

nlzed the curtain I tmmedlalely recoe- 

hrSell^^^n^ I '■,•■1 ““ tottering 1^ 

closed. Two shadn^™! Ndw the window waa 

iSd tto cirtsln. 

os-er towarS U, was leaning 

*iihr5S?a^SS-r ‘^ *‘»W^ 

opS'skJ^'n We 5l«d under Uie buibed 

dtA«p'^rS!^^di^r^i?f^°° *° 'Which the train bad 

^SuSS«^Ww-w«h 

-h™ j ilWeience to Novtlaiy - liafj 
thaT^??^ ^ Cdom^thanl^ini don’t tnist 

EUhering ipTlc^ ■taral*^*' *allied on under the 


•b5tSS‘',hilSilS?af I*”? ’’• 'I'^lcpdicnt tool 

1932, when the ,>? U« earlTwlnter ol 

•^Pped to Moscow for Ih ^ engine wts 

Iwievenlj.fr^hours.Thti^f^^'^ contlnooaah 
tUndird. ^^ **^ *•* tlio new Increased oifkJel 



I'd like to describe one nlgbt to >-ou, my friend— the 
last nlglit of the 0-31*3 official test 
I spent tliat night at home. Before that I hadn’t slept 
for over two days and nights running I Just couldn’t 
tear nmclf away from the block-testing stand and sat 
around or prowled about doing nothmg, because the 
designer Is not allowed to meddle with things during the 
official test 


The D-31 had already eiceeded the old cherished target 
of fifty-hours' continuous performance testing But there 
was a new limit now — seventy-fl?e hoursi My engine had 
another twenty-five hours to go After fifty-nine hours’ 
teat running, Rodionov arrivecL Seeing me well nigh 
deafened by the din, with a face that stunned and 

wooden through lack of sleep, he Immediately had me 
bundled into a car and packed off home to get some sleep 
I remember, it was nine or ten o’d(xk In the evening 
I was given a bot bath, and a meaJ, and then put to bed, 
but I couldn’t fall asleep Valya sat by my b^Ide and 
we talked softly The Uttle ventilation window was open- 
Through all the noises of Moscow—the dang of the 
tramcars, the booting and throbbing of motor cars, the 
sound of footsteps under the window, now quick wung 
ones, now shuffling old ones, unintelligible snatches w 
conversation, sometimes an ciclamatlon, laughter- 
through all these sounds I could distinguish the far-away 
rrote of ray engine. 

"D’you hear that, Valya? They're jawing ber " 


She smiled. 

"That’s Masha fiddling about with the primus-stove 
Go to sleep ’’ , , 

“No, it’s not the primus. You just listen It s humming 


like a silk thread ” 

She humoured me as one would a ctuld 

"Yes, so It Is. Now go to sleep" 

I don't suppose ajiytxsdy else have been able to 

detect ItMt sound tknsagb the cJiUiiom. oj too cJt^lbst 
a^t tbresd of sound-fni sorry, I cent think oj any 


other word for IL The cnjflnc h«d stood up to the forclnjl 
raacnJUi^ll) ■'‘ow UKry’d knocked oB a hundred rcy^ 
She uas ninninc flrK, splendiUK The itrlnff, uhicn i 
alone could licar, wa« v)bratin(( bicadily In Moscow s air 
And then 1 lell asleep It was a deep dreaintcM 
from udilcli I suddenly awoke with a start 1 jumped out 
of bed In (he darioesa. For a moment I couldn’t under- 
stand uimt had happcr>«L A \a(^e fcelintr of disaster 
oppressed me The \enlilallon window was still open. I 
cmild hear RraUnfj soundi outside, where the Janitor wits 
cleanne the srww off the pavements with a scraper or a 
aho\-el A tram rattled past Aha, day was breaking al- 
ready Moscow was waking up But what had happened? 
There was somethtng wrong \Vby did I have that ache 
at the heart? My God, the cnglnef 
1 rushed up to tire window Yesterday rwlbing. not 
even the hiss of the prlmus-slov'e. had pmTnted roe 
Irotn catching the distant sound of the engine, that only 
wave to wbl^ I was tuned with ner> fibre of my being, 
and now, at tbLa quiet morning hour, m> car could n» 
longer catch that note. It couldn’t be! I strained nw car* 
■gain I pul mv bead out ol the little window But 1 ward 
nothing The (Ju-ead of sound was tom. The engine was 
Blient It was Where wraa my watch? It was toe sixty- 
seventh hour of the text. That meant Iho engine was 
ei|^ hours short 

I don’t remember bow I dressed, ran out of the Iwusft 
caught a taxi— or majbo Just a passing car — and rushed 
ofl to the works where the lest was being made. All 
around lay fresh srww that bad fallen ovemighL It was 
a very catni windless morning In the dim llgnt of dawn 
one could see the smoke rising in pillars from the chhn- 
neys Into Ibe paling sky where two or three stars still 
Unctred 

windless. Well, I’ll be damned! There had been a 
wind )-esterday And Valya had said— It suddenly came 
back to me whh amnlng clarity— she had said “Cover 
youTWu up, the wind's blowing slralghl into the 
*dxMow‘* Yes, there had been a wlr>d blow^g in our 
direction. That meant 



I Rave the chauffeur’s knee a whack, and wiled 
Stop!'' 

He looked at me In surprise. 

0 minute,” he said, “we’re crossing the square " 
Stopl” I shouted 

put the brakes on. I opened the door and jumped 
at Krosntyc Vorota, which was several 
mflM closer to the lesUnR place than my ventilation 
window was I stood out there right In the way of the 
traffic like a wooden post There It was! I caught It 
again— that filmsiest thread of sound — In the calm morn- 
ing atr The engme was alive, throbbing I heard nothing 
else. 

I was brought to my senses by a rallitlaraan's whistle 
He had come right up and was whistling almost In my 
^r I started apolo^tlng I must have wearing the 
silliest of happy sraJles Just then, because the oiUltlaman 
shook his lieacl and grinned too He wanted to pilot rae 
to the safety of the pavement, but I stepped over there 
m^If 

TOe sustained distant note of the en^e rang In my 
cars — or rather In all ray body, and echoed deep within 
my soul I strode towards Lefortovo That Is the eastern 
part of Moscow And all of a sudden, somewhere In 
Basraannaya, I saw straight In front of me the sun— a 
great flaming orb just rising above the skyline. Alone In 
iho street at that early hour, I stretched my arms out 
tow’ards It 

Six hours later the ofBdaJ test was over The govern- 
ment coram^slon approved the D-3I Om country at last 
had Its own powerful aircraft engine, the most powerful 
engine In the world 
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I want to tell you about another meeting I had with 
OrJonUddie. It was after Uic tragic death of Rodiooov In 
that shocking fllr disaster 

It was the autumn of 1935 The working day at Ibe 
Alraaft Engine fnstilute, where I was sUU Head De* 



tlgner, wm drawlog to a cloic, when a audden coll came 
Ih^Cb from the secretariat of the F*eople’s Coraraisaar 
of Heaw Industry Orjonfkldie wished to see me urjjently. 
UTitle t« car was rushing me down to Noj^ Sauare, I 
looked through the window down wbkh the rain was 
pouring, trvlng to guess what the Commissar wanted to 
see me about Probably the D-31, 1 declded- 
A vast Dtrw plant had been erected for the building of 
that engine. Novitsky had been pul In charge of the con- 
struction work — or. as they say, had been switched ovtt 
to a new lob. and, to do him ]usUce, had made such escel- 
lent use there of his organising abflflles that he was sub- 
eeo^ueiitty appointed director ol the plant 
Well then. 1933 went by, then 193^. and 1935. the 
factory wai working, produdng the pow^ul Soviet air- 
craft engine of mj aesign, while I seemed to havt nothing 
to do utlh It all I was never Invited down or called In At 
our Institute, which had grown beyond r-^cognilioo and 
now had an excellent exp^tmeotal plant of its own, I sUH 
manai^ among the general pr«ss c4 bosloesa, to find 
time for the D-ol, which 1 occasktoally imesllgated and 
siudled—In the form In which It now came off the bdt 
year by year 

Yea, the cn^ne was being turned oul. lumcd out exact- 
ly according to the sample wo had once submitted for 
government lest At first f was glad, then anxious, then. 

But 1 will not describe wbal I fell about It I’ll give you 
the bare facts The trouble was Uiaf practically no refine- 
ments uere being carried oul on the engine. She was not 
lapiovlng her power ootpuL And englneerlnghas ruthless 
Today your engine may be the most advanced and 
powerful In the norld, and tn b year or twx>. If you have 
not been able to raise lU perfonnancev It will Inevitably 
becooie out-of-date, he squeexed oul by world compelttloiL 
This handicapped the dnrelopment of Ladoshnikov’s new 
large hlgh-*p^ aircraft, which was powered by our 
engine. 

I examined the samples of the D-31 which we received 
at the Institute with growing alarm. They were alien 


4/# 


**’'= w'gino' D^l on which, not so long 

Md been woriing with such enthusiasm 

urr^-^’ ^ Y**' ^ describe my attempts to Interfere in Uio 
r!^' and (be various proposals I sent down 
Novitsky coldly shouldered me off 
1 m r^ponslble to the goveninieut,” he sold, “and not 
to you You needn't worry about the works It's none of 
yotm business " 

None of my business? Bui the cnjjlne’s mine, Isn't If^” 
roars? Pardon me, but we have no private property in 
enrfnes " t' k- r 

And so, as I aald, the years passed without the works 
pving the country refined D-3I engines of unproved per- 
formance. 


What was to be done? I often thought of Rodionov— 
jirafght tn everything— In word, and deed, and even In 
his appearance. You know what he meant to me 
The works that was producing the D-31 engloes had 
been named after Rodionov, but I couldn’t go to him any 


more. 

My old friend Andrei NUdUn was far away— at the 
Volga works He Is still there. Sometimes I thought I 
ought to go direct to Orjonlkldie. 

And now he had sent for me himself 
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How It had come about I learned afterwards. It appear* 
that Orjonlkldze had called a conference of the leading 
worker* of the Rodionov Works 1 knew nothing about 
this conference. What happened In the Commissar’s 
private office was this. Sergo pul the question point-blank. 

Isn’t the works giving Improved perfonmmeo en- 
gines? Why Is the I>*3I groduaify becoming obsolete?” 
And he lent an attentive ear fo tfw eipJanalions. going Inlo 
tlio minutest details, and trying, wHh his usual thorough- 
ness, to get to the heart of tire matter. Naturally, all 
kinds of orplanatloni were foriftcomlng The IcsUng 
laboratories at the wnarks were safd to be Inadequate, 
greater -precision In t/w machining of Important paris was 


stt 


n«c95J3rv. some erf Uie shops needed 
blamed Ihe cwutrudJon ItseU. »hldj Ihcj’ said did 
lend Ifvlf to refinemenli and broke doum ol oocn alicnjp^ 
to liicrcoM: the po*Tr output 
SciTTO as I »os told, asked at this p^aL 
"D) the uay, ubere Is the desltjner?” 

The umrks* dircetof — our old friend Novitsky — an* 
a*ered that the enmne ^as the result of joint effort, that 
the real deslcner erf it was the collective body — Ibc of^ 
time stoff of the ADVI and now the dcslffd office at the 
»orio 

"But I remember meellnu the flulhor of the dcslffn 
Bereihkov,” said OrJonfkJdie “Why isn't he at this meet* 
Inp^” 

Novitsky explained that Bcreihlov was not vorkJnji at 
the uofks but at the ADVI in Moscow OrJonlUdio then 
ordered mo to be unt for at once. 

As soon as 1 arrived, 1 was ushwed into Ibo Commi*' 
oar’s offtce without a roocienrs delay Novitsky was 
speaking when I come in. He w'as dllng fljjurts from a 
notebook he had In his hand. Nest to him sat Podralsky, 
his assistant, holdini; In readiness like a trus^ sword a 
fat file filled with documents and reports. Evei^Lhlnj? 
about that plump (jenlleaian had an air of prosperity—hts 
suit, his velvety grey moustache, his pink bland face. "Tho 
proverbial bad’pennyl" I thougliL “As unsinkable os Ute 
amphibian go-devll " Podralsky Mve me a friendly nod 
Novitsky Imperiurbibl) continued hU speech, but OrJonI* 
kldie incrflooed him to stop 

The Commissar sbi^ hands wHb me and asked stern!)" 

“Comrade Berezhkov . who Is the aeator of the I>*31 
engine?" 

The uneipeded severity of bis tone astonished me. I 
answered, as 1 always have done, without hesitation 

“The creator of the engine Is the collective body that 
inide IL" 

“But who b the author? Tlie author of ibc design, tbe 
ram responsible for It? You’ro not ahlrklng that responsi- 
bility 1 hope?” 

"No, Comrade Orjoaflddie.’* 



Pow^o^Tpll?'' ““ ».r 

pri'rl^" “ haodBng m maifer 

"A^eanljig?" 

Comrade OrjonJkldie, that there has 

S. P®,”'’' ‘" ”>**''■ «' “ftp’s "S”'- 

t worics has had Ihree different head desiffners 

nn Everyone does what he likes TTiere Is 

and directing will, no Imaglnatlv'e 

««T^j that didn’t worry you In the least?” 

Jt did " 


. didn’t you, the designer, fight for jour en- 

gine s development? why did you let people mess about 
with It and ruin iU future?” 

Orjondd^^ guile a lot to the works about it. Comrade 


T^l s no excuse Why didn't you come and tell me 
owuf it? Who could atop you when It was a matter of 
iue and death to )X)ur creation? Who’s going to take care 
Of your brain-child, watch Hs every step in IJle, If yxm. Its 
creator, keep slJent?” 

f had notlilng to say fn ray defence. Sergo utnt on In 
a milder tone 

“Tell me, Comrade BcreihKov, could )x>u refine the 
endne?” 

‘ 1 could I'm absolutely convinced that 11 1 could design 
that engine I could also refine IL" 

"Would j’ou undertake the Job?” 

"Gladly.’^' 

Sergo looked at Novitsky , . „ , 

"I just can't understano. Comrade Novitsky, why jou 

didn’t make use of Comrade Bereihkov ” 

The web of sclerotic veins on Novitsky s face stood out 
redly Tlie bags under bis cj-cs swelled fie answered 
firmly „ 

“1 had my reasons. Comrade Coromlviar. 

"W^t were Ihcj?” ... u .uu . 

"I want the perinnel at my works to bo a healthy team 


The people gathered round It ftwe silent IjdosbnfVcrF 
Uid 

"Let* go to iOtiT place. We'll LiU( about It * 
glass of lea ” , , . , 

At the Bercihko\s' flat LjjJo*hnil>oV walked stralBhi 
into the host’s stud) and ran his eje* over the booken*^ 
“1 MU a book b«e somewhere called AitUts oft 
“Yes, 1 nnut ha\e It somewhere,"’ OercihlcDV saM. 1 
remember bujmg It,*' 

"DM )ou reM It?" 

"Wh}, ot course'” be answered ultlwat batting an 0<* 
Alter a Joint search the book wa* found. LadoshnlWov 
opened It at the 'Thoughts on Art” by Ibo famous 
sculptor Rodin. He marked off seveml passage* and band- 
ed it to BtrtihkiA* The latter had to swallow a bitter 
piU The reader, 1 hope, will excuse roc If I dte here tb® 
paasagea from Rodin marked oil by Ladoshnlkov. Here 
tliw ire. 

•^By Kcie Ineapllcablo and fatal law the pefsoc 
fau a portrait of himself made thwarts the talent of Uu 
artiil he has himself selected by e\‘efy meins In his 
power 

“A person ^ery rarely sees himself as he is, and even 
li be does, be is impleasinlly surprised when lha artist 
lillhluUy comej-s his llieneas. 

“He wants to be presented fn the chiracterlcis and 
banal appearance of an ofOcJal or fashionable doU His 
persocalUy must be completely submerged In his post of 
hi* position In society The prosecutor Is Interest^ only 
In his toga, the general In nls Qofd-trimmed unKonn, 
“The more pompous a portriit or a bust Is *nd the 
more It resembles a lifeless wooden dolL the nwre will 
the clknt like IL” 

"If 1 wtre jw rd never show myself In the eihJbitlon 
rooms so long as tbatportraJl of \our* is hanging there,” 
was Laio*hnDtov*s advice. 

The outcome of this conversation (In which the two 
"prim maids"— BerezhlOT’s wife and daughter — also 
lock part) waa that BereshkiTT procnlsed bis friend never 
to act as Judge of hi* own portralta 


S/S 



Ladoahnikov agreed to read the manuscript I visited 
him again a few days later He bad gone throurt the 
novel 

His first comment was 

**Amailng thlnra happen In your line, too, It seems.* 

He answered the mule question pictured on ray face 
with the explanation. 

“Berezhkov’s Imagination plus your Imagination, and 
S3 a result " 

I caught the tone of approval In his voice, and broke 
In 

“Two minuses make a plus?” 

"Some minuses sUJI remain, Ihough. But I don’t think 
you can do anything about It They are In the nature of 
your hero Those brain-waves of his are described much 
too glowingly But then I can’t pretend to give advice to 
a writer ” 

“Would you have described all these questions of crei' 
tive designing Terentiy then?” 

“I? I certainly would. Every on© of oar deslgnera 
would have described It In his own way But thra tt 
would be a different book." 



all pulling logelber ISe been MTJfking ttith Bereibkov 
for a long IJrae and I knou his slyle. He’s undisciplined, 
oltcn behaves like an Indhiduallst and an anarchist, and 
Is capable of demoralUlng the best team of men. The 
wl^t thing Is to do without his services." 

"Wisest? >ou mean the easiest, the least troublesome?" 
Sergo said, an angry flush nJounUng his ^ceks. He 
pushed his chair baca noisily, stood up, flung down his 
pencil, whkh rolled on to the Boor, and added, breathing 
heavily, “I can Imagine how Berezhkov uxiuld have fell 
working under such a manager " 

The rrrost ezpresihe fealme in Sergo’s face »Tfe his 
tyes 1 ne\-er really understood that bookish eipressloo 
*mis eyes Bashed lightning" until I saw Sergo pa^ng his 
room In a temper i,blch he barely managed to keep under 
control 

. “WeJL ho uid «1 luit, -Id us sum up Wo 

rt, ^ '"y aerlous and most Inslruriivo 

His glaria fell upon me. “Comrade Bereihtov has 
trtVCTlM and designed an engine and seen It through. 

Is— who Is the master, Iba parent of 
that w? You. Comrade Bcrtxhkov, are Its parent Yet 
* to fight for }TMjr child for y-ou. Dcai’t you think it 
u-Duld only he right if we gave the eoglne your name? 

It not the D-3I bnt the “AJeaef Bereih- 
1^1 ^0,“^ ®"y doubts then as to its 

parents gt You. too. Comrade Berezhkov, will then feel 
re^nsIWe for IL" 

tJTjofilkfdze proposed making an official request to the 
govcnunenl to have the engtne renamed. 

.^yjy objections?” be asked. 

There were none. 

.u ^ of the engine sfaouJd be head designer at 

)^J'” 4 ^.t.^“^“^‘'^^adeNovItskyl Wll you 
g^^^^^^oecessaiy condlUons of work to your dew 

N^Uky now chadged his tunc. 

be given every fadllty " 

^ ^ ^ accepting your 



BY WAY OF EPILOGUE 


D have passed LadoshnfJcov's afrplanes and 

engines did a good Job daring the great war 
^nahlns name, too. became known to Ifo country That 
B^test of sceptics among malbematicIaDs developed the 
re^rxhes of Zhukovsky and supplied the theory and 
cal^fatfon of the Jet-propuIslon en^ne:. 

What wtil thw, these shining lights of aviation and 
now venerable Sgures of Its older gefitrallon, think of 
ihts book about their youth? 

f took the manuscript of the novel and went to see Be' 
rezhkov The first person f met In the hall was Vafya^ 
that Is, Valentina Berezhkova, of course Her face, which 
had slightly shrunk wllh the years, smiled a wdcorac 
But the lcx)k In It became guarded as soon as I handed 
her two bulW folders on each of which was Inscribed 
Berezhkov The Story of an InoerUor 
"What's tbls?” she said. "Anolber portrait?" 

"Why, have there already been such books about Alexei 
Nikolayevich?” I asked somewhat anxiously. 

"Well, yea,” my hostess answered vaguely 
She usher^ me Into a large room In ah/ch there slood 
a grand piano At the piano, fingering the keyboard, sat 
a slight ^ung girl, possibly a student already Valentina 
Introduced her, "Our eldest.” 

Then Berezhkov came Into the room. OJkj, my hero had 
i§iJW otii! Tifet ffsii kJtd hecfttw r.9iher kea vy 



I pointed to the folders, »hlch I had put on o round 
polished table . , ^ , 

‘•Will \-og read that, AJexd Nlkolaj-evlch’ It h« to be 
Initialled by \'ou.” 

He seerned to heaUato for some reason, then, * 
Sidelong glance at his wife and dflughler, he untied ^ 
strings and opened the manuscript at random. His 
greenish little eita ran mtr the page. At one point 
TTilscbletouj smile came Into his face. He lougbed, Ihcn 
began reading aloud 1 llslened lo Ibc familiar dialogue 
“Can’t go doum to the aerodrome, Alead NfUJajiJ- 
vkh?" 

“No.*' 

‘W/haVs U-a seaet?" 

*'^’ea, Sh. Not a word.'* 

Bereihtov broke off reading What uoald he say. I 
'ftondered. Bat he sk-as ilfenL \Wlh another 
•arlfe and daughter be tidied Ure pagee of the manuscript 
and did the strings up again. 

"I'm not going to read HP 
-But uhy?" 

“rve ghen m> vord lo Ladoabnlkcry and these prim 
maids hcfe”— he shot a look at his vlfc and daugmer— 
“never to express an opinion on any of my portralta. 
There’s a fatal lav " 

"A fatal la»?“ 

Berexhkov’s e)T3 twinkled huroofously Lifting a fore- 
finger the Tay he did In the old days, fi whispered con- 
spLralorially, “Sh, Not a uordi It’s a secreL" 

1 was obliged to ULe the maouscript lo Ladoshnlkov 
And so. by the decree of fale. the MS of ray no\-el, togeth- 
er with Its aulbor. undertook a Journey to Leningrad. 

Ladoshnlkor'a fiat, uhkfa bad been through the '>ar 
and the blockade of Leningrad, did not look half as mag- 
nificent as 1 had made ft out to be hi ray book from Bc- 
reibVov’s descriptloo. 

The hosles* came out fnlo the hall to meet rue — the 
same hall with the falM^gth mirror In front of uhicb 
Berezhkov had stood a quarter of a century ago In what 
be had described ns the classic pose of the Inventor, 



! nHmi; drawings. As on ttat 
wn^ s® J^rlovna uas dressed up aod her hair 

Ini' h "TIic only dllTcrcnce was that Berezh- 

npnt JJ^ribed her as having dark hatr, whereas tie 
Th I almost entirely white 

e head of Lndoshnikov— of Academldan Ladoshnl- 
i should say-waa sllveiy too The sJiaggy eje- 
alone bad wlihalood the ravages of lime. 

(n^r , , ‘5^^* ioraewhat stooping figure, Ladoshnlkov 
nln^ j about tite oianges ^at had taken 

{l appearance, and made me sit down on 

on which I also laid the manuscript, I told him 
t^t my recent visit to Bereihkov and bis mysterious 
rcicrence to some fatal law 
Mdoshnlkov snuled 

ft 3 no secret," he said, and told me the following 
story 

Alter the war a well-known Moscow artist ejpressed 
Q^slre (o paint a portrait of Berezhkov The liner was 
twitted and gave his consent At fini it was kept t se- 
cret from his wife and friends Bat eventually they discov- 
ered that whenever be had a sitting be would resort to 
we services of a barber and go dovm to the artist’s stu- 
dio freshly shaved In the full-dress uniform of a general 
complete with all decorations aod regnlla Valentina 
Wed to Interfere when abe found It out, but Berezhkov 
declared, ‘The artist is on the right track. He is uijrkiog 
under my direction,” 

A few days before the opening of the exhibition where 
Berezhkov's portrait was to bo on view he took his 
friends and relatives down lo admire the finished master- 
piece Ladosh^kov happening to be in Moscow at the 
time, Berezhkov Invited him to corae too 
Our hero was depicted at full length. The brass huf- 
tona and epaulettes were executed with admirable tJdll 
The visitors saw, looking down on them, a piif of beauti- 
ful blue eyea 

"Well? What do you say?" Berezhkov asked In a tone 
of luch concern that one would think he had painted tho 
picture himself 


The people gathered round It »cre allent Lodoshniior 
snid 

■‘Lets go to >our place. We'll (alk about it o\er a 
glass c4 tea.” 

At the Berezhkovs’ flat LadosbnUiov walked straight 
into the host’s study and ran his eyes over the bookcases. 
“1 MU a book btfe someuhere called AriisLs on Art" 
“Yea, 1 must have it somembtfc," Bereihlcov said “I 
remember buying it ” 

'Did you reaa it?” 

‘'\Vh\, of course!” he ansuered ullhoot batting an eye. 
After a joint search the book uas founi Ladoshnitov 
opened it at the ‘ThoughU on Art” by Lhe famous French 
sculptor Rodin tic nurked off several petsages and hand- 
ed it to Berezhkov The latter had to suwlow a bitter 
piU The reader I hope, will eicuae roe if I cite here the 
passages from Rodlo marked off by LodostmJkov Here 
they are. 

’'By some Inexplicable and fatal lav the person wbo 
has a portrait of himseff made thwarts the talent of the 
artist be has himsetf seized by every means in hU 
pouer 

”A person very rarely sees hJrasdf as be is, and even 
u he dees, he U unpleasantly surprised *ben the artist 
laithlulij conv'cya Ws likeness. 

“He wants to be presealed la the characterless and 
banal appearance of an oJIidel or laahionable ddL Hb 
personality must he coc^telely submerged In hb peat of 
his poartion In society The prosecuUn- b interests only 
bJga, the general to nb cold-lrimmed unlfoou. 
“The more pompous a portrait or a bust b and the 
more It resembles a lifel»s mxioden doll, the more will 
the cHent like If 

“If 1 »-ere you I’d never show myself In tbe ctfafblUon 
rooms BO long as that portrait of youra U hamrlng there,” 
a as Ladosbmkov'i advice. 

^ oolcoow of Ihb conversation (in which tbe twn 
pt^ maids” — Berezhkov’s wife and daughter — also 
wk part) was that Berezhkov promised hb frl^ never 
“ as judge of hb own portrsils. 



Ladoshnikov agreed to read the manuscript I vWted 
Urn again a lew days later He had gone through the 
novel 

His first comment was 

“Amailng thlnm happen In your line, too. It seems." 

He answered the mule question pictured on my face 
■with the explanation. 

“Berezhkov’s Imagination plus your ImaglnatlDn, and 
as a result . " 

I caught the tone of approval In his voice, and broke 
In 

“Two minuses make a plus?" 

“Some minuses still remain, though. But I don't think 
you can do anything about It They are In the nature of 
your hero Those brain-waves of his are described much 
100 glowingly. But then I can’t pretend to give advice to 
a writer." 

“Would you have described all these questions of crea- 
tive designing dlferenUy then?" 

“I? I certainly woold. Every one of onr designers 
would have described It In his own way. But then U 
•would be a different book." 
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